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TO THE QUEEN 


Revertd, belmed — 0 yo7t i/tat hold 
A nobler office upon ear*h 
^ Than arms, or power of brain, or birth 
V Could give the wamor kings of old, 

Victoria, — since your Royal grace 
To one of less desert allows 
This laurel greener font the brows 
Of him that -ittedd nothing base. 

And should your greatness, and the care 
That yokes with empire, yield you time 
To make demand of modern rhyme 
If au^t of anaent worth be there. 

Then — while a sweeter music wakes. 

And thrd wild March the throstle calls. 
Where all about your palace-walls 
The sun-lit almond-blossom shakes — 


Take, Madam, this poor book of song. 
For tko' the faults were thick as dust 
In vacant chambers, I could trust 
Your kindness May you rule us long. 

And leave its rulers of y our blood 
As noble till the latest day I 
May children of our children scy, 
'She wrou^t her people lasting good , 

* Her court was pure , her life serene , 
God gave her peace, her land reposed, 
A thousand claims to reverence closed 
In her as Mother, Wife, and Queen, 

' And statesmen at her council met 
Who knew the seasons when to take 
Occasion by the hand, and make 
The bounds of freedom wider yet 


‘ By shaping some august decree. 

Which kept her throne unshaken still. 
Broad-based ufon her peopldsjyill. 
And eompasda b} the inviolate seal 


March 1851 



JUVENILIA. 


CLARIBEL 

' AMEIOD\ 

1 

Where Chiibel lo^^ Iteih 
The breezes pause and die, 
Letting the rose Itvcs fall 
But the solemn oak tree sigheth. 
Thick leaved, ambrosial, 
With an ancient melodv 
Of an inward agony, 

Where Clanbel low lieth 

11 

At eve the beetle boomelb 
Athwart the thicket lone 
At noon the wild bee hummcth 
About the moss’d headstone 
At midnight the moon cometh. 
And loo’Keth down alone 
Her song the lintwhite swellcth. 
The clear voiced mavis dvveUcth, 
The callow throstle lispeth. 
The slumbrous wave outwelleth, 
The babbling runnel enspeth, 
The hollow grot icplieth 
Where Clanbel low-lieth 


' NOTHING WILL DIE 

When will the stream be aweary of 
Rowing 

Under my eye? 

When will the wind be aweary of blowing 1 
Over the sltj ? t 


1 When will th* clouds lie aweary of 
ficc'.ng* 

WTicn will tliL h s't Ik: aweary of 
Iwalmg? 

And nature die ? 

I Never, oh ' revet, nothin,; v ill die ; 

The stream Row , 

Ihe win I Mo .vs. 

Tilt, ch ud Rt cl< 

The heart bni'', 

Xo'Uirig will die 

Nothing V ill oic , 

All thing' will change 
Thro’ eternity 
'Tis the world's winter , 

Autumn and summer 
Arc gone long ago ; 

Earth is dry to the centre. 

But spnng •' new comer, 

A spnng rich and strange. 

Shall make the w inds blow 
Round and round, 

Ihro’ and *hro’, 

Here and there, 

Till the air 
And the ground 
Shall be fill’d with life anew 

The world vv>s never made , 

It will change, but it will not fade 
So let the wind range , 

Eor even and mom 
Ever will lie 
Thro’ eternity 
Nothing was bom , 

Nothing will die , 

All things will change 



ALL THINGS WILL DIE~LE0NINE ELEGIACS 
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VALL THINGS WILL DIE 

Clearly the blue nver chimes m its 
flowing 

Under my e}'e , 

Warmly and broadly the south wmds are 
blowing 

Over ihe sky 

One after another the white clouds are 
fleeting ; 

Eaeiy heart this May morning in joyance 
IS beatang 

Full memly 
Yet all things must die 
The stream will cease to flow , 

The ivind wnll cease to blow , 

The clouds will cease to fleet , 

The heart will cease to beat . 

For all things must die 
All things must die 
Spring mil come never more 
Oh ' vanit}' ’ 

Death waits at the door 
See I our fnends are all forsaking 
The wine and the menymaking 
We are call’d — we must go 
Laid low', yery low, 

In the dark we must he 
The merry glees are still , 

The voice of the bird 
Shall no more be heard, 

Nor the wind on the hill 
Oh ' misery ’ 

Hark ' death is calling 
While I speak to ye, 

The jav is falling, 

The red cheek p^ing, 

The strong hmbs faihng , 

Ice mth the warm blood mixmg , 
The eyeballs fiiang 
Nine dmes goes the passmg bell 
Ye merry souls, farewell 
The old earth 
Had a birth. 

As all men know. 

Long ago 

And the old earth must die 
So let the warm mnds range. 

And the blue wave beat the shore 


For even and mom 
Ye mil never see 
Thro’ etenuty 
AH things were bom 
Ye wiU come never more. 
For all things musrdie 


LEONINE ELEGIACS 

Low'-flowing breezes are roaming the 
broad valle} dimm’d in thegloammg 
Thoro’ the black -stemm’d puies*'onI} 
the far nver shines 

Creeping thro’blossomyrashesand bowers 
of rose-blowing bushes, 

Down by the poplar taU nvulets babble 
and fall 

1 Barketh the shepherd -dog cheerly, the 
grasshopper caroUeth clearly ; 
Deeply the wood dove coos ; shrilly the 
owlet halloos , 

Winds creep , dews fall chilly in her 
first sleep earth breathes stiUy 
Over the pools in the bum water-gnats 
murmur and mourn 

Sadly the far kine loweth the ghmmer- 
ing water outflow eth 
Twin peaks shadow'’d mth pme slope to 
the dark hyaline 

Low -throned Hesper is stayed between 
the two peaks 7 but the Naiad 
Throbbing in mild unrest holds him 
beneath m her breast 
The ancient poetess smgeth, that Hes 
penis all things bnngeth. 

Smoothing the wearied mind bnng me 
my lore, Rosalind 

Thou comest mommg or even , she 
cometh not morning or even 
False-eyed Hesper, unkind, where is ni} 
sweet Rosalind ? 

SUPPOSED CONFESSIONS 

OF A SECOND-RATE SENSITIVE MIND 

0 God ! my God » have mercj now. 

1 faint, I fall Men say that Thou 


4 


coi^rEssioiV^: or w 


Didst die for me, for sacfi as »e, 

Patient ofilJ, and death, and score, 

And that mj sm was as a thorn 
Among the thorns that girt Th> brow. 
Wounding Thy soul —That e\cn now. 

In this extremat misery 

Of ignorance, I should require 

A sign S and if a bolt of fire 

Would me the slumbrous summer noon 

ViTnIe I do pny to Thee alone, I 

Think my behef would stronger grow » 

Is not mj human pndc brought low ^ 

The boasting of my spmt stiU ? 

The ]oy I had in mj freewill 

All cold, and dead, and corpse like grown? 

And what is left to me, but Thou, 

And faith in Thee? Men pxss me bj , 
Chnsbnns wath happ) countenances — 

And children all seem full of Thee ' 

And women smile wath saint like glances 
Like Thine own mother’s when she bow’d 
Above Thee, on that happ> more 
When angels spake to men aloud, 

And Thou and peace to earth were bore 
Goodwill to me as well as all — 

I one of them my brolhets thc> 

Brothers in Chnst — a world of peace 
And confidence, day after daj , 

And trust and hope till thingsshould cease, 
And then one Heaten receive us all 

How sweet to have a common faith ' 

To hold a common scorn of death ' 

And at a burial to hear 

The creaking cords which wound and rat 

Into mj human heart, whene'er 

Earth goes to earth, with grief, not feat. 

With hope&l gnef, were passing sweet’ 

Thnce happ) stale again to be 
The trustful mfant on the knee » 

Who lets his rosy fingers play 
About his mother’s neiA, and knows 
Nothing bejond his mother's eyes 
Tbej comfort him by night and day 
They light his little life alwaj , 

He hath no thought of coming woes , 
He hath no rare of life or death , 

Scarce outward signs of jo} arise, 
Because the Spirit of happiness 


And perfect ren «> mwato is , 

And loveth so his innoMul 1 cart, 

Her temple and her place of b tlh. 

Where she would c\i.r wi h to dv 
Life of the fountain there, lu.ne-'th 
Its salient sprinf's, and far "p-rt. 

Hating to wanocr out on earth. 

Or breathe into the boll >w air, 

Viho-t cliiUnii'' would wake M^lWc 
Her sub'll, warm, and golden bre*th, 
Which m.swg with thv infant s Wood, 
1‘ulfih him with Iw-mude 
On' sure i* is r 'jitci'l care 
Of God, to fortifj faim ilnalu. 

To arm in prooi, -nn ta”o, a'lOJt 
W tth triple mailed trust, a id clear 
Delight, the mf'nt's ilawnin,; jear 

Would ihrt m, gloatne^* f’nr, i cic 
As thine, m> mothtr, when Mth brows 
Propt on lh> knees, mj hards t*ph.ld 
In thinv, 1 listen'd to th) vows, 
hor me outpour d ir l.oUc,t praj er- 
ror me unworth) '~''nd ! fhtld 
Ihj mild deep tjes I'prNcd, that 1 new 
The beautj and rtjio e of faith, 

/Vnd the clear spirit s']imr„ thro' 

OKI wherefore do wi grow -wri 
From roots which «»riit »o deep? «bv 
dare 

I'atbs in the desert? Could no* 1 
Bow mjsclf down, whuc thou bast kneU, 
To the cnrvh — until the ice would melt 
I Here, and I ftcl ns thou hasj fcli? 
j What Deval had the heart to «calhe 
Flowers thou hadst rear’d — to brush the 
dew 

From thine own lih, when Ihj grave 
Was deep, in) mother, in the cl') ? 
Myself? Is It thus? M>sdf’ H.ad J 
So little love for thee ? But w by 
Prevail’d not thy pure pra)ers? Why 
praj 

To one who heeds not, who can save 
But will no,? Great in faith, and strong 
Against the gnef of circumstance 
W ttt thou, and j ct unheard W hat if 
^ou pleadest still, and seest me drive 
utter dark a full sail’d skiff, 
Unpiloted i’ the echoing dance 
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THE KRAKEN—SOUG— LILIAN— ISABLI^ 


THE KRAKEN 


Below the thunders of the upper deep , 
Far, far beneath in the abjsmal sea, 

His ancient, dreamless, unimadcd sleep 
The Krakcn sleepelh faintest sunlights 
flee 

About his shadowy sides abo\ c him sw ell 
Huge sponges of millennial growth and I 
height , 

And far away into the sickly light, 

From many a wondrous grot and secret 
cell 

Unnumber'd and enormous polypi 
Winnow with giant arms the slumbering 
green 

There hath he lam for ages and mil he 
Battening upon huge seaworms in his 
sleep, 

Until the latter fire shall heat the deep , 
Then once by man and angels to be seen. 
In roanng he shall nsc and on the sur- 
face die 


SONG 

The wmds, as at their hour of birth. 
Leaning upon the ndged sea. 

Breathed low around the rolling earth 
With mellow preludes, ‘ We arc free ’ 

The streams through many a hhed row 
Down carolling to the crisped sea. 
Low tinkled with a bell-like flow 
Atween the blossoms, * We are free ’ 


' LILIAN 

I 

Ainv, fairy Lilian, _ 

Flitting, fairy Lilian, ' J 

< IVhen I ask her if she love me, ' " 

1 Claps her tiny hands above me, '> 
Laughing all she can , 

She 11 not tell me if she love me, / / 
Cruel httle LtUan 


Wlicn my pission seel s 
Tlcasince m lore > 'gbs, 

She, looking tliro' nid thro’ me 
Thoroughly to undo me, 

Smiling, neitr spcil s 
So innocent arch, so conning Minplt, 
From beneath her gathered vimplc 
Glancing with black Irculcl e>c<. 
Till the lightning hnghters dimple 
1 he Inbj roses in lier chceJj! , 
Then away she flies 

HI 

Pryiliec weep, May Lilian * 

Gaiety wiilmul eclipse 
Wc-incth me, M*y Lilian 
Tliro’ my eery heart it llirillcth 
\\ lien from cninson threaded hj)i 
Silicr-treble laughter tnllcth 
Pry thee weep. May Lilian 

n 

Praying all I can, 

If prayers will no hush the’e, 

Airy Lilian, 

Like a rose leaf I will crush thee, ' 
Fain Lilian 

ISABEL 


E\is not down dropt nor oicr -bright, 
but fed 

W ith the clear pointed flame of chastity , 
Clear, without heat, undying, tenued by 
Pure scstal thoughts in the trans 
lucent fane 

Of her still spirit , locksnotwide disprcad. 
Madonna -wise on either sde her 
head , 

Sweet lips whereon perpetually did 
reign 

I summer calm of golden chanty, 

Mere fixed shadows of thy li\ed mood, 
Reiered Isabel, the crown and head, 
^ flower of female fortitude. 

Of perfect wifehood and pure lowli- 
head 
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n« 

TJsc ui*u('nc dcfiwo') cf .n bn^ht 
And •.horotgh c-Jgi.d inldJict to pirt 
Hrror crivit- , a ptodmct to 
w 'lishoUi . 

T1 c I'ws of nwnis*;c c’rr"ctci‘d m 

fR,i\ 

U pen tbi. bVncl.cil I'lb'ct'i of litr heart 
A lo\i. < 111 bu'Ti’n’ ii,nv rd, giving light 
To xtni! thovc hws , in ci.fx.iu ver) low 
In Mindidnicrt, hat i s .o * ■Jihor tlov 
Of ‘uliilc p c' 1 foi>''vxl in dioft-xc 
Right to Ihs 1 r’rt mu b'nn, llio' unde 

■>ct4ed, 

\\ It u'ng vmj w ith cxtteinc gentle 
net*; 

ITiro’ nil the ovtvv o>1 s of xucsiic'OU'; pride , 
A Ccu;-vi c to endure niitl ‘o v>b..j ; 

A b^’c of j n ViO prnar.cr and of ^vviy, 
Ciovvn d I'iWl. thro’ ill her pi'ad lift, 
TI»e queen o^ ni-rTi'ge, i moM perfect 
wife 


n»e n cltow <i fedex of a 'v nter moon , 
A clear stfcam flnu n l with i tnuddj one, 
Ttll In it« onwitu curitnt it ih-orhs 
\\ nh ‘■vvif cr rno cnu.nl end in piutr 
hgl I 

ll't Xe'rtl tddlCii of U*: VVXJVV ml 
1 rothcr 

A Ifiirg ->0 1 upbeinnp pari>iti, 
Clothirg tht ^ttn, which tl'H, hid 
fillen quite 

With c!u'*crd flowtr btlh md im 
1 roxn! orb« 

Ofneh fiui* hiinchis leaning on each 
o'htr — 

hhadow fi»rth thtc —the world hath 
not another 

(TJio* all her fairt^t forms arc tjpes of 
ihce, 

\nd thou of Ood in thj great cliaritj) 

Of such a fmish’o chasten d punty 


MARIANA 

I • Maninx in the mnited grange ’ 

I 'lUattirf/er Measun 

j WiTJi hlachcn moss the flower-plots 
Wen* tliichlv crusted, one and all 
The rusted nails fell from the knots 
That held the pear to the gable wall 
1 he htoken sheds look’d sad and strange 
Unlifted was the clinking latch , 
Wctdtd and worn the ancient tliatcli 
Upon the lonelv moated gi ange 

SI e onl} said, ‘ life is clreaij*, 
lie cometh not,’ she said , 

She said, ‘ I am aweary, aweary, 

I w oiiid that I w ere dead 1 ’ 

Her tears fell v ith the dews at even , 
Her tears fell ere the dews were dried , 
She could not loot on the sweet heaven, 
Dthcr "t morn or eventide 
\flcr the fluting of the hats, 

\\ hen thickuat dark did tnnee the sk}, 
She drew her crsenient curtain by, 
And glanced athwart the glooming flats 
She onlj said, ' The night is dreaiy, 
He cometh not,’ she said , 

She said, ‘ I am awcatj, aweary', 

I would that I were dead ’’ 

Upon the middle of the night. 

Waking she he ird the night fowl crow 
The cock sung out an hour ere light 
From the <lark fen the oxen’s low 
Came to her w iihoul hope of change, 

In sleep she seem’d to walk forlorn. 
Till cold winds woke the gray-ejed 
mom 

About the lonely moated grange 

She only said ‘ Tlie day is dreary, 
lie cometh not,' she said , 

She said, ‘I am aweary, aweary', 

I would that I were dead T 

About a stone-cast from the wall 
A sluice with blacken'd waters slept. 
And o’er tt many’, round and small, 

T he cluster’d marish-mosses ciept 
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MARI^lf A— MADELINE 


Hard by a poplar shook alway. 

All silver-green with gnarled bark 
For leagues no other tree did mark 
The level waste, the rounding gray 
She only said, ‘My life is dreary, 
He Cometh not,’ she said , 

She said, * I am aweary, aweary, 
I would that I were dead 


And ever when the moon was low, 

And the shrill winds were up and away, 
In the white curtain, to and fro. 

She saw the gusiy shadow sway 
But when the moon was very low. 

And wild winds bound within their cell, 
The shadow of the poplar fell 
Upon her bed, across her brow 

She only said, ‘The night is dreary. 
He Cometh not,’ she said , 

She said, ' 1 am aweary, aweary, 

I would that I were dead 1’ 


All day within the dreamy house, 

The doors upon their hinges creak’d , 
The blue fly sung m the pane , the mouse 
Behind the mouldering wainscot 
shriek’d, 

Or from the crevice peer'd about 
Old faces glimmer’d thro’ the doors. 

Old footsteps trod the upper floors, 

Otd voice called her from without 
She only said, ‘ My life is dreary. 

He Cometh not,’ she said , 

She said, ‘ I am aweary, aweary, 

I would that I were dead ’’ 

The sparrow’s chirrup on the roof, 

The slow clock ticking, and the sound 
Which to the wooing wind aloof 
Hie poplar made, did all confound 
Her sense , but most she loathed the hour 
When the thick-moted sunbeam lay 
Athwart the chambers, and the day 
Was sloping toward his western bower 
Then, said she, ' 1 am very dreary. 
He will not come,' she said , 

She wep‘, ‘ I am aweary, aweary. 
Oh God, that I were dead I’ 


TO 


Clear-headfd friend, whoscjoyful scorn, 
Edged with sharp laughter, cuts atwain 
The knots that tangle human creeds, 
Thevvounding cords that bind and strain 
The heart until U bleeds, 

Ray-fnnged eyelids of the morn 

Roof not a glance so keen as thine 
If aught of prophecy be mine, 

Thou wilt not live m vain 

ri 

Low cowering shall the Sophist sit , 
Falsehood shall bare her plaited brow 
Fair fronted Truth shall droop not now 
With shrilling shafts of subtle wit 
Nor martyr flames, nor trenchant swords 
Can do away that ancient he , 

A gentler death shall Falsehood die, 
Shot thro’ and thro' with cunning words 

in 

Weak Truth a-leaning on her crutch. 
Wan, wasted Truth in her utmost need. 
Thy kingly intellect shall feed. 

Until she be an athlete bold, 

And weary with a finger’s touch 

Those writhed limbs oflighining speed, 
Like that strange angel which of old, 

, Until the breaking of the light, 

I Wrestled with wandering Israel, 

Past Yabbok brook the livelong night, 
And heaven’s mazed signs stood still 
In the dim tract of Penuel 


MADELINE 

I 

Thou art not steep’d in golden langut 
No tranced summer calm is thine. 
Ever varyang Madeline 
Thro’ light and shadow thou dost rar 
Sudden glances, sweet and strange 
Delicious spites and darling angers. 
And airy forms of flitung change 



SOKG tHE OWL 
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n. 

STiUint;, frourjjig, c\cnnorc. 

Thou art j-crfcct in !o»c lore 
KtixeaUnp*. <*«.,» anil ckxt arc thine 
Of McaJthx etnilis Init who mij hnow 
SNlitther yriiJc or froAii K *^<.ctcr? 
Wieilitr x ink oi frown hi weeter, 
Who nr.} Know > 

rrownx pcrfcct^’twcxi alonp the Krow 
L.pht s:loo<'iinp oxer ex ex ilixim, 

Like little cJy’-<L« sun fnnptil, are thine, 
L.m xnrpao MaJc'mc 
Thj smile and frown are not aloof 
rrom one another, 

Eacli to each ix fTc.arcxt brother ; 
Hues cf the sill ca xhtcnx xxoof 
^^on'c'l.h sho into each othci 
\11 the im -ten is ilnne ; 
Snihop frowtiinp, eitrinorc, 

Tlioa art perfcc! in loxt lore, 

Lxir xi>i};jig Madeline 

ni. 

A eabllc, sudden P'roc, 

11} xcenn?, paxxiin 'ann'd, 

thee breaks ami dances . 
Mlitn I would kisx th} hand, 

Ibe duxh •'ng'.r’d xhamc 

Otrfiuwx thj calimr pknccs, 

\nd oVr black hro xs drops down 
\ xjddtn cu'acd frown 
But xxhen I turn aw a), 

Tho J, x> illinp me to sia) , 

Woo St not, nor x-ainlx wrangkst; 

Hut, h/okin,' fixcOI) tilt while. 

All nx iKi'inding heart entanglesl 
In a gokkn*nt.ilcd smik , 

Then in madness and in hhas. 

If mx hps s! ould dare to 1- iss 
Th} taper lingers amormrlx, 

Again thou hlushtst angcrl) , 

And o'er hlaci brows drops dowT» 

A sudden curx’cd frown 

SOKG— THE OWL 
1 

When cals run home and light is come. 
And dew is cold upon the ground. 


And the far-off stream is dumb, 

And the xi birring sail goes round, 
And the xxhiiTjng sail goes round , 
Alone .and warming his fixe wjt^ 
The xxhitc owl m the bcifiy sits 

ti 

When nieri} milkmaids click the latch. 
And rarclj smtlls the new -mowai haj. 
And the cock hath sung bcncatli the 
thatch 

Txxice or thnee his roundclaj, 

T^xiicc or thnee his roundcla} , 

Alone and x\ arming his fixe wals, 
The w hilt ow'l in the belfrj sits, 

SECOND SONG 

TO THE SAME 
I 

Tin tuwhits are lull’d, 1 xiof, 

Th} tuwlioo'of jtstcrnight, 

W’liich upon the dark afloat, 

So took echo with delight, 

So took echo with delight, 

That her xoice untunefiil grown, 

W tars all da} a fainter tone 

n 

I xvo.ild mock thy clmunt anew , 

But 1 cannot mimick it , 

Not a whit of thy luwhoo, 

Thee to woo to thy tiiwhit, 

Thee to XX 00 to th} tuwhit, 

"With a lengthen’d loud halloo, 
Tuwhoo, tuwhit, tuwhit, tuwhoo o o 

RECOLLECTIONS OF THE 
ARABIAN NIGHTS 

When the breeze of a joyful dawn blew 
free 

In the silken sail of mfanc}. 

The tide of time flow ’d back w ith me, 
The forward-flowang tide of time , 

And many a sheeny summer-mom, 
Adowai the Tigns I xvas home. 


RECOU ECTIOl^'S OP THE AEAOIAH NIGIJ7S 


By Bigdat’s shnnes of fieUcd gold, 

W.gl7 ailed gardens green and old , 

True Mussulman v as I and snom, 

For It was m the golden pnine 
Of good Haroun Altaschid 

j 

Anight my shallop, nisthng thro’ 

The Ion and bloomed foUagt, drove ) 
The fragrant, glistening deeps, and close 
The cUron shadows in the blue j 

Bj garden porches on the bnm, | 

The costly doors flung open wide, 

Gold gUttenng thro’ lamplight dim, 

And broider’d sofas on each side 
In sooth It v?as a goodly time. 

For It was in the golden prime 
Of good Haroun Alraschid 

Often, where cleat stemm’d platans guard 
The outlet, did I turri away 
The boat head down a broad canal 
From the mam nver sluiced, where all 


A goodl) pWee, a { otkIIj tm c, 

For it was in Iht 5 »}>'» t' piiinc 
Of good lI"iOv I) Alr'scjinl 

Above thro’ many a twwetj t im 
, A walU walli vary coin ir’d * <'’K 
' Wander’d engrain’d On cith-t side 
1 All ro ind aUitl the fr'rnnt r*rj* 

From (luted sa^^ an 1 hrv' a urn 
In order, cas’cni flo.vcra lar;;t 
*'r»tnc droppiiifj !'* tl” r cr i.i ‘/a ludU 
Half chi-cd, and ottitt . 'It'd e-l wide 
W itli d' 1- a and t ars fed l' < tm e 
With oi*nuT in the gid'^sn pni c 
Of gocrtl llatO' n Ain dud 

i I at off, end vvl e»e ti t on g'ove 
, In clo'C't co.ntnrt up •vriirf', 

* The hv mg airs o*' mi ldl> iiipht 
' Ditd to m 1 the Ii iliml as l.c nnf, 

Not h- out -m Ktl II' * w I uh ym "•»* d 
» Ihedarl nc^s of tliv v orln. d.Ji-'}", 


The sloping of the moon-ht sward 
Was damaslv work, and deep inlay 
Of braided blooms unmown, which crept 
Adown to where the water slept 
A goodly place, a goodly time, 

For It was in the golden prime 
Of good Haroun Alraschid 

A motion from the nvci won 
Ridged the smooth level, bcanng on 
My shallop thro’ the star slrovvn calm, 
Until another night in night 
I enter’d, from the cleatet light, 
Imbovver’d vaults of pillar’d palm, 
Imprisoning sweets, which, as they clomh 
Heavenward, were stay'd beneath the 
dome 

Of hollow boughs — V goodly time 
For jt was m the golden prime 
Of good Haioun Alraschid. 

Still onward , and the clear canal 
Is rounded to as clear a lake 
From the green nvage many a fall 
Of diamond nllcts musical, 

Thro’ little crystal arches low 
Down from the central fountain’s flow 
Fall’n sAvet-chimrag, seemed to diake 
The spatklmg flints beneath the prow. 


I j ift, angiish, diath, inmn't"! l>«c, 

I Cc.asing not, n'liiglcd, t ,i't Od, 

1 Apart from phcc, wa'hho'ii'nj, lime, 
I But flattering the gvhicn pnrae 
I Of rood llaroui' ilras-cnd 


! Blacl ilw. garden Iwv t*- '•al gluts 
* Slumber'd the 'id*, m paliv- wert nr gtf 
Alwve, unvoo’d of viirrmc' vvi d 
I A sudden 'plcr.dD«r from KUind 
I'lcsh <1 all the leaver vvatii nchgoM greet. 
Ami, flowing r.'pidly butween 
Their intcrspacts, counlcrch''age(i 
I The level lake with dtatnon'* plots 
Of dark and hngiil \ lo\.h ‘ime 


Of good Haroun Alrascmd 

Dark-blue the deep =phcre ov tint'd. 
Distinct with vivid stars mhul. 

Grew darl cr from that under-fl-nve : 
So, leaping lightly from th. boat. 

With silver anchor left afloat, 

In marvel whence that glory carr'c 
upon me, as m sleep I sank 
soft turf upon the hank. 
Entranced wath that phcc and time, 

So worthy of the golden pnmc 

W £050 Haro'in A.’r.ascHid. 
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rhcnre t!»ro’ tr'- ij^rden i v*is drn\ni — 
\ rcr»n of pki '-T»cc, iininy a mound, 
Ard tu’inj a &!ndo\\ chequer d Hwp 
i ull of the dl) « «mI!j ’iound, 

\nd deep nijiih-tlurkcls Wowing round 

The rci'ir 

Th'ck ro«r k.'^ of '•ccntovi titom, 

Till cticnv <Kr\ O', mti ol-ch'^KS 
(•n\cn wiih embUms of the time. 

In bo’'01'r tl '* pnlden prime 
Of goou Ilirown .VIrasdnd 

With dared ^Kjon umwires 
From the Icn" "“nej . latticed slndc 
I'mergcit, I came upon the great 
Pi'iiif'i, o^ the C-hphil 

to *hc canen crdani doors, 
non.’: inwcrii o^cr spinguil floor<, 
Bto-d-b's'^i f(i, n*': of ti irbic stairs 
Ivan up i-ith * iV'k'' • ili.s r^dc, 

\f:c’ il c fiO. 10 1 of tlic time, 

.\ra I’umo ’t o'' tl e golden prime 
O goco Haro in Vlrisch.d 

The fcofCO'c vinoo.u ill rdiglil 
\s V 1 h i t r nnlc 'Cnct. of fl-'mc, 

A tri'* o ■ t'pers dinng br.ght 
1 ro”! V e" sil* cK loilv’il to '■bime 
Ihc 1 irow vaul'ed dirK, •■nrl streamV 
ITjjon the moncU domes i‘oof 
Ininmoi* b'b*. t, till thcic reem'd 
Hunciri.ds n* crescents on the roof 
Ofti.”htnc ri'cn, that nun i lions tiuii. 
To cclcbr^c thi golden pnmt. 

Of good Hatoim Alnschid 

Then '.f'k I up, and trancedly 
Care I on the Persian girl •>Ionc, 

‘^.'■crr nath affciit-hddcd cjis 
Anjoro’i*, and lasnes like to rijs 
Of rkrlviic-', and " brow of pearl 
Tre<.'‘e>l with icdoltiit ebon}, 

In m' a} a datl dcbcioits curl, 
flowing beneath her rose hued rone 
The ••wcclcst hd} of the time, 

Well worthy of the. golden prime 
Of gc-od Iloroun Alraschid. 

Sue columns, P.rce on either side, 

Pure sihcr, iindcprtjpt a rich 
Throne of the itia.ssii e ore, from w hich 


I Down droop’d, m many a floating fold, 
Engarlandcd and diaper’d 
With inwrought flowers, a cloth of gold 
, T hereon, his deep C} e laughter-stirr’d 
I W ith mernment of kingl} pnde, 

I Sole star of all that place and time, 

I I saw him — in his golden prime, 

Thi Good Haroun Alraschid, 

ODE TO MEMORY, 

addressed to 

I, 

1 iiou who stealest fire, 
From the fountains of the past, 
To glorif}^lic j«esent; oh, haste, 
Visit m) low desire ' 
Stiengthcn me, enlighten me ' 

I faint m this obscurity, 

Thou dtw-j da\vn of memory 

n 

Come not as thou earnest of late, 
Fhnpng the gloom of }C 5 tcrnight 
On the while da} , but robed m soften’d 
light 

Of orient state 

Whilomc tJioii earnest svath the morning 
mis*, 

Citn as a maid, whose stately brow 
I he dew -impcarled winds of dawm base 
kiss’d, 

When, she, as thou, 

Sta}'soiihcr floating locks the lo\el} freight 
Ofoscrllow mg blooms, and earliest shoots 
Ofoncnl green, gisiiig safe pledge of fruits^ 
Winch in wantertidc shall star 
The black earth with bnlhancc rare 

HI 

\\Tnlome thou earnest with the mormng 
mist, 

' And with the esenmg cloud, 

I Showering thy gleaned wrealth into m} 

} open breast 

i ' (Those peerless flowers which in the 
rudest wind 
Nc.i-rgrow sere, 
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When rooted m the garden of the mind, 
Because the) are the earUesl of the)ear) 

Nor was the night th) shroud 
In sweet dreams softer thin unbroken rest 
Thou leddest by the hand thine infant 
Hope 

The eddying of her garments caught from 
thee 

The light of thy great presence , and the 
cope 

Of the half attain’d futunty, 

Tho’ deep not fathomless, 

Was cloien with the million stars which 
tremble 

O’er the deep mind of dauntless infancy 
Small thought was there of hfc’s distress. 
For sure she deem’d no mist of earth 
could dull 

Those spirit -thrilling eyes so keen and 
beautiful 

Sure she i as nigher to heaien’s spheres, 
Listening the lordly music flowing from 
The illimitable years 

0 strengthen me, enlighten me I 

1 faint in this obscunty, 

Thou dewy dawn of memoiy 

IV 

Come forth, 1 charge thee, arise, 

Thou of the many tongues, the myTiad 
eyes' 

Thou comest not with shows of fiauntmg 
vines 

Unto tmne inner eye, 

Divinest Memory ' 

Thou wert not nursed by the waterfall 
Which ever sounds and shines 
A pillar of white light upon the wall 
Of purple cliffs, aloof descned 
Come from the woods that belt the gray 
hill side. 

The seven elms, the poplars four 
That stand beside my father’s door, 

And chiefly from the brook that loves 
To purl o’er matted cress and ribbed sand. 
Or dimple in the dark of rushy coves. 
Drawing into his narrow earthen um. 

In every elbow and turn. 

The filter’d tribute of the rough w oodland, 
0 1 hither lead thy feet 1 


Pour round mine ears the livelong bleat 
Of the thick-fleeced sheep from wattled 
folds. 

Upon the ndgcd wolds, 

WTien the first matin song hath waken d 
loud 

Over the dark dewy earth forlorn, 

What time the amber mom 
Forth gushes from beneath a low -hung 
cloud 

V 

Large dowries doth the riplurcd eye 
' To the young spint present 
When first she is wed , 

And like a bnde of old 
In triumph led, 

With music and sweet showers 
Of festal flow ers. 

Unto the dwelling she must sway 
Well hast thou done, great artist Memory, 
In setting round thy first experiment 
AVith royal frame work of wrought 
gold. 

Needs must thou dearly love thy first 
essay. 

And foremost in thy various gallery 
Place It, where sweetest sunlight falls 
Upon the stoned walls. 

For the discovery 

And newness of thine art so pleased thee, 
That all which thou hast drawai of fairest 
Or boldest since, but lightly weighs 
With thee unto the love thou bearest 
The first-bom of thy genius Artist-hke, 
Ever retmng thou dost gare 
On the pnmc labour of thine early days 
No matter what the sketch might be ; 
Whether the high field on the bushless 
Pike, 

Or even a sand-built ndge 
Of heaped hills that mound the sea, 
Overblown with murmurs harsh. 

Or even a lowly cottage whence we see 
Stretch’d wide and wild the waste enor- 
mous marsh, 

M’here from the frequent bndge, 

Like emblems of infinity, 

The trenched waters run from sky to sky 
Or a ©irdea bowet’d dose 
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With plaited allej-s of the trailing; rose, 
Long alleys falling domi to twilight grots, 
Or opening upon level plots 
Of crowned lilies, standing near 
Purple-spiked laiender 
WTutlier in after life retired 
From brawling storms, 

From weaiy- wind. 

With youthful fancy re inspired. 

We maj hold converse wnth all forms 
Of the many-sided mind, 

|iln<lthQsc w horn passion hath not blinded, 
kSubtlcji^oughtcd, m)nad-mindcd 

My fnend, wath jou to hie alone. 

Were how much belter than to own 
A crow n, a sceptre, and a throne ' 

0 strengthen me, enlighten me ’ 

1 faint in this obscuntj, 

Thou dewy dawn of memory 

ySONG 

I 

A SPIRIT haunts the j ear’s last hours 
Dwelling amid these yellowing bowers 
To himself he talks ; 

For at eventide, listening earnestly. 

At his work )ou may hear him sob and 
sigh 

In the walks , 

Earthward he boweth the heavy 
stalks 

Of the mouldering fiow'crs 

Hcavaly hangs the broad sunflower 
Oi er its gravel’ the earth so chilly , 
Heavily hrngs the holjyhock, 
Heavily hangs the tiger-lily 

II 

The air is damp, and hush’d, and close. 
As a sick man’s room when he taketh 
repose 

An hour before death , 

My very heart faints and my whole soul 
grieves 

At the moist rich smell of the rotting 
leaves. 


And the breath 

Of thefadingedgesofbox beneath. 
And the year’s last rose 

Heavaly hangs the broad sunflower 
Over Its grav e 1’ the earth so chilly , 
Heavily hangs the hollyhock, 
Heavily hangs the tiger hly 

JA CHARACTER. 

With a half-glance upon the sky 
At night he said, ‘ The wandenngs 
Of this most intricate Universe 
Teach me the nothingness of things 
Yet could not all creation pierce 
I Beyond tlie bottom of his eye 

i He spake of beauty that the dull 
Saw no divinity in grass. 

Life in dead stones, or spint in air , 

Then looking as ’twere in a glass, 

He smooth’d his chm and sl eek’d h is hair 
And said the earth was beautiful 

He spake of virtue not the gods 
More purely, when they wish to charm 
Pallas and Juno sitting by 
And with a sweeping of the arm, 

And a lack-lustre dead-blue eye, 
Devolved his rounded penods 

Most delicately hour by hour 
He canvass’d human mysteries. 

And trod on silk, ns if the winds 
Blew his owm praises in his eyes, i 
And stood aloof from other minds 
In impotence of fancied power | 

W’lth lips depress’d as he W'ere meek, 
Himself unto himself he sold 
Upon himself himself did feed 
Quiet, dispassionate, and cold. 

And other than his form of creed, 

With chisell’d features cleared sleek 

POET 

The poet m a golden clime was bom, 
With golden stars above , 

Dower’d with the hate of hate, the scorn 
of scorn. 

The love of love. 
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THE POETS MIND 


He saw thro’ life and death, thro’ good 
and lU, j 

He saw thro' his own soul j 

The mariel of the everlasting will, , 

An open scroll, } 

Before him lay with echoing feet he 
threaded 

The secretest walks of fame 
The wewless arrows ofhis thoughts were j 
headed J 

And mng’d with flame, 

Like Indian reeds blown from his silver 
tongue, 1 

And of so fierce a flight, I 

From Calpe unto Caucasus they sung, j 
Filling with light ' 

And vagrant melodies the winds which 
bore 

Them earthward till they lit , 

Then, like the arrow-seeds of the field 
flower, 

The fruitful vwt 

Cleaving, took root, and springing forth 
anew 

Where’er they fell, behold, 

Like to the mother plant in semblance, 
grew 

A flower all gold, 

And bravely furnish’d all abroad to flmg 
The winged shafts of truth. 

To throng with stately blooms the breath- 
ing spring 

Of Ho^ and Youth 

So many minds d'd gird their orbs with 
beams, 

Tho’ one did flmg the fire 
Heaven fiov’d upon the soul m many 
dreams 

Of high desire 

Thus troth was multiplied on troth, the 
world 

Like one great garden show ’d, 

And thro’ the wreaths of floating dark 
upcurl’d, 

Rare sunn-ie flow’d 


And Frccacm rear’d in that sugust '■unnse 
Her beautiful bold brow,', 

When ntes and forms before his burning 
eyes 

Melted like snow. 

There was no bloodnpor her maiden robes 
Sunn’d by those orient skies , 

But rouno abont tbe circles of the globes 
Of her keen eyes 

And in ner raiment’s hm vv.as traced in 
flame 

Wisdom, a name to shake 
All evil dreams of power — a sacred name 
And when she spake, 

Her words did gather thunder as Ihej tan, 
And as the lightning to the thunder 
Which follows It, rivmg the spirit of man. 
Making earth wonder, 

So was their meaning to her words No 
sword 

Of wrath her right arm whirl’d, 

But one poor poet’s scroll, and with hf 
word 

She shook the world 


THE POET’S MIND. 

1 

Vex not thou the poet's mind 
With thy shallow wit . 

Vex not thou the poet’s mind , 

For thou canst not fathom it 
Clear and bnght it should be ever. 
Flowing hkc a crystal nver , 

Bnght as bght, and clear as wand 

tl 

Dark-brow ’d sophist, come not anear , 
All the place is holy ground , 

Hollow smile and frozen sneer 
Come not here 
Holy water will I pour 
Into every spicy flower 
^the laurel-shrubs that hedge it around 
The flowers would faint at vour cnic» 
cheer 



THE SEA-FAIRIES — THE DESERTED HOUSE. 


In your eye there is death, 

There is frost in jour breatli 
^^Tnch T\Quld bh^ht the plants 
WTiere jou stand' you cannot hear 
From the groves within 
The uild-bird’s din 

In the heart of the garden the merry bird 

cITanrs 

It would fall to the ground if you came 
'"in 

In the middle leaps a fountain 
Like sheet lightning, 

Ever bnghtening 
With a low melodious thunder , 

All day and all night it is e%er drawn 
From the bram of the purple mountain 
^Vhlch stands in the distance j onder 

It springs on a le\el of bowerj' Hwn, 

And the mountain draws it from Heaven 
abo%e, 

And it sings a song of undjnng love , 

And yet, tho’ its voice be so clear and 
full, 

you never would hear it, your ears are 
so dull ; 

So keep where j'ou are you are foul with 
sm ; 

It would shnnk to the earth if you came 

v/THE SEA-FAIRIES 

Slow sail’d the weary manners and saw. 

Betwixt the green bnnk and the running 
foam, 

Sweet faces rounded arms, and bosoms 
prest 

To httle harps of gold , and wlule they 
mused 

Whispenng to each other half in fear, 

Shnll music reach’d them on the middle 
sea 

Whither away, whither away, whither 
away ? fly no more 

Whither away from the high green field, 
and the happy blossoming shore ? 

Day and night to the billow the fouritam 
calls 


IS 


Down diower the gambolhng waterfalls 
From wandenng o\er the lea 
Out of the ha e-green heart of the dells 
They freshen the silvery cnmson shells. 
And thick with white bells the clover-hill 
swells 

High over the full-toned sea 
O hither, come hither and furl your sails, 
Come hither to me and to me 
Hither, come hither and frohc and play , 
Here it is only the mew that wills , 

'We will sing to you all the day 
Mariner, manner, furl your sails, 

*For here are, the blissful downs, and dales, 
'And merrily, .merrily carol the gales, 

'And the spangl^dances in bight and bay, 
^d the rainbow ioims and flies on the 
land 

Over the islands free , 

And the rainbow hves in the curve of the 
sand , 

Hither, come hither and see ; 

And the rainbow hangs on the poising 
wave. 

And sw'eet is the colour of cove and cave, 
And srveet shall your w elcome be 
O hither, come hithei, and be our lords. 
For merry bndes are we 
We will kiss sweet kisses, and speak 
sweet words , 

O listen, listen, your eyes shall glistqn 
With pleasure and love and jubilee 
O listen, hsten, your q^es shall glisten ■* 
When the sharp cleat twang of the golden 
chords 

Runs up the ndged sea 
liMio can light on as happj a shore 
All the world o’er, all the world o’er’ 
Whither away? listen and stay manner, 

manner, fly no more . 


THE DESERTED HOUSE 

I 

Life and Thought have gone awaj 
Side by side, 

Leaving door and wmdow’s wnde . 
Careless tenants thq? 1 
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TKB. DYING SWAN— 'A DIRGE 


n 

All within IS dark as night 
In the windows is no light , 

And no murmur at the door, 

So frequent on its hinge before 

III 

Close the door, the shutters close, 

Or thro’ the windows we shall see 
The nakedness and vacancy 
Of the dark deserted house 

IV 

Come away no more of mirth 
Is here or merry making sound 
The house was budded of the earth. 
And shall fall again to ground 


Come away for Life and Thought 
Here no longer dwell , 

But in a city glonous — 

A great and distant city — have bought 
A mansion incorruptible 
Would they could have stayed wth us I 


THE DYING SWAN 


The plain was grassy, wild and bare, 
Wide, wild, and open to the air. 

Which had built up everywhere 
An under roof of doleful gray 
With an inner voice the nver ran, 

Adown It floated a dying swan, 

And loudly did lament 
It was the middle of the day 
Ever the weary wind went on, 

And took the reed-tops as it went 

II 

Some blue peaks in the distance rose, 
And white against the cold white sky. 
Shone out their crowning snows 
One willow over the river wept, 

And shook the wave as the wind did sigh , 
Above in the vnnd was the swallow. 


Chasing itself at lU own wild will, 
And far thro' the marish green and 
still 

The tangled water courses slept. 

Shot over with purple, and green, and 
yellow 

III 

The wnld swan’s death hjmn took the soul 
Of that waste place walh joy 
Hidden m sorrow at first to the car 
The warble was low, and full and clear j 
And floating about the under sky, 
Prevailing in weakness, the coronach 
stole 

Sometimes afar, and sometimes nnear . 
But anon her awful jubilant voice. 

With a music strange and manifold, 
Flow’d forth on a carol free and bold , 

As when a mighty people rejoice 
With shawms, and with q'mbals, and 
harps of gold, 

And the tumult of their acclaim is roll’d 
Thro* the open gates of the city afar, 

To the shepherd who watcheth the even 
ing star 

And the creeping mosses and clambering 
weeds. 

And the willow brandies hoar and dank. 
And the wavy swell of the soughing 
reeds, 

And the wave worn horns of the echoing 
bank. 

And the silvery mansh > flowers that 
throng 

The desolate creeks and pools among, 
Were flooded over with eddying song 


A DIRGE 


Now 15 done thj long daj’s work , 
Fold thy palms across thy breast, 
fold thine arms, turn to thy rest 
Let them rave 
Shadows of the silver birk 
Sweep the green that folds thy grave. 
Let them rave 
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II 

Thee nor carketh care nor slander , 
Nothing but the small cold •norm 
Fretteth thine enshrouded form 
Let them rave 

Light and shadon e\er ivander 
O’er the green that folds th) grave 
Let them raTC. 

Ill 

Thou inlt not turn upon thy bed t 
Chaunteth not the brooding bee 
Siveeter tones than calumny ? 

Let them raie 

Thou mlt neier raise thine head 
From the green that folds thy graie 
Let them raie 

iv 

Crocodiles aiept tears for thee , 

The -noodbrne and eglatere 
Dnp si^eeter dens than traitor’s tear 
Let them raie 

Ram makes music in the tree 
O’er the green that folds thy graie 
Let them rave 

V 

Round thee blow, self-pleached deep, 
Bramble roses, faint and pale, 

And long purples of the dale 
Let them rave 

These in eveiy shower creep 
Thro’ the green that folds thy grave 
Let them rave 

VI 

The gold-eyed kingcups fine , 

The frail bluebell peereth over 
Rare broidrj of the purple clover 
Let them rave 

Kmgs have no such couch as thine, 
As the green that folds thy grave 
Let them rave 

VII 

Wild words wander here and there 
God’s great gift of speech abused 
Makes thy memory confused 
But let them rave 

T 


The balm-cncket carols clear 
In the green that fo’ds thy grave 
Let them rave 


LOVE AND DEATH 

What time the mighty moon was gather- 
ing light 

Love paced the tlijuny plots of Paradise, 

And all about him roll’d his lustrous eyes , 

WTien, turning round a cassia, full m view, 

Death, w alking all alone beneath a yew, 

And talking to himself, first met his 
sight 

* You must begone,’ said Death, ‘ these 
walks are mine ’ 

Love wept and spread his sheeny vans 
for flight , 

Yet ere he parted said, ‘This hour is 
thine 

Thou art the shadow of life, and as the 
tree 

Stands in the sun and shadows all be 
neatn. 

So in the hght of great eternity 

Life eminent creates the shade of death , 

The shadow passeth when the tree shall 
fall. 

But I shall reign for ever over all ’ 


THE BALLAD OF ORIANA. 

My heart is wasted with my woe, 

Oriana 

There is no rest for me below, 

Onana 

When the long dun wolds are ribb’d with 
snow, 

And loud the Norland whirlwinds blow, 
Oriana, 

Alone I wander to and fro, 

Onana 

Ere the light on dark was growing, 
Onana, 

Atmidmght the cock was crowing, 
Onana 

C 
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THE BALJAD OF OXMNA 


Winds were blowing, waters flo\ ing, 

We heard the steeds to Inttle going, 
Onarn. , 

Aloud the hollow bugle blo\. ing, 

Onani 

In the jew wood black is night, 
Oriani, 

Ere I rode into the fight, 

Onana, 

WTnIe blissful tears blinded mj sight 

By star shine and bj’ moonlight, 
Omni, 

I to thee mj troth did plight, 

Onana 

She stood upon the castle wall, 

Oriani 

She watch’d mi crest among them all, 
Onam 

She saw me fight, she heard me call, 

When forth there slept a foemin till, 
Onana, 

Atwcen me and the castle will, 
Onana. 

The biller arrow went aside, 

Onana 

The false, false arrow went aside, 
Onana 

The damned arrow glanced aside, 


Ilow could I looV upon the diy ? 

They should hiic stihh’d me where I lay, 
Omni — 

Tliej should hire trrxl me into cliy, 
Omni 

O breaking Ucirt tint will not break, 
Omni ’ 

0 pile, pile fice ’<0 sweet and meek, 

Omni 1 

Thou smilcst, but thou do-t not Bi>eik, 
\nd then the tears run dov n mj diuel , 
Omni 

Wliit wintcst thou > whom dost thou seek, 
Omni’ 

1 cry aloud none he^r mj cries, 

Omni 

Thou comc't atwcen me ind the si les, 
Onam 

I feel the teirs of blood ime 
Up from my hcirt unto mj eics, 

Omni 

Within thy heirt inj arrow lies, 

Omnx 

0 cursed hand ! 0 cursed blow ! 

Omni ’ 

O happy thou that best low, 

Omni 1 

All night the silence «cems to flow 


And pierced Ihy he^rt, toj 1o\c, tnybnde, | ^ 

Onana ' 

Thy heart, my life, my love, my bride, 

Omna ' 


Omni 
Aweary, weary way Igo, 
Omna 


Oh ' narrow, narrow was the space, 
Onana 

Loud, loud rung out the bugle’s bray’s, 
Onam 

Oh I deathful stabs were dealt apice, 

The bittle deepen’d «v its place, 

Onana , 

But I was down upon my face, 

Onana 

They should ha\ e stabb’d me where I lay, 
Onana ' 

How could I rise and come away, 
Onana? 


When Norlind winds pipe down the sci, 
Onam, 

I walk, 1 dire not think of thee, 

Omni. 

Thou best bcncilh the greenwood tree, 

I dare not die ind come to Ihcc, 

Omni 

I hear the roinng of the sci, 

Onana 


CIRCUMSTANCE 

Two children in two neighbour ullages 
I laying mad pranks along the hcithy leas { 
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Two strangers meeting at a festival , 
Two lovers whispenng by an orchard 
wall; 

Two lives bound fast in one with golden 
ease. 

Two graves grass-green beside a gray 
church-tower. 

Wash’d unth still rains and daisy blos- 
somed , 

Two children in one hamlet bom and 
bred , 

So runs the round of life from hour to 
hour 

THE MERMAN 

I 

Who woulS be 
A merman bold, 

Sittmg alone. 

Singing alone 
Under the sea. 

With a crown of gold, 

On a throne 7 

U 

1 would be a merman bold, 

I would sit and sing the whole of the day ; 
I would fill the sea-halls with a voice of 
power , 

But at night I would roam abroad and 
play 

With the mermaids mand out of the rocks, 
Dressmg their hair with the white sea- 
flov er , 

And holding them back by their flowmg 
locks 

I would kiss them often under the sea, 
And kiss them again till they kiss’d me 
Laughingly, laughingly. 

And then we would wander away, away 
To the pale-green sea-groves straight and 
high. 

Chasing each other memly 
HI 

There would be neither moon nor star , 
But the wave would make music above 
us afar — 


Low thunder and hght m the magic 
mght — 

Neither moon nor star 
We would call aloud in the dreamy dells. 
Call to each other and whoop and cry 
All night, memly, mernl) ; 

They would pelt me with stan} spangles 
and shells. 

Laughing and clappmg their hands be- 
tween, 

All night, memly, memly 
But I would t^ow to them back m mine 
Turkis and agate and almondme 
Then leaping out upon them unseen 
I would kiss them often under the sea, 
And kiss them again till they kiss’d me 
Laughinglv, laughmgly 
Oh 1 what a happy bfe were mine 
Under the hollow -hung ocean green! 

Soft are the moss-beds under the sea , 

We would hve memly, memly 

THE MERMAID 

I 

Who would be 
A mermaid fair. 

Singing alone. 

Combing her hair 
Under the sea, 

In a golden curl 
With a comb of pearl. 

On a throne ? 

n 

I would be a mermaid fair ; 

I w'ould sing to myself the whole of the 
day. 

With a comb of pearl I would comb my 
hair ; 

And still as I comb’d I would sing and 
say, 

‘Who IS it loves me? wholovesnot me?’ 

I would comb my hair till mj nnglets 
would fall 

Low adown, low adowm. 

From under my starry sea-bud crowm 
Low adown and around, 

And I should look like a fountain of gold 


so 


ADELINE 


Spnnging ilone 
With a shrill inner sound, 

Over the throne 
In the midst of the hall > 

Till that great sea-snake under the sea 
From his coded sleeps m the central deeps 
Would slowly trad himself sevenfold 
Round the hall where I sate, and look 
m at the gate 

With his large calm eyes for the love of 


me. 


And all the mermen under the sea 
Would feel their immortality 
Die m their hearts for the love of me 


111 


But at night I would wander away, away, 

I would fling on each side my low- 
fiowmg locks, 

And hghtlj vault from the throne and play 
With the mermen in and out of the 
rocks , 

We would run to and fro, and hide and 
seek, 

On the broad sea wolds m the crimson 
shells. 

Whose sill ety spikes are Highest thesea. 
But if any came near I would call, and 
shnek, 

And adown the steep like a wave I would 
leap 

From the diamond-ledges that jut &om 
the dells , 

For I would not he kiss’d by all who 
would list. 

Of the bold merry mermen under the 
sea. 

They would sue me, md woo me, and 
flatter me, 

In the purple twilights under the sea , 

But the king of them all would carry me, 
Woo me, and win me, and marry me. 

In the branching jaspers under the sea , 
Then all the dry p’ed things that be 
In the hueless mosses under the sea 
Woald curl round my silver feet silently, 
All looking up for the love of me 
And if I shoidd carol aloud, from aloft 
All things that are forked, md homed, 
and soft 


Would lean oat from the hollow sphere 
of the •sea, 

All looking down for the love of me 


ADELINE 


hDsTFRV of mysteries, 

Faintly smiling Adeline, 

Scarce of earth nor all dmne, 

JJot unhappy, nor at rest, 

But beyond expression fair 
With thy floating flaxen hair ; 

Thy rose Ups and full blue eyes 

Take the heart from out my breast 
Wherefore those dim looks of thine. 
Shadowy, dreanpmg Adeline’ 


It 

\Micnce that aery bloom of thine, 

Like a hlv which the sun 
Looks thro in his sad dcclmc. 

And a rose-bush leans upon. 

Thou that faintly sroilest still. 

As a Naiad in a well, 

Looking at the set of day. 

Or a phantom two hours old 
Of a maiden past away. 

Ere the plaad lips be cold ’ 

Wherefore those faint smiles of thme, 
Spintual Adeline ? 

Ill 

What hope or feat or joy is thine ’ 

Who talkcth with thee, Adeline? 

For sure thou art not all alone 
Do beatu^ hearts of salient springs 
Keep measure with thme own? 

Hast thou heard the butterflies 
What they say betvivt their wings ? 
Or m stillest ev enmgs 
With what voice the violet woos 
To his heart the silver dews’ 

Or when little airs arise. 

How the meny bluebell nngs 
To the mosses underneath ? 

Hast thou look’d upon the breath 
Of the lilies at sururtse ? 



IfARGARET 
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%VherefoTe thit faint smile of thine, 
Shidov.}', dreaming Adeline? 

IV 

Some hoacv-con\ctse feeds thj mind, 
Some spint of a enmson rose 
In love MUli Uiee forgeis to close 
Kis curtains, wasting odorous siglis 
All night long on dark.ncss blind 
Wliat ailcth thee’ whom woitcst thou 
With ihy soften d, shadow’d bro\%, 

And those dcw-lit ejes of thine, 
Tliou faint smiler, Adeline ? 

V 

Loiest tliou the doleful wind 

W'hen thou gazest at the skies ’ 
Doth the low longued Orient 

Wander from the side of the morn, 
Dripping with Sabxan spice 
On thy pillow, lowlj bent 
With melodious airs loiclom, 
Breathing Light against thy face, 
W'hile his locLs a diooping twaned 
Bound thy neck in subtle ring 
Make a carcanet of rays, 

And ye talk together still. 

In the language wherewith Spnng 
Letters cowslips on the lull? 

Hence that look and smile of thine, 
Spiritual Adeline 

MARGARET 

I 

O SW'EEr pale Margaret, 

O rare pale Margaret, 

What lit your eyes ivith tearful power. 
Like moonlight on a falling shower ? 
^Vho lent you, love, your mortal dower 
Of pensile thought and aspect pale. 
Your melancholy sweet and frail 
As perfume of the cuckoo flower ? 

From the west ward -winding flood, 

From the evening-lighted wood. 

From all thmgs outward you have 
won 

A tearful grace, as tho’ you stood 

Between the rainbow and the sun 


The very smile before you speak. 

That dimples your transparent cheek. 
Encircles all the heart, and feedeth 
The senses with a still delight 

Of dainty sorrow without sound. 
Like the tender amber round. 
Which the moon about her spreadeth, 
Moving thro’ a fleecy mght 

ti 

You love, remaining peacefully. 

To hear the murmur of the strife. 
But enter not the toil of hfe 
Your spirit is tlie calmed sea. 

Laid by the tumult of the fight 
You are the evening star, alway 

Remammg betwixt dark and bright 
Lull’d echoes of laborious day 

Come to you, gleams of mellow light 
Float by you on the verge of night 

III 

\\Tiat can it matter, Margaret, 

^\^lat songs below the waning stars 
The lion-heart, Plantagenet, 

Sang loclang thro’ his pnson bars ? 
Exquisite Margaret, who can tell 
The last wild thought of Chatelet, 

Just ere the fallmg axe did part 
Thebuming brain from the trueheart. 
Even in her sight he loved so w ell ? 

IV 

A fairy shield your Genius made 

And gave you on your natal day 
Your sorrow, only sorrow’s shade, 

Keeps real sorrow far away 
You move not in such solitudes. 

You are not less divine. 

Bat more human in your moods. 

Than your tivin-sister, Adeline, 
Your hair is darker, and your eyes 

Touch’d with asomewhat darker hue, 
And less aenally blue. 

But ever trembling thro’ the dew 
Of dainty-woeful sympathies 

V 

0 sweet pale Margaret, 

O rare pale Margaret, 


ROSALIND—ELEANORE 


Come down, come down, and hear me 
speak 

Tie np the nnglets on your cheek 
The sun is just about to set. 

The archil® hmes are tall and shady. 

And faint, rainy lighte are seen. 
Moving in the leavy beech 
Rise from the feast of sorrow, ladj, 

Where all day long you sit between 
Joj and woe, and whisper each 
Or only look across the hwn, 

l«ok out below jour bower-eaves, ] 
Look doivn, and let jour blue eyes dawn ' 
Upon me thro’ thejasmme leaves 

ROSALIND 

I 

My Rosalind, my Rosalind, 

My frohc falcon, with bright eyes. 

Whose free delight, from any height of 
rapid flight. 

Stoops at all game that iving the skies, 
My Rosalmd, mj Rosalind, 

My bright eyed, wild ejed falcon, whither. 
Careless both of wind and weattter. 
Whither fly ye, what game spy ye. 

Up or down the streamu® wind? 

II 


Like sunshine on a dancing nil, 

And your words are seeming-bitter, 

Sharp and few, but seeming-bitter 
From excess of swift delight 

III 

Come down, come home, my Rosalind, 
My gaj’ young hawk, my Rosalind • 

Too long you keep the upper skies , 

Too long you roam and wheel at will , 
But we must hood your random eyes, 
That care not whom they kill, 

1 And your cheek, whose bnlhanl hue 
Is so sparkling-fresh to new, 

Some red heath-flower in the dew. 
Touch’d with sunnsc kVe must bind 
And keep you fast, my Rosalind, 

Fast, fast, my wild eyed Rosalind, 

And clip your wings, and make you love 
When we have lured you from above, 
And that delight of frolic by day 

or night. 

From North to South, 

W’e’ll hind you fist in silken cords, 

And kiss away the bitter words 
From off your rosy mouth 


ELEANORE 


The quick lark’s closest-caroll’d strains, 
The shadow iwshmg up the sea, 

The ligatning flash atween the rams, 

The sunlight dtinng dawn the lea. 

The leaping stream, the aery wind. 

That will not stay, upon his way. 

To stoop the cow^p to the plains. 

Is not so clear and bold and free 
As yon, my falcon Rosalind 
You care not for another's pains, 

Because you are the sod of joy, 

Bnght metal all without alloy 

Life shoots and glances thro’ your veins. 

And flashes off a thousand ways. 

Thro* bps and eyes m subtle rays 
Your hawk eyes are keen and bright, 
Keen with triumph, watching sbll 
To pierce me fliro’ with pointed light ; 
But oftentimes they fladi and glitter 


I 

Thy dark eyes open’d not. 

Nor first reveal’d themselves to English 
air, 

For there is nothing here, 
Which, from the outward to the inward 
brought, 

Moulded thj' baby thought. 

Far off from human neighbourhood, 

Thou wert bom, on a summer mom, 
A mile beneath the cedar-wood 
Thy bounteous forehead was not fann’d 
With breezes from our oaken glades, 
But thou wert nursed m some deliaous 
land 

Of lavish lights, and floating shades s 
And flattenng thy childidi thought 
The onental fairy brought, 

At the moment of thy birth, 
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From old well-heads of haunted nils, 

And the hearts of purple hills, 

And shadow’d coves on a sunny 
shore. 

The choicest wealth of all the 
earth. 

Jewel or shell, or starry ore. 

To deck thy cradle, Eleanore 

II 

Or the yellow-banded bees. 

Thro’ half-open lattices 
Coming m die scented breeze. 

Fed thee, a child, lying alone, 

With whitest honey in fairy gar- 
dens cull’d — 

A glonous child, dreaming alone, 
Insilk-softfolds, uponyielding down, 
With the hum of swarmmg bees 

Into dreamful slumber lull’d 

III 

Who may minister to thee ? 

Summer herself should minister 

To thee, with fruitage golden-nnded 
On golden salvers, or it may be. 
Youngest Autumn, in a bower 
Grape -thicken’d from the light, and 
blinded 

With many a deep-hued bell-like 
flower 

Of fragrant trailers, when the air 

Sleepeth over all the heaven, 
And the crag that fronts the Even, 
All along the shadowing shore. 
Crimsons over an inland mere, 

Eleanore 1 

IV 

How may full-sail’d verse express, 

How may measured words adore 
The full-flowing harmony 
Of thy swan-hke stateliness, 

Eleanore ? 

The luxuriant symmetry 
Of thy floating gracefulness, 

Eleanore ? 

Every turn and glance of thine, 
Every hneament divine, 
Eleanore, 


And the steady sunset glow. 

That stays upon thee? For in thee 
Is nothing sudden, nothing single , 
Like two streams of incense free 
From one censer in one shnne. 
Thought and motion mingle. 
Mingle ever Motions flow 
To one another, even as tho’ 

They were modulated so 
To an unheard melody. 

Which lives about thee, and a sweep 
Of richest pauses, evermore 
Drawn from ea(± other mellow-deep , 
Who may express thee, Eleanore ? 

V 

I stand before thee, Eleanore , 

1 see thy beauty gradually unfold. 
Daily and hourly, more and more 
I muse, as in a trance, the while 
Slowly, as from a cloud of gold. 
Comes out thy deep ambrosial smile 
I muse, as in a trance, whene’er 

The languors of Ay love-deep eyes 
Float on to me I Mould I were 
So tranced, so mpt in ecstasies. 

To stand apart, and to adore. 

Gazing on thee for evermore. 

Serene, imperial Eleanore I 

VI 

Sometimes, with most intensity 
Gazing, I seem to see 
Thought folded over thought, smiling 
asleep. 

Slowly awaken’d, grow so full and deep 
In Ay large eyes, that, oveipouer’d quite, 
I cannot veil, or droop my sight. 

But am as nothing in its light 
As tho’ a star, m inmost heaven set, 

Ev’n while we gaze on it. 

Should slowly round his orb, and slowly 
grow 

To a full face, there like a sun remain 
jTjx’d — Aen as slowly fade again. 

And draw itself to what it was 
before , 

So full, so deep, so slow. 
Thought seems to come and go 
In Ay large eyes, imperial Eleanore 
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KATE 


Ml 

As thufidcT clouds that, hung on high, 
Roofd the 'Korld \vtth doubt and 
fear. 

Floating thro' an ctcnmg atmosphere, 
Gron golden all alxiul the skj , 

In thee all p'ission becomes p'lssionlcss, 
Touch’d bj thj spirit’s mellowness, 

Losing his fire and aciise might 
In a silent meditation. 

Falling into a still delight. 

And luxut] of contemplation 
As wares that up a quiet cote I 

Rolling slide, and Ijii g still j 

Shadow forth the lianUs at will 
Or sometimes thej swell and mote. 
Pressing up againol the land, 

\I ith motions of the outer «ca 
And the self same influence 
Controlleth ail the soul and sense 
Of Passion gaiing upon thee 
His bow string slacken d, languid Lore, ' 
Leaning his cheek upon his hand, 
Droops both his wings, regarding thee, ' 

And so would languish evermore, j 

betene, imperial Eleanore. ! 

Mil ' 


But when I see thee roam, with tresses 
unconfined, 

ViTiile the amorous, odorous wind 
Breathes low between the sunset and 
the moon , 

Or, in a shadow} saloon. 

On silken cushions half reclined , 

I w atch thy grace , and in its place 
heart a charmed slumber keeps, 
" liile I muse upon thy face , 
And a languid fire creeps 
"niro’ my t eins to all my fmme. 
Dissolvinglj and slowly soon 

aswoon, 

'' 17 sound mj ears arc nfe 

My tremulous tongue faltereth, ’ 
I lose mj colour, I lose my breath 
costly dea*’ 

It We, 


I die with mi delight, before 
I hear wliat 1 would hear from 
th e , 

Vet tell mj name again to ne, 

I VC i/il be djmg utrmorc, 
bo djing eier, Llc-.nort 


KATE 


I KNOW her lij her argrj •»ir, 

Her b’lght blacl ctes, her bright lihck 
hair, 

IKr rapid hughlcrs wild nnd shnll, 

As laugii'trs of tin. wooJj ccl cr 
I rom ih* lio oni of a Iidl 
*li 5 K-te— ht sajtih what *hc mil : 
lor IvaiL belli an iinhnuUd tongue, 

Clear is the ii anjjing of a harp 
^ Iltt litatt IS like a throbbing star, 

Kate hatli a s, ini cicr strung 
I lit a ni.\ tww, and bright anil sharp 
As edges ( f the 'CMntt'r 
«ntr ce sh*ll ef.t tal c a fitting mate? 

i or k'tu no common lose will fee! , 
Mj woman sokIiu, i alien, Kate, 

As pure and true as blades of s’eU 


-- ...11 u>u wor d IS soul rtf might ' 

Kate *3iih ' the m a art gil Ifal flies ’ 

Kate w. 11 not h ar oflo ers’ sighs 
I would 1 wcic an armti knight, 
lar famed for wtll v on enterprise, 
Ard wearing on mj ss arihj brows 
Tbt girhnd of m.w-\ reathio cnipnsc . 

Th,. 11 V" ■‘i"®'"'-"' * '’omd luercc 

y ® 'Ckcsi flics of clan"ing fight, 

Andstronglj strike to lef. and right. 

In dreaming of 

fiirM*'^ •'•'cswcll the bold and 
But none are bold enough for Kate 

She cannot find a futmimate 


I 
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And nov, shnke hinds across the brink 
Of Kill de-'p jjriio to which I qo 
SIiiIkC hinds ontc more I cannot sink 
So far — fir down, but I shill know 
Thy solce, and answer from below 

II 

When in the darkness oscr me 
Tlic four-handed mole shall scripe, 
Plant thou no Jusk) cypress tree, 

Eor w reiihe thj cip w ith doleful enpe, 
But pledge me in the flowing grape 

And w hen the sipp\ field ind w ood 
Grow green beneith the showerj'gri}. 
And mjged barks begin to bud. 

And thro’ damp holts new -flush'd with 
maj, 

Ring sudden scntches of the ji}, 

Then let wise Xature work her will. 

And on raj cliy her dimel grow , 
Come onlj, when the dijs “re still. 

And at mj hc‘’d'!tone whisper low. 
And tell me if the woodbines blow 

EARLY SONNETS ' 

I 

TO 

Aswhcnwith downcast cjeswemuscind 
brood. 

And cbo into a former life, or seem 
To lapse fir bick in some confused drcim 
To stiles of mjstjcal similitude , 

If one but speaks or hems or stirs his chair, 
Eicr the wonder wiictli more ind more. 
So ihit w e sij , ‘ All this hith been before. 
All tins liath been, I know not when or 
where ’ 

So, fnend, when first I look’d upon your 
fice. 

Our thought gave answ er each to each, so 
true — 

Opposed mirrors eich reflecting each — 
That tho’ I knew not in what time or place, 
Methought thit I had often met with you. 
And either hied in cither’s heart and 
speech 


II 

TO J. M K 

My hope and heart is with Uiec — thou 
wilt be 

A latter Luther, ind i soldier-pnest 
To scare church-harpies from the master’s 
feist , 

Our dusted \cUcts have much need of 
thee 

Thou art no sabbath-draw ler of old saws, 
Distill’d from some worm -canker’d 
homilj ; 

But spurr’d at hcirt w ith fieriest energy 
To embittail and to wall about thy cause 
\\ Ith iron-wordcd proof, hating to hirk 
The humming of the drowsy pulpit-drone 
Half God's good sabbath, while the worn- 
out clerk 

Brow -beats his desk below Thou from 

a throne 

Mounted m hei\en wilt shoot into the 
dark 

Arrow’s of lightnings I will stand and 
mark 

III 

Mine be the strength of spint, full and 
free, 

Like some broad rner rushing down 
alone. 

With the selfsame impulse wherewith he 
was thrown 

From his loud fount upon the echomg 
lea — 

Which w Ith increasing might doth forward 
flee 

Bj town, ind tower, and hill, and cape, 
and isle. 

And in tlie middle of the green salt sea 
Keeps Ills blue waters fresh formanyamile 
Mine be the power which ever to its sway 
Will win the wise at once, and by degrees 
May into uncongenial spirits flow ; 

Ev’n as the warm gulf-stream of Flonda 
Floats far away into the Northern seas 
The lavish growths of southern Mexico 
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EARLY SONNETS 


IV. 




ALEXANDER 


POLAND 


Warrior of God, ^^hosc strong right 
arm debased 

The throne of Persia, vhen her Satrap 
bled 

At Issus by the Syrian gates, or fled 
Beyond the hfemmian naphtha pits, dis 
graced 

For ever — thee (thy pathway sand erased) 
Gliding with equal crowns two serpents 
led 

Jojful to that palm-planted fountain fed 
Ammonian Oasts in the waste 
There in a silent shade of laurel bromi 
Apart the Chamian Oracle divine 
Shelter’d his unapproached mjstcncs 
High things were spoken there, unhanded 
down , 

Only they saw thee from the secret shnne 
Returning with hot cheek and kindled 
eyes 


BUONAPARTE 

He thought to quell the stubborn hear 
of oak. 

Madman ' — to chain with chains, and bin 
with bands 

That island queen who swajs the floor 
and lands 

^om Ind to Ind,but m fair daylight wok< 

When from her wooden walls, ht t 

sure hands, — 

With thunders, and with lightnings, an 
with smoke, — 

Lulling the bnne against the Coptic sand' 

We taught him lowlier moods, when E 
sinore 

Heard the w ar moan along the distant se- 

Rocking with shatter’d spars, with sudde 

Perforce like ihne learned humiht 


llow long, O God, shall men lie ndden 
down, 

And trampled under b> the hsl and least 

Of men ? The heart of Poland hath not 
ctvtd 

To quiver, tiio' htr saertd blood doth 
drown 

The Held':, end out of evtrv smouldering 
town 

Cncs to Ihet, Ic't linite Power be in* 
crea'i-d, 

Till that o’trgrown Barinrnn in the Exst 

Transgrt^s hi* ample bound to '■onic new 
ctovn ~ 

Cries to Thee, 'I-orcl, hoi. long sliall 
thC'Q things b'* ? 

IIow long this 1C) hearted Mvscovitc 

Oppress tlic region?’ Us t» Ju>t nni! 
Good, 

Forgive, wl o smiled when she was tom 
m tl rte , 

Us, who stand row, when vve should md 
the right— 

A matte’ to he wept v itli tear* of Uootl • 


HI 


, Cafess d or chidden h> the sUndcr hand 
I And singing airy iriflLS this or that, 
Light Hope at Beauty's call would perd 
and stand, 

of sharp am 

” bind 

And wluf'l t’® slill-rccurnng gnat, 
"ith Beaut) less and 

Nor rams to wanders far, 
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vnu 

Tur form, the form 'tlons k clociucnt * 

A nobkr jetrmn^ never hrohe her rest 
Than l*'U to tltRfc mil vjtjg;, he gatlj 
drest, 

An! \v». -Jl cvt« wuh all accomplish* 
mca’ ‘ 

Yet tn She whirling thaces as we went, 
^Ij fancy mr Ic me for a r o nen’ hle-.t 
To fnd r'. hrnrt so rear she K-uteoas 

That ci.jce I a 1 j -owir *0 rob it of codSent 
V moareal carnt 'nc ttn-c'ncss of ic. rs, 
TJic phas 'om of - wsh that once could 
mo e, 

A piiost of t’l.a* no smr'cs rc- 

»> sre— 

lor ah • »hc vhgl.l cotjueltc, s'lc cannot 
}o-c. 

Ard if joa StSsJ her fee^ a thousand 
v-cars, 

She stJl vioulii tal c die praisCj and cate 
no more 

j\ 

Wav ^^IpiiT, wcepesi thou to take the 
cast 

Of those dead Iireanicnts *1 at lu-r thet 
he? 

0 sorrov cst jhoj, pale T ontcr, for the 

\ ^ t 

in p^'inlingsomcdead fr.cnd from memory’ 
Weep o.i , hejond his ohject Love can 
J-sI . 

ills ohicci lives more cause to vvttp 
liaec I : 

My tears, x'o tears «>*■ Jn c, arc flow ing fast, 
Ko tears of !o>e, 1ml teats that Love can 
die 

1 pledge her not in an) cheerful mip, 

A'or care to sit besuk her where she sits — 
Ah pit) — hint It not in human tones, 

But breathe it into earth ami dose u up 
“With secret death for ever, in the pits 
WTiicU rome green Cnristmas crams with 

weary bones 
\ 

It' I were loved, as I desire to he, 

What IS there in the great sphere of the 
earth. 


And range ofevd between death and birth, 

That 1 should fear, — ^if I were lov ed by 
thee ? 

All the inner, all the outer world of pain 

Clear Love would pierce and cleave, if 
thou wen mine, 

As I have heard that, somewhere in the 
mam, 

rrc'h-v aler springs come up through 
bitter brine 

’ I w ere joj , not fear, daspt band-in*hand 
with thee, 

To wail for death — mute — careless of all 
ills, 

Ajiart upon a mountain, tho’ the surge 

Of some new deluge from a thousand hills 

Flung leagues of roaring foam into the 
gorge 

Below us, as far on as eye could see 
M 

THE BRIDESMAID 

0 m'inFsvtAtP, ere the happy knot was 

tied, 

Tliinc eyes so wept tint they could hardly 
see , 

Til} sister smiled and said, * Uo tears for 
me ' 

A happy bridesmaid makes a happy bnde ’ 

And then, the couple standing side by 
side, 

Love lighted down between them full of 

And over his left shoulder laugh’d at 
thee, 

*0 happy bridesmaid, make a happy 
bride ’ 

And all at once a pleasant truth I Icarn’d, 

1 or while the tender service made thee 

weep, 

I loved thee for the tear thou couldst not 
hide, 

And prest thy hand, and knew the press 
return'd. 

And thought, ‘ My life is sick of single 
sleep 

O happy bndesmatd, make a happy 
bndei' 


the lady of shalott 
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THE LADY OF SHALOTT 

AND OTHER POEMS 


THE LADY OF SHALOTT 

PART 1 

On either stde the nver he 
Long fields of barley and of tje, 

That clothe the nold and meet the sky , 
And thro’ the field the road runs by 
To man) tower’d Camclol, 

And up and down the people go, 

Caring where the lilies blow 
Round an island there below. 

The island of Shalott. 

Willows whiten, aspens quiver, 

Little breezes dusk and shiver 
Thro’ the ware that runs for ever 
By the island in the river 

riowing down to Catnelot 
Tour gray walls, and four gray towers, 
Overlook a space of flowers, 

And the silent isle imboners 
The Lady of Shalott 

By the margin, willow veil’d, 

Slide the heavy barges trail’d 
By slow horses , and wnhail'd 
The shallop fiiuelh silken sail'd 

Skimming down to Camclot 
But who hath seen her wave her hand? 
Or at the casement seen her stand? 

Or IS she knov n in all the land, 

The Lady of Shalott? 

Only reapers, reaping early 
In among the bearded bailey. 

Heat a song that echoes chtcrly 
From the river winding clearly, 

Down to tower’d Camclot 
And by the moon the reaper weary, 
Piling sheaves in uplands any, 
Listening, vhispers ‘’Tis the fairy 
Lady of Shalott ’ 

PART II 

There she weaves by night and day 
A magic web with colours gay 


She has heard a whisper say, 

A curse is on her if she stay 

To look down to Camclot 
She knows not what the curse may be. 
And so she vveaveth steadily, 

And little other care hath she, 

The Lady of Shalott. 

And moving thro' a mirror clear 
j That hangs before her all the year, 

1 Shadows of the world appear. 

There she sees the highway near 
Winding down to Camclot 
There the nver eddy whirls, 

And there the surly village churls. 

And the red cloaks of market girls. 

Pass onward from Shalott 

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad, 

An abbot on an ambling pad. 

Sometimes a curly shcpherd*iad, 

Or long hair’d page in enmson dad, 
Goes by to tower’d Camclot , 
And sometimes thro’ the mirror blue 
The knights come riding two and two 
She bath no loy al knight and true, 

’ The Lady of Shalotk 

But m her web she still delights 
To weave the mirror’s magic sights. 

For often thro’ the silent nights 
A fiincral, with plumes and lights 
And music, went to Camelot 
Or when the moon was overhead. 

Came two young lovers lately wed, 

‘ I am half sick of shadows,’ said 
The Lady of Shalott 

PART HI 

A BOW SHOT from her bower eaves. 

He rode between the barley^sheaves. 
The sun came dazzling thro’ the leaves. 
And flamed upon the brazen greaves 
Of bold Sir Lancelot 
A red-cross kmght for ever kned'd 
I To a lady in his shield, 
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Til’ll sp'lrVt<^^ on yclloiv ficH, 
Briiflt! remote bhilo't 

The 1 '■ui?c free, 

L'Uc to terne I r-nch of nirs mc ice 
ll«n" n ihc ttolilcn G-il-xj. 

The bni’ic bei!’’ rin" ncmlv 

Ai he Tt !e down to Cnnclot 
Ant] fro.n J'li I ’n-on'd ]>aldric slunr 
\ mi’S'v «;*her b >:’e l.nnc:. 

At 1 es ] e ro ’e 1\« 'irnour rvnq, 

15>^’>]e rcT tttc ''Iniott 

Ah n t’ e blue i.ncV.'dt.t'' either 
Tb cV- e leli'il vu re i] e «vMlc»lcalhcf, 
TtJ« iiChii.t inti the h,Jn’^: fei’ncr 
lljn'd li'. e ot i t v.*njtiq fliti’c together, 
V? *tc }&“e dovn to Cntnelo’ 

As often t{ to' 'iic j nij]’it, 

Bcin the '•'■irj c’ k’*-'--. bnqhl, 

'^oTc lio''*'dcd r cteo', •f'tiitiq 1 qht. 

Mo* es oic''<ttnl Sh*to t 

It" bro'd clc'*' b'oi in n*nh''ht qloii'd. 
On l)5r.n,<V<i 5 ji s ir»r-’'i>’'‘e troJt, 
Tmin wntlemcatli his lulniet fio\. <1 
His co*'i ol ,e( cnils tv on ht tode, 

As ^'e TO 't do n to C-nidot. 
rroni t’ c 1 i*vU in 1 ^'c n the incr 
Tie fl->^h'd in'o •be cr; ‘ nl minor, 

’Ti"a h'-.n,' lij {’'e riior 
'•nnj hjf L->acsiot 

She 'c't tnc 'cb, sh. lefl the loom, 

She Hi’ide t> ice p ces thro’ the room, 
''•he S’*!’ the mtc' hij bloom, 

She saw {! c helmet "rd 'he plume, 

She loo’r M (lown to Camclot 
Out f.cw the *'tb nn \ Pontc'l wide ; 

ITs ni'n-o” cmcl 'd T'orn sitlc to side . 
‘The curse is come upon me,' cried 
The Lad> Shnlott 

TART n 

In the stormj cnfl-w ind struning. 

The pale jelloiv woods i ere waning, 
The broad Ft ream in Jus banl s comjilain- 
ing, 

Hca* ilj the low si y r?ining 

Oxer toi er’d C^'mclot , 

Down she came and found a boat 


Beneath a willow left afloat, 

And round about the prow she wrote 
Tbe Ludj' of ithahit 

And down the mcr’s dim expanse 
Like some bold setr in a trance, 

Seeing all his own mischance — 

^\ ith a glassj countenance 

I)iit she look to Camelot 
\iul at the closing of the day 
She loosed the chain, and dow n she lay ; 
The broad stream bore her far awaj. 

The Dady of Shalott 

Lung, robed in snowy white 
That loosuj flea to left and nght — 

The leases unon her falling light — 

Thro’ the noises of the night 

She floated down to Camelot 
And as the boat-head wound along 
Tilt wallo.a*} lulls and fields among, 

Thc> heard her singing her last song, 

1 he Lad> of Shalott 

Heard a carol, mournful, holy, 

Chin'cd loiullj, chanted lowl), 

Till her blood as as frozen slosalj, 

And her cjls were darken’d wholly, 
Turn’d to lower’d Camelot 
For ere she reach’d upon the tide 
The first house bj the aaatcr side, 
Singing in her song she died, 

1 he Lady of Shalott 

Lndcr tower and Inlconj, 

IJ> garden wall and gallciy, 

A gleaming shape she floated by. 

Dead pale between the houses high. 
Silent into Camelot 
Out upon the wharfs, thej came, 

Kn gilt and burgher, lord and dame, 

And round the prow they read her name 
The Led} of Shalott 

\Mio IS this ’ and what is here? 

And in the lighted palace near 
Dad the sound of rojal cheer , 

And llicj cross’d thcnisehcs for fear, 

All the knights at Camelot : 

But Lancelot mused a little space ; 

He said, ‘ She has a loacly face , 

God in his merej lend her grace, 

The Lady of Shalott ’ 
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MARIANA IN THE SOUTH 


With one black shadow at its feet. 

The bouse thto’ all the Iciel shmc<, 
Close-latticed to the brooding heat, 

And silent in its dustj lines 
A famt-blue ndge upon the right. 

An empty nver-bed before, 

And shalloMS on a distant shore, 

In glaring sand and inlets bright 

But ‘ Ave Jlary,' made she moan. 
And ‘ Ave Mary,’ night and mom, 
And ‘ Ah,’ she sang, ‘ to be all alone, 
Tohvcforgotten,andloiefoTlom ’ 

She, as her carol sadder grew. 

From brow and bosom slowly down 
Thro’ rosy taper fingers drew 

Her streaming curls of deepest brown 
To left and right, and made appear 
Still-hghtcd m a secret shnne, 

Her melancholy eyes dinnc. 

The home of woe without a tear 

And ‘ Aie Mary,’ was her moan, 
‘Madonna, sid is night and mom,' 
And ‘ Ah,’ she sang, ‘ to be all alone, 
To 111 eforgotten, and loi eforlom ’ 

Till all the aimson changed, and past 
Into deep orange o’er the sei, 

Low on her knees herself she cast. 

Before Our Lady murmur’d she , 
Complaining, * Mother, give me grace 
To help me of my weary load ’ 

And on the liquid mirror glow’d 
The clear perfection of her face 

‘Is this the form,’ she made her 
moan, 

* That won his praises night and 
mom?’ 

And *Ah,’ she said, ‘but I wake 
alone, 

I sleep forgotten, I wake forlorn 

Nor bird w ould sing, nor Iamb w ould bleat. 
Nor any cloud would cross the vault. 
But day increased from heat to heat. 

On stony drought and steaming salt , 
Till now at noon she slept s^ain, 

And seem’d knee deep in mountain 
grass, 

And heard her native breezes pass, 


And runlets babbling down the glen 

•Ihc breathed in sleep a low cr moan, 
And murmuring, as at night and 
mom, 

She thought, ‘ My spinl is here alone, 
W alks forgotten, and is forlorn/ 


Dreaming, she knc\ it was a dream 
She fell he was and was not there 
She w okc the b-hble of the stream 
Tell, and, withowt, the <itcad> glare 
Shrank one sick willow sere and small 
The rwer bed was duslj -white , 

And all the furnace of the light 
Strock up against the Winding wall 
She whisper’d, walli a stifled moan 
Alorc ini. .ard than at night or mom, 

' Sw ect Mother, let me not here alone 
Luc forgotten and die forlorn ’ 

And, nsmg, from her liosom drew 
Old letters, breathing o( her worth, 

For ‘Loic,’ tlicj said, ‘must needs Iw. 
true, 

To what IS loi chest upon earth ' 

An image seem'd to pass the door. 

To look at her with «hghl, and say 
‘But now thy beaut) flows aw a), 

So he alone for citrmotc ' 

‘ O cruel heart,’ she changed her lone, 
'Andcrucl loi c, who'cend isscom, 
Is tins the end to be left alone, 

To 111 c forgotten, and die forlorn?’ 

But sometimes in the falling da) 

An image seem d to pass the door. 

To look into her e)cs and sa), 

‘ But thou shall be alone no more * 
And flaming downward oicr all 
From heat to heat the da) decreased. 
And slowl) rounded to the cast 
The one black shadow from the wall 
‘The da) to night,’ she made her 
moan, 

‘The day to n^ht, the night to 
morn^ 

And day and night I am left alone 
To live foigotten, and lo\ e forlorn/ 

At me a dry cicala sung. 

There came a sound as of the sea , 
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l»'x» vrrra the li'ticc Mind «:hc flung. 

\nd kin’d v'pon the Isilronj 
Tlicre “xll n ••pici’! ro'j bnflu 
Iarjc Ik^per glitter’d on her tc.ir<;, 
And i'cs.**'e ini'; tJiro' the '■iknt •sphere'? 
Heaven oitr Hc-tten rO'C th*' irght. 

And «ce, Uttn <she rmde l.tr morn, 
*Thc t comer o i tin* 1 noira not 

h'^n I '•'“rrU cere to he "11 nhinc, 

To 1 re foi|’o*tcn, ft si lore forlorn * 

THE TWO VOICES 

A mu rtn-’U VO ce spahe unto me, 
•The.! ’■o full of r i^' r\, 

Vt'cTC It rot Iwtter rot to he’’ 

Tlien to tne rldl "•"rll voice I rrro 

• lx me no: c-urt in crf11c.vr shade 
What IS so wondcrfullj ’iiadc.’ 

To nhiili the \oIce did urge rcpl> . 

•To d"} I the <if~''on fl\ 

Ceme from ti c wells wncre he did he 

* An rrs’S’* trrp .he tent the red 
Of fair oM h sn from herd to tad 
Came out ciers- plates of sapphire mad 

•lie dnesi his v mgs hke gau*c thej grew , 
IW crof.s end pi*j'cs wit with dew 
A liring flash of light he flc\ ' 

I said, 'W'hcn fust the world licpn* 

\o .ng Arture thro* fire crdcs ran. 

And in the suctli she mouhicd n.aii 

'She garc him mmd, the lo'dhest 
rroportion, and, aborc the rest, 
Domnion in the head and breast ’ 

Tlicrc'o the siknl \oicc replied , 

‘ Self-bhndtd "re >ou bj >our pn Ic 
Look up thro’ night the world is wide 

‘This truth wathin thy mind rehearse, 
That in a liounolcss tnirerse 
Is Ixjundkss better, boundless v orsc 

‘ Tiiink } ou this mould of hopes and fears 
Could find no statelier than his peers 
In yonder hundred million spheres ? 
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It sp"kc, morcorcr, in my mind 
*Tho’ thou rscrl scatter’d to the rrind. 
Yet is there plenty of the kind ’ 

Then did m} response clearer fall 
‘ Ko compound of this earthly ball 
Is like .another, all in all ’ 

To which he answer’d scoffinglj ; 

‘ Good soul ' suppose I grant it thee, 
\Mio’ll weep for lh> deficienq ? 

* Or w ill one beam be less intense, 

When thj peculiar difference 

Is c.anccU’d in the world of sense?’ 

I would ln\ e said, ‘Thou canst not know, 
Hot m) full heart, that w ork’d below. 
Rain’d tliro’ my sight its oserflow 

Again the voice spike unto me 
‘ Thou art so steep’d m miscrj', 

Surclj ’twcrc better not to be 

‘ Thine anguish wall not let thee sleep, 

Nor an\ tram of reason keep 

niou canst not think, but Uiou w ilt weep 

I Slid, ‘The j ears with change advance 
If I make dark mj countenance, 

I shut my life from happier chance 

‘ Some turn this sickness jet might take, 
Ev 'n ) ct ’ Hut he ‘ Wiat drug can make 
A wither'd palsj cease to shake?’ 

I wept, ‘Tho’ I should die, I know 
That all about the thorn will blow 
In tufts of rosy tinted snow , 

* And men, thro’ nov el spheres of thought 
Still moving after truth long sought. 

Will learn new things when I am not ’ 

‘Yet,’ said the secret voice, ‘some time, 
i Sooner or later, will gray prime 
Make thj grass hoar with early rime 

‘ Not less swift souls that jeam for light. 
Rapt after lic.avens starry flight, 

Would sweep the tracts of day and night 

‘ Not less the bee would range her cells, 
The furzy pnckle fire the dells, 

The foxglove cluster dappled bells ’ 
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1 said that ' all the jears invent , 

Each month is vanous to present 
The world wth some doelopmcnt. 

• Were this not nell, to bide mine hour, 
Tho’ watching from a ruin’d tower ^ i 
How grows the day of hiivnan power 1 * 

‘The highest mounted mind,' he said, 

‘ Still sees the sacred morning spread 
The silent summit oserhead 

‘Will thirty seasons render plain 
Those lonely lights that still remain, 

Just brealcing oscr land and mam? 

‘ Or make that mom, from his cold crown 
And crystal silence creeping dovn, 

Flood with full daylight glebe and town? 

‘Forerun thy peers, thy time, and let 
Thy feet, millenniums hence, he set 
In midst of knowledge, dream d not yet 


* Go, scsed Spirit, sleep in trust ; 

The right car, that is fill tl with dust, 
Hears Utile of the false or just ’ 

‘Hard task, to pluck vcsoKc,' I cried, 
*Trom emptiness and the waste wide 
Of that abyss, or scornful pride ’ 

«^^^_rathcr yet that I cou! I raise 
One hope that warm'd me in the days 
While still 1 yearn’d for hi man prart 

‘ W hen, wide in soul and bold of tongue. 
Among the tents 1 pau«cd and sung, 

I The distant h'ltle flash'd and rung 

‘ I sung the joy ful T.xan clear. 

And, silting, hurni-hd without fear 
The brand, the buckler, nnd the syvear— 

• Waiting to stn\c r h“pp> strife, 

To war with falsehood to the kn/c, 

And not to lose the good of life — 


‘ Thou hast not gam’d a real height, i 
Nor art thou nearer to the light, 

Because the scale is infinite 

‘ 'Twere better not to breathe or speak. 
Than cry for strength, remaining weak, 
And seem to find, but still to seek. 


* Some hidden principle to move. 

To put togciher, part nnd proaes 
And mete the bounds of hate and lose — 

‘ As far as might he, to carve out 
Tree space for every human doubt. 

That the whole mind migiu orb about — 


‘ Moreover, but to seem to find 

Asks what thou lackest, thought resign’d, I 

A healthy frame, a quiet mind ’ 

I stud, ‘ WTicn I am gone away, 

“He dared not tarry,” men will say, 
Doing dishonour to my clay ’ 

‘This is more vile,' he made reply, 

‘ To breathe and loathe, to live and sagh, 
Thau once from dread of pain to die 

‘ Sick art thou — a divided will 
Still heaping on the fear of ill 
The fear of men, a coward still 

‘ Do men lov c thee ? Art thou so hound 
To men, that how thy name may sound 
Will ves thee lying underground '* 

‘The memory of the wither’d leaf 
In endless time is scarce more brief 
Than of the garner’d Autumn sheaf 


‘To 'Catch thro’ all I felt or saw. 

The springs of life, the depths of awe, 
And teach the l^w withui the law 


* At least, not rotting like a weed, 

But, having sown vomi. generous seed, 
Fruitful of further thought and deed, 

‘ To pass, when Life her light v ithdraws, 
Not void of righteous self applause. 

Nor in a merely selfish cause 


• In some good cause, not in mine own, 
To perish, wept for, honour d, known. 
And like a warrior overthrown , 

‘ W hose eyes arc dim with glorious tears, 
Wnen, soil’d with noble du't, he bears 
His country’s war song thrill his cats 


1-1^ ' ° "•uiuii siroKe, 

W’hat Umc the foemau’s line is broke, 
And aU the -vat as toll'd in smoke ’ 
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* Yea 1’ said the voice, * thy dream was good, 
While thou ahodebt in the bud 
It was the stirring of the blood 

‘ If Nature put not forth her power 
About the opening of the flower, 

IVho IS It that could h\e an hour? 

' Then comes the check, the change, the 
fall, 

Pain nses up, old pleasures pall 
Tliere js one remedy for all 

‘Yet hadat thou, thro’ enduring pain. 
Link’d month to month with such a chain 
Of knitted purport, all were a am 

‘ Thou hadst not between death and birth 
Dissolved the riddle of the earth 
So were thy labour little-worth 

‘ That men w ith know ledge merely pla 3 '’d, 
I told thee — ^liardly niglier made, 

Tho’ scaling slow from grade to grade , 

‘ Much less this dreamer, deaf and blind. 
Named man, may hope some truth to find, 
That bears relation to the mind 

‘ For every worm beneath the moon 
Draws different threads, and late and soon 
Spins, toiling out his own cocoon 

‘ Ct) , faint not either Truth is bom 
Be) ond the polar gleam forlorn. 

Or in the gateways of the mom 

* Cry , faint not, climb the summits slope 
Beyond the furthest flights of hope. 
Wrapt in dense cloud from base to cope 

‘ Sometimes a little comer shines. 

As over rainy mist inclines 
A gleaming crag wnth belts of pines 

‘I wall go forward, sayest thou, 

I shall not fail to find her now 
Look up, the fold is on her brow 

‘ If straight thy track, or if oblique. 
Thou know’st not Shadows thou dost 
strike. 

Embracing cloud, Ixion-like ; 

* And owaiing but a little more 
Than beasts, abidest lame and poor. 
Calling thyself a little lower 

T 


‘ Than angels Cease to wail and brawl ’ 
Why inch by inch to darkness crawl ? 
There is one remedy for all ’ 

‘O dull, one-sided voice,’ said I, 

‘Wilt thou make everything a lie. 

To flatter me that I may die ? 

‘ I know that age to age succeeds. 
Blowing a noise of tongues and deeds, 

A dust of systems and of creeds 

‘ I cannot hide that some have striven, 
Achiev mg calm, to whom w-as given 
The joy that mixes man with Heaven 

‘ WTio, rowing hard against the stream. 
Saw' distant gates of Eden gleam, 

And did not dream it was a dream , 

‘ But heard, by secret transport led, 

Ev’n in the charnels of the dead. 

The murmur of the fountain-head — 

‘Which did accomplish their desire. 

Bore and forebore, and did not tire. 

Like Stephen, an unquenched fire 

* He heeded not reviling tones. 

Nor sold his heart to idle moans, 

Tho' cursed and scorn’d, and bruised 
with stones 

‘ But looking upward, full of grace. 

He pray’d, and from a happy place 
God’s glory smote him on the face ’ 

The sullen answer slid betwixt 
‘Not that the grounds of hope were 
fix'd. 

The elements were kindlier mix’d ’ 

I said, ‘ I toil beneath the curse. 

But, knowing not the universe, 

I fear to shde from bad to worse 

‘ And that, in seeking to undo 
One riddle, and to find the true, 

I knit a hundred others new 

‘ Or that this anguish fleeting hence. 
Unmanacled from bonds of sense. 

Be fix’d and froz’n to permanence 

‘ For I go, weak from suffering here 
Naked I go, and void of cheer 
What is It that I may not fear t 
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‘ Consider ssell,' the \oicc replied, ‘ 

* His face, that two hours since hith died, i i 

WiU thou find passion, pain or pndc ? 1 

* Will he obej when one commands ? ‘ 

Or MisweT should one press his hands? 1 
lie answers not, nor understands 5 

* His palms ate folded on his breast 

There is no other thing express’d | 

But long disquiet merged m rest ’ 

‘ Ills lips arc ser) mild and meek ' 

Tho’ one should smite him on the check, ' 
And on the mouth, he will not speak 

‘ His little daughter, whose sweet face 
He kiss’d, taking his las* embrace. 

Becomes dishonour to her race — 

* His sons grow up that liear his name. 

Some grow to honour, some to shame, — 
But he IS chill to praise or blame j 

‘ He will not hear the north wind rase. 
Nor, moaning, household shelter c^asc 
From inntcr rams that beat his grate 

‘High up the tapours fold and swim 
About him broods the twalight dim 
The place he knew forgelteth him ' 

‘ If all be dark, vague \oicc,’ I said, 
‘These things ate wrapt m doubt and 
dread, 

Nor canst thou show the dead ate dead 

‘ The sap dnes up the plant declines, 

A deeper tale my heart divines 
Know I not Death? the outward signs? 

‘ I found him when my years were few , 

A shadow on the grates I knew, I 

And darkness in the tallage yew 

‘From grave to grave the shadow crept- 
In her still place the morning wept . 
Touch'd by his feet the daisy slept. 

‘The simple senses crown’d his head. 

“ Omega I thou art Lord,” thev said, 

“ We find no motion m the dead " 

‘Why, if man rot m dreamless case, 
Should that plam fact, as taught liy these, 
No’ make lum sure that he shall cease? 


•Who forged th-t other influence, 

Tnat heat of inw-ard evidence. 

By which he doiilKS against the sense? 

• lie owns the ta’al gift of eyes. 

Tint read hn spirit blindly wnr, 

Not simple as a thing that dies 

•ncTc Sits he shaping winps to fly 
Ills heart ro'a»tKle> a m\ icry 
He names the name rtcrnity 

‘That U-pc of Perfect m his mind 
In Nature can he nowhere fii.d 
lie sows himself on c\cry wind 

‘ He seems to hear a Ifeascnlj I ritnd. 
And thro’ thick 'cils to apjirchcnd 
A labour working to nn end 

‘The end and the licginning sex 
Ills ft ason mam things perplev, 

1 ^\ ilh motions, ciiucU, and count erchcck.^ 

• lie knows a baseness m Ins lilocd 
At such strange war with something 
good, 

He may not do the tli ng he would 

‘Ilcascn opens inward, chasms sawn. 
Vast images in glimmering tSawn, 

Half shown, arc broken and withdrasin 

‘Ah ’ sure wiliiin him and without. 
Could his dark w i>(Iom find it out, 

There must be answer to hes doubt, 

‘ Blit thou canst answer not again 
ith thine own weapon art thou 'lain. 
Or thou wilt answer but in sain 

‘The doubt would rest, 1 dare not solsc. 
In the same circle we resolve 
ilssurancc only breeds icsolsc ’ 

■ As when a billow, blown ag-'imt, 

Falls back, the soice with which I fenced 
A little ceased, hut recommenced 

* Wliere w erl thou when thy father play 'd 
In hts free field, and pastime made, 

A merry boy m sun and shade? 

• A merry hoy they call’d him then. 

He sat upon the knees of men 

' In days that never come again 
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* Before the little ducts began 

To feed thy bones with lime, and ran 
Their course, till thou wert also man 

*\Vho took a wife, who rear’d his race, 
Whose wnnklcs gather’d on his face, 
Whose troubles number with his days 

‘A life of nothings, Aothing-worth, 

From that first nothing ere his birth 
To that last nothing under earth !* 

‘ These words,’ I said, ‘ are like the rest , 
No certain clearness, but at best 
A \ague suspicion of the breast 

‘ But if I grant, thou mightst defend 
The thesis which thy words intend — 
That to begin implies to end ; 

‘Yet how should I for certain hold, 
Because my memoiy is so cold, 

That I first was in human mould ? 

‘I cannot make this matter plain. 

But I would shoot, howe’er in vain, 

A random arrow from the brain 

‘ It may be that no life is found. 

Which only to one engine bound 
Falls off, but cycles always round 

* As old mythologies relate. 

Some draught of Lethe might await 
The shpping thro’ from state to state 

' As here we find in trances, men 
Forget the dream that happens then, 
Unbl they fall in trance again 

‘ So might we, if our state were such 
As one before, remember much. 

For those two likes might meet and touch 

‘But, if I lapsed from nobler place. 

Some legend of a fallen race 
Alone might hint of my disgrace , 

* Some wague emotion of delight 
In gazing up an Alpine height. 

Some yearning toward the lamps of 
night , 


‘ Or if thro’ low er lives I came — 

Tho’ all experience past became 
Consolidate in mind and frame — 

‘ I might foiget my weaker lot , 

For IS not our first jear forgot? 

The haunts of memoiy echo not 

‘ And men, w'hose reason long was blind. 
From cells of madness unconfined. 

Oft lose whole years of darker mind 

‘ Much more, if first I floated free. 

As naked essence, must I be 
Incompetent of memoiy 

* For memory dealing but witli tune. 
And he with matter, could she climb 
Beyond her own material pnme ? 

‘ Moreover, something is or seems. 

That touches me with mystic gleams. 
Like ghmpses of forgotten dreams — 

‘ Of something felt, like something hen, , 
Of something done, I know not where , 
Such as no language may declare ’ 

The still voice laugh d * I talk,’ said he, 
‘ Not wath thy dreams Sufifice it thee 
Thy pain is a reality ’ 

‘But thou,’ said I, ‘hast missed thy 
mark, 

Wlio sought’st to wreck my mortal ark. 
By making all the honzon dark 

‘ Why not set forth, if I should do 
This rashness, that which might ensue 
With this old soul in organs new ? 

‘ Whatever crazy sorrow saith. 

No life that breathes with human breath 
Has ever truly long’d for death 

‘ ’Tis life, whereof our nerves are scant. 
Oh life, not death, for which we pant , 
More hfe, and fuller, that I want ’ 

I ceased, and sat as one forlorn 
Then said the voice, m quiet scorn, 

* Behold, it IS the Sabbath morn ’ 
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And I irose, and I releised 
The casement, and the light increased 
With freshness in the daiming east 

Like soften’d aus that blowing steal, 

When meres begin to uncongeal. 

The sweet church bells began to peal 

On to God’s house the people prcst 
Passing the place where each must rest. 
Each enter’d like a welcome guest 

One walk’d between his wife and child, 
With measured footfall firm and mild, 

And now and then he graaelj smiled 

The prudent partner of his blood 
Lean’d on him, faithful, gentle, good, 
Wearing the rose of womanhood 

And in their double love secure. 

The httle maiden walk’d demure, 

Pacing wath downivard ejelids pure 

These three made unity so sweet, 

My frozen heart began to beat. 
Remembering its ancient heat 

I blest them, and the} wander’d on 
1 spoke, but answer came there none 
The dull and bitter \oice was gone 

A second loice was at mine ear, 

A little whisper siher clear, 

A murmur, ‘ Be of better cheer ’ 

As from some blissful neighbourhood, 

A notice faintly understood, 

‘ I see the end, and know the good 

A little hint to solace woe, 

A hint, a whisper breathing low, 

‘ I may not speak of what I know ’ 

Like an ^olian harp that wakes 
No certain air, but overtakes 
Far thought wath music that it makes 

Sudi seem’d the whisper at my side 
‘What IS It thou knowest, sweet voice?’ 
I cned 

‘A hidden hop«i’ the voice rephed 
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So lieavenl) toned, that in that hour 
From out m> sullen heart a power 
Broke, like the rainbow from the shower 

To feel, altho’ no tongue can proac, 

Tliat cicr} cloud, that spreads aboie 
And \eilcth love, itself is love 

And forth into the fields I v ent. 

And Nature s living motion lent 
1 he pulse of hope to di'contcnt 

I wonder’d at the Imunteous hours. 

The slow result of winter showers 
You scarce could see the grass for flowcr& 

I wonder’d, while I pact-d along 
Tlie woods were fill’d so full with song, 
There seem’d no room for sense of wrong, 

And all so v ariously wToiiglit, 

I manell’d how ihc mind was brought 
To anchor b} one gloom} thought , 

And wherefore rather I made choice 
To commune wath that barren vo cc, 
Than him that said, ‘ Rejoice ' Rtjoict •' 

THE MILLER’S DAUGHTER 

I SEE the wealth} miller }ct, 

His double chin, his portl} s«c, 

■\nd who that 1 new him could forget 
The bus} wrinkles round his e}cs? 
The slow wase smile that, round about 
His dusty forehead dril} curl’d. 

Seem’d half-waihm and half-witliout. 

Ana full of dealings with the world ? 

In }onder cha r I see him sn, 

Three fingers round the old silver cup — 
I see his gra} e}es twinkle }ct 
At his own jest — gra} e}es lit up 
With summer lightnings of a soul 
So full of summer vvarmtli, so glad. 
So healthy, sound, and clear and whole. 
His memor} scarce can make me sad 

Yet fill my glass give me one kiss 
My owm sweet Alice, we must die 
There’s somewhat m this world amiss 
Shall be unnddled by and by 
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Ihere’s somewhat fio\vs to uc in life, 

But more is taken quite aw aj 
Traj, Alice, praj , my darling w ife, 

That w e maj die the self same daj 

Have I not found a happv earth ? 

I least should breathe a thought of 
pain 

Would God renewT me from mj birth 
Fd almost live m> life again 
So sweet it seems with thee to walk, 

And once again to woo thee mine — 

It seems in after-dinner talk 
Across the walnuts and the wane — 

To be the long '•nd listless boj 
late-left an orphan of the sqmre, 
Where this old mansion mounted high 
Looks doivn upon the valhge spire 
For even here, where I and jou 
Have lived and loved alone so long. 
Each mom my sleep was broken thro’ 

By some wild skj lark’s matin song 

And oft I heard the tender dove 
In firiy woodlands making moan , 

But ere I saw your e}es, mv love, 

I had no motion of my own 
For scarce my life wnth fancy play’d 
Before I dream’d that pleasant dream — 
Still hither thither idly swaj’d 
Like those long mosses in the stream 

Or from the bridge I lean’d to hear 
The milldam nishmg down with noise. 
And See the minnows everywhere 
In crystal eddies glance and poise. 

The tall flag-flow ers when they sprung 
Below the range of stepping-stones. 

Or those three chestnuts near, that hung 
In masses thick with milky cones 

But, Alice, what an hour was that, 

When after rovnng in the w oods 
(’Twas Apnl then), I came and sat 
Below the chestnuts, when their buds 
Were glistening to the breezy blue , 

And on the slope, an absent fool, 

1 cast me dowm, nor thought of you. 

But an^ed in the higher pool 


A love-song I had somewhere read, 

An echo from a measured strain, 

Beat time to nothing m my head 
From some odd comer of the brain 
It haunted me, the morning long. 

With weary sameness in the rhymes. 
The phantom of a silent song. 

That went and came a thousand times. 

Then leapt a trout In lazj’ mood 
I watch’d the little circles die , 

They past into the level flood. 

And there a vnsion caught my eye , 
The reflex of a beauteous form, 

A glowing arm, a gleaming neck, 

As when a sunbeam wavers warm 
W’ltlun the dark and dimpled beck 

For you remember, y'ou had set. 

That morning, on the casement-edge 
A long green box of mignonette. 

And you were leaning from the ledge 
And when I raised my eyes, above 
They met with tw o so full and bngh^ — 
Such eyes ' I swear to you, my love, 
That these have never lost their light 

I loved, and love dispell’d the fear 
That I should die an early death 
For love possess’d the atmosphere. 

And fill’d the breast with purer breath. 
My mother thought, WTiat ails the boy ? 

For I was alter’d, and began 
To move about the house with joy. 

And with the certain step of man 

I loved the brimming wave that swam 
Thro’ quiet meadows round the mill. 
The sleepy pool above the dam. 

The pool beneath it never still. 

The meal-sacks on the whiten’d floor. 
The dark round of the dripping 
wheel. 

The very air about the door 

Made misty with the floating meal 

And oft m ramblings on the wold. 

When April nights began to blow. 
And Apnl’s crescent glimmer’d cold, 

I saw the village lights below , 
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I knew your taper far awaj, 

And full at heart of trembling hope. 
From off the nold I came, and lav 
Upon the freshlj flower’d slope 

The deep brook groan’d beneath the mill , 
And ‘ b> that lamp,’ I thought, ‘ she sit s ” 
The white chalk-quarrj from the hill 
Gleam’d to the fljing moon by fits 
‘ O that I were beside her now ' 

O will she answer if I call ? 

O would she g«e me aow for low, 

Sweet Alice, if I told her all?’ 

Sometimes I saw you sit and spin , 

And, m the pauses of the wind. 
Sometimes I heard jou sing within , 
Sometimes jour shadow cross’d the 
blind 

At last yon rose and moied the light. 
And the long shadow of the chair 
Flitted across into the night, 

And all the casement darken’d there 


But when at lost 1 dared to speak, 

The lanes, jou know, were white with 
raa}, 

Vout ripe lips mo\ed not, but your cheek 
Flush’d l^e the coming of the day , 
And so It was— half-sly, halfshj, 

Vou would, and would not, little onel 
Although I pleaded tenderlj, 

And you and 1 were all alone 

And slowly was my mother brought 
To yield consent to my desire 
She wash’d me happy, but she thought 
I might ha\e look’d a little higher , 
And I was young — too young to wed 
‘ 1 et must I Io\e her for your sake , 
Go fetch your Alice here,’ she said 
Her eyelid qmier’d os she spoke 

And down I went to fetch my bride 
But, Alice, you were ill at case , 

This dress and that by turns you tned, 
loo featful that you should not please 
1 lo\ed you belter fo* your feats, 

1 knew you could not look but well , 
And dews, that would have fall’n in tears, 
I kiss’d away before they fell ’ 


I watch’d the little fiuttenngs, 

The doubt my mother would not sec , 
She spoke at large of many things, 

And at the lost she spoke of me , 

And turning look’d upon your face, 

As near this door you sat apart. 

Ana rose, and, with a silent grace 
Approachmg, press’d y oulieart to heart 

Ah, well— but sing the foolish song 
Igaieyou, Alice, on the day 
When, arm in arm, we went along, 

A pensile pair, and you were gay 
With bndal flowers— that I may seem, 
As in the nights of old, to lie 
Beside the mill wheel in the stream. 
While those full chestnuts whisper by 

It IS the miUcr s daughter. 

And she is grown so dear, so dear, 
That 1 w ould be the jew el 
That trembles in her ear 
Tor hid m ringlets day and nigbt, 

1 d touch her neck so warm and white 

And 1 w ould be the girdle 
About her dainty dainty w aist, 

And her heart w ould beat ag-unst me, 

In sorrow and m rest 
And I should know if it beat right, 

I d clasp It round so dose aud tight. 

And I would be the necklace, 

And all day long to fall and nse 
Upon her balmy bosom. 

Will her laughter or her sighs, 

And I would he so light so light, 

X scarce should be undasp d at night. 


i A trifle, sweet 1 which true Jove spells-— 
True love interprets — ^nghl alone 
His light upon the letter dwells, 

For all the spint is his own 
So, if I waste words now, in truth 
You must blame Lo\ e His early rage 
Had force to make me rhyme in youth, 
And makes me talk too much in age 

And now those vivid hours ate gone, 
mine own life to me thou art. 
Where Past and Present, wound in one, 
Do make a garland for the heart 
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So sing thnl other song I niide, 

Half anger’d m itli my happj lot, 

The da\, ivhcn m the chestnut shade 
I found the blue Forget-me-not 

1-ovi. that hith us in tlic ret. 

Cm he pass, and w e foisct? 

Maiy suns anse and set 
hlanj a chance the j ears beget 
Lo\c the gift IS Love the debt 
Even so 

Lo\c IS hurt mth jar and fret 
Lo\ c IS made a mgne regret 
Ejes witli idle tears arc ivct 
Idle habit hid s us y ct. 

WTiat IS love ’ for m e forget 
Ah, no' not 

I ook thro' mine C} cs ii ith thine True 
avifc, 

Hound mj tnie heart thine arms entM me 
My othci dearer life in life. 

Look thro' my \ci> soul with thine’ 
Untouch’d with anj shade of) ears, 

May those kind eyes for e\ci dwell ' 
Thej ha\e not shed a many tears, 

Dear eyes, since first I knew them 
well 

Yet tears the) shed * they had their part 
Of sorrow for when time was npe. 
The still affection of the heart 

Became an outw'ard breatlimg type. 
That into stillness past again, 

And left a want unknown lieforc , 
Although the loss had brought us pain. 
That loss but made us love the more, 

With farther lookings on The kiss, 

The woven arms, seem but to be 
Weak symbols of the settled bliss. 

The comfort, I have found in thee 
But that God bless thee, dear — w'ho 
wrought 

Two spirits to one equal mind — 

With blessings beyond hope or thought. 
With blessings which no words can find 

Anse, and let us wander forth, 

To yon old mill across the wolds , 

For look, the sunset, south and north. 
Winds all the vale in ro^ folds, 


And fires your narrow casement glass, 
ToiioJnng the sullen pool below 
On the chalk-bill tlie bearded grass 
Is dry and dew less Let us go 


0 Love, Love, Love ’ Owithenngmight ’ 
' O sun, that from thy noonday height 

Shudderest when I strain my sight, 

1 hrobbing thro’ all thy heat and light, 
Lo, falling from my constant mind, 

Lo, parch’d and w ither’d, deafancl blind, 
I whirl like leaves in roaring wind 

Last night I wasted hateful hours 
Below the city’s eastern towers 
I thirsted for the brooks, the showers 
I roll’d among the tender flow ers 

I crush'd them on my breast, myniouth , 
I look’d athwart the burning drouth 
Of tliat long desert to the south 

Last night, when some one spoke Ins 
name, 

From my swaft blood that went and came 
A thousand little shafts of flame 
Were shiver d m my narrow frame 
O Love, O fire ' once he drew 
With one long kiss my whole soul thro' 
My lips, as sunlight drinketh dew. 

Before he mounts the hill, I know 
He cometh qmc’dy from below 
Sweet gales, as from deep gardens, blow 
Before him, striking on my brow 
In my diy bnm my spirit soon. 
Down-deepening from sw oon to svv oon, 
Faints like a dazzled mormng moon 

The wind sounds like a silver wire. 

And from beyond the noon a fire 
Is pour’d upon the hills, and mghcr 
The skies stoop down in their desire , 
And, isled in sudden seas of light, 

My heart, pierced thro’ avith fierce 
delight, 

Bursts into blossom m his sight 

My whole soul waiting silently. 

All naked in a sultry slgr, 
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Droops blinded with his shining eje 
I mil possess him or will die 

I will grow round him in his place, 

Grow, liie, die looking on his face. 

Die, djing clasp’d m his embrace 

^ ffiNONE 

There lies a sale in Ida, lovelier 
1 han all the i alleys of Ionian hills 
I'he swimming vapour slopes athwart the 
glen, I 

Puls forth an arm, and creeps from pine , 
to pine. 

And loiters, slowly drawn On cither 
hand 

The lawns and meadow ledges midway 
down 

Hang nch in flowers, and far below them 
roars 

The long brook falling thro’ the clov’n 
ravine 

In cataract after cataract to the sea. 

Behind the valley topmost Gargarus 
Stands up and takes the morning bat in 
front 

The gorges, opening wide apart, reveal 
Troas and Ilion’s column'd citadel, 

The crown of Troas 

Hither came at noon 
Mournful CEnone, wandering forlorn 
Of Pans, once her playmate on the hills 
Her cheek had lost the rose, and round 
her neck 

Floated her hair or seem’d to float in rest 
She, leaning on a ftagment twined with 
vine, 

Sang to the stillness, till the mountain 
shade 

Sloped downward to her seat from the 
upper cliff 

* O mother Ida, many fountain’d Ida, 
Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die 
For now the noonday quiet holds the hill 
The grasshopper is silent in the grass 
lizard, with his shadow on the stone. 
Rests hke a shadow, and the winds ate 
dead. 

The purple flow er droops the golden bee 


Is lily cr-’dlcn 1 alone awake 
My eyes arc full of tears, my heart oflovc, 
Ms heart ic breaking, and tny <^t-, ntr 
dim, 

And I am all aweary of my life 

*0 mother Ida, m-ny fountain’d Ida, 
Dear mother I<la, harken ere I die 
Hear me, O I arlh, hear me, O IliUs O 
Caves 

j That house the cold crown'd snal e ’ O 
mountain brook', 

I am the daughter of a Uivtr God, 

Heat me, for 1 v ill apeak, and build up all 
My sorrow with my vrng, as yonder -walls 
Rose slowly to a mUsic sloi \ breathed, 

A cloud that gather d shape for it may Iw 
Pint, while I speak of it a hitU while 
My heart may wander from Us deeper woe 

* O mother Ida, rn'm founiain’d Ida, 
Dear movher Ida, harl cn ere I die 

T vvaitea underneath <hc dawning hills. 
Aloft the mountain lawn was dewy -dark, 
And devy dark aloft the mountain pme 
Beautiful Parts, evil hearted Pan-', 

Leading a yet black goat white horn’d, 
white hooved, 

Came up from reedy Simois all alone. 

* 0 mother Ida, hail cn ere 1 die 

I ar off the torrent call’d me from the cleft 
Far lip the solitary morning smote 
The stre-ks of v irgin snow M uh dow n 

dropt cyta 

I sat alone white breasted hke a star 
Fronting the dawn he moved , a leopard 
skin 

Droop'd from his shoulder, but his sunns 
halt 

Cluster’d about his temples like a God's 
And his cheek brighten’d ns tlie foam bow 
brightens 

When the wind blows the foam, and all 
[ my heart 

Ment forth to embrace him coming ere 
he came 

‘Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die 
He smiled, and opening out his milk- 
white palm 
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Disclosed a fruit of pure Ilcspcrm gold, 
Th-it smelt ambrociaUj , and u hile 1 look’d 
And Itstcn’d, the full-floxnng n\cr of 
speech 

Came down upon nij heart 

* *' M) ow n Q3nonc, 
Benutiful-hrow ‘d CT none, m\ own soul, 
Dehold this fruit, whose gleaming nnd 
ingra\ n 

‘For the most fur,* would seem to award 
it thine, 

As loseher than w hales er Oread haunt 
The knolls of Ida, lonliesl in all grace 
Of inoscmcnt, and the charm of married 
brow s ’’ 

‘ Dear mother Ida, haiktn ere I die 
He prest the blossom of liis lips to mine, 
And added “This was cast upon the 
Ixjard, 

WTicn all the full faced presence of the 
Gods 

Ranged in the halls of Peleas; w hereupon 
Rase feud, with question unto whom 
’iwcrc due 

But hght-foot Ins brought it jester ese, 
Delis enng, that to me, bj common soice 
Elected umpire Ileri comes to daj', 
Pallas and Aphrodite, claiming each 
This meed of fairest Thou, ssitliin the 
case 

Behind j on sshisjxnng tuft of oldest pine, 
Maystsscllliehold them unbeheld, unheard 
Hear all, and see thj Pans judge of 
Gods" 

* Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die 
It was the deep nndnoon one silverj’ 
cloud 

Had lost his ssaj betssecn the piney sides 
Of this long glen Then to the bow er 
thej came, 

Naked thej came to that smoolh-sw arded 
bower, 

And at their feet the crocus brake like 
fire, 

Violet, amaracus, and asphodel. 

Lotos and lilies and a svind arose, 

And oserhead the svandenng ivy and 
snne. 


Tins ssaj nnd that, in many a wald festoon 
Ran no*, garlanding the gnarled houghs 
With bunch and berry and flower thro’ 
and thio’ 

‘ O mother Ida, harken ere I die. 

On the tree tops a crested peacock lit, 
And o’er him flow'’d a golden cloud, and 
lean’d 

Lpon him, slossly dropping fragrant dew 
Then first I heard tlie soice of her, to 
sshom 

Coming thro’ Ileasen, like a light that 
grov s 

1 uirger and clearer, ss ith one mind the Gods 
Rise up for res ercnce She to Pans made 
Proffer of roy al power, ample rule 
Unqucstion’d, oserflowing resenue 
\\Tierewith to embellish state, “from 
many a saile 

And ns cr- sunder d champaign clothed 
ssatli corn, 

Or labour’d mine undrainable of ore 
Honour,’’ she said, “and homage, tax 
and toll, 

From many an inland tosm and hasen 
large, 

Mast -throng’d beneath her sliadosving 
citadel 

In glassy bays among her tallest tosvers ’’ 

‘ O mother Ida, harken ere I die 
Still she spake on and still she spake of 
power, 

“ Which in ail action is the end of all , 
Posser filled to the season , ssasdom-bred 
And throned of wisdom — from all neigh- 
bour crowns 

Alliance and allegiance, till thy hand 
Fail from the sceptre staff Such boon 
from me, 

From me, Heaven’s Queen, Pans, to thee 
king-born, 

A shepherd all thy life but yet king-bom, 
Should come most welcome, seeing men, 
in pow'er 

Only', are likest gods, who have attain’d 
Rest in a happy place and quiet seats 
Above the thunder, with undying bliss 
In knowledge of their owm supremacy " 
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‘ Dear mother Idn, hwken etc I dm 
She ce-ised, -ind Pans held the costly fruit 
Out at arm’s-length, so much the thought 
of power 

Flatter’d his spirit , hut Pulhi where she 
stood 

Somewhat apart, her clear and hared 
hmhs 

O’erthwarted with tlu. hrazen headed 
spear 

Upon her pearly shoulder leaning cold, 

The while, above, her full and earnest 
eye 

Over her snow cold hreast and angiy 
cheek 

Kept watch, waiting decision, made 
reply 

5 ‘“Self reverence, self knowledge, self 
f control, I 

These three alone lead hfe to sov ereign 
power 

Yet not for power (power of herself 
Would come uncall’d for) but to live by 
law, 

Acting the law we live by without fear , 
And, because right is right, to follow right 
Wcrewisdoramthescom of consequence ’’ 

‘ Dear mother Ida, harken ere 1 die 
Again she said “I woo thee not with 
gifts 

Sequel of guc’-don could not alter me 
To fairer Judge thou me bj what I am. 
So shaft thou find me fairest 

Yet, indeed. 

If gazing on divinity disrobed 
1 hy mortal eyes ate frail to judge of fair, 
Unbias’d by self profit, oh ' rest thee sure 
That I shall love thee well and cleave to 
thee. 

So that my vigour, wedded to thy blood. 
Shall stake within thy pulses, like a 
God’s, 

To push thee forward thro’ a life of shocks, 
Dangers, and deeds, until endurance grow 
Sinew’d with action, and the full grown 
will, 

Circled thro’ all expenences, pure law, 
Commeasure perfect freedom ” 


‘Here she ceas’d. 
And Pans pondci d, and I cned, * 0 
Vans , , 

Give it to Pallas hut he Heard me not, 
Or h<.'’nng w mild not bear me, v f>c is me* 

•O motiiir Ida nnii) fount ain’d Ida, 
Dear ino'her Ida, harJ . n ere I die 
Idalian Ajihrotlile bcautift'l. 

Fresh anhT^oa'n, new bath' d in Paphian 

With rn.) slender fin ;er Ir-tl ward drew 
1 roin her w'nn breiws and lio-oni her 
deep Inu 

Ambrosial, golden m md 1 er lurid throat 
And shoulder from the violets her light 
fool 

Shone rosj -white ami o’er her rounded 
form 

Between the elndows of the vine hunches 
rioatc 1 the (’low mg < inlights, as -hi 
moved 

‘Dear mother Id"’, harken ere T die 
*5116 with a subtil smile in her mild ije-., 
The herald of her trmnip!', dta ving nigh 
Half- whisper d m his e»r, “I promi'C 
thee 

The faucsl and mo^t loving wife m 
Greece,” 

She sjmke and laegh d I slnil inj sighl 
for fear 

Blit v.hcn I look’d. Pan-, had raised his 
arm, 

And 1 beheld great Here’s angry eve-, 

-Vs she withdrew into the golden cloud. 
And I was left alone wilhm the bower , 
And from that time to this I am alone, 
\nd I shall be done until 1 dit 

‘Yet, mother Ida, harken ere I die 
Fairest— why fairest wife’ am 1 not fair’ 
hly love hath told me so a thousand 
times 

Mcthinl s I must be fair, for vesierdav, 
Wlien I past by, a wdd and wanton jsaTcl, 
Eyed like the evening star, with nl^ful 
tail 

Crouch’d fawning m the weed, Most 
' lovmg IS she ? 
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It with Ivisses? witer’d il with 
tears > 

O Inpjn te irs, end how unlike to these ' 
O Intijn Ikixcit, how ennst thou see my 
flee ? 

O hipf j cirtli, how cinst thou bear mj 
weight ’ 

0 <k th, dtaih, deaili, thou cicr-fioating 

cloud, 

Tr re art, enough unlnppj on this earth, 
b) tlie Jnppj souls, that lose to live 

1 prtx tlice, piss ht'ba my light of life, 

' n 1 slndow all my soul, that 1 maj die 
l>oa \ tight St htaxa on the heart within, 
Mtigh lit.''%) on inj eyelids let me die 

‘ O mothtr, hear me jtt before I die 
I xiill no, die done, for fu.i> thoughts 
Do 'Inpe thtniscU ts w illiin me, more and 
more, 

Mheteof 1 catch the issue, as 1 hear 
Dead sounds ■’t night come from the in 
most hilh, 

Like footstejis uj>on wool I dimly see 
M) fat oiT doiibdid purpose, as a mother 
ConjLCtmcs of the features of her child 
Lreil is bom herebild ' — a shudder comes 
Across me nticr child bw bom of me, 
Unblt,i, toacx me with lus father’s eyes* 

‘ O mother, licar me yet before I die 
llfi me, O earth I will not die alone, 
Lest their shrill nappy l.aughter come to 
me 

W "11 ing the cold and starless road of 
Death 

Unconifortcd, leaving my ancient love 
Wuh the (>reck woman I will nse and 
go 

Down into Troy, and ere the stars come 
forth 

Talk with the wild C3.^s(indra, for she says 
A fire dances before her, and a sound 
Kings ever m her ears of amied men 
What this may be I know not, but 1 
knovv 

Hiat, wheresoe’er I am by mght and 

day> , , 

All earth and air seem only burning 
fire.' 
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THE SISTERS 

We \^ere two daughters of one race 
She was the fairest in the face 
The wind is blowing in turret and tree 
Thej were together, and she fell , 
Therefore revenge liecame me well 
O the Earl was fair to see ' 

She died she went to bumirg flame 
She mix’d her ancient blood with shame. 

The wand is howling in turret and tree 
UTiole weeks and months, and earlv and 
late. 

To wan his love I la} in wait 
O the Earl was fair to see I 

I made a feast , I bad him come , 

I vron his love, 1 brought him home 
Re wind is roaring in turret and tree 
And after supper, on a bed. 

Upon m) lap he laid his head 
0 the Earl was fair to see ' 

Uwiss’d his e}ehds into rest 

chcel- upon m) breast 

I >n tunet and tree 

I hated him with the hate of hell, 

«ell 

U the E'\rl \v*\s fair to see ’ 

I rose up in the silent night 
1 m^e m} dagger sharp and bright 

« ««ng ,n turret a^d tree. 
As half asleep his breath he drew 

O th^ '‘"T ‘ w 

tne tarl was fair to see 1 

wmelv head 

A'dTn’^ ^>o<iyrfeThe'S"‘ 

'JtUe E-tlwasfautoseei 

TO-. 

""H the FOLUIwing POES. 


A sinful soul po‘sc-s'd of inany gifts, 

A spacious garden fall of flow enng w ceds, 
Aglonojs Devil, large in hear* and brain, 
That did love I’eaiUv onlj, {Ucauij seen 
In all varieties of mould and mind) 

And Knovkdge for I'r D-aut} , or if 
Goo>], 

Good onl} for its l>eau*}, vteing not 
That 11031.1}, Gooil, and Knowledge, ate 
three sis'trs 

That doa, upon each other, friends to 
man, 

1 ivmg together under the rame roof, 

Tnd never can !« sunder’d \ I'houi teais 
And 1 e tliat shuts I.ove out, 1 1 turn shall 

i 

bhut out from Love, and on her threshold 
lie 

Howling in outer darl ne-s Not fir thus 
T\ as common cla} t-’en from the connion 
earth 

Moulded h} God, «iid temper d w i,li the 
tears 

Of angels to the |>crfccl shape of man 

IM? pal.\ce of art 

I I.HII.T ro} soul a lordl} pltreure house, 

I <aid, 0 Soul, make merij nnd carouse, 
Dear soul, for all is well ’ 

^ '"nooth as burnish’d 

buddcnl} scaled the light 

taU „ „ Ms, 

tn tier high palace there 

SWl 

shadJ ® ™ stedfasl 

Sleeps on his luminous nng ’ 
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To which m} soul made answ er reidil) 

‘ Trust me, in bh'w I shall abide 
In this great mansion, that is built for me, 
So rojal nch and wide ' 

• » « ♦ 

^ ♦ 

Four courts I made, East, West and 
South and KorUi, 

In each a squared law n, w herefrom 
llie golden gorge of dragons spouted forth 
A flood of fountain foam 

And round the cool green courts there 
ran a row 

Of cloisters, branch’d likemightj w oods, 
Echoing all night to that sonorous flow 
Of spouted fountain-floods. 

And round the roofs a gilded galleiy 
That lent broad serge to distant lands, 
Far as the wald swam wangs, to where tlie 
shy 

Dipt down to sea and sands 

From those four jets four currents in one 
swell 

Across the mountain stream’d below 
In misty folds, that floating as they fell 
Lit up a torrent-bow 

-And high on everj’ peak a statue seem’d 
To hang on tiptoe, tossing up 
A cloud of incense of all odour steam’d 
From out a golden cup 

So that she thought, ‘And who shall I 
gaze upon 

My palace with unbhnded ejes, 
tVhile this great bow will w a\ er in the sun, 
And that sweet incense nse ?’ 

For that sweet incense rose and never 
fail’d. 

And, w hile day sank or mounted higher. 
The light aenal gallery, golden-rail’d. 
Burnt like a fringe of fire 

Likewise the deep-set wandows, stain’d 
and traced. 

Would seem slow-flaming enmson fires 
F rom shadow ’d grots of arches mterlaced. 
And tipt with frost-like spires 


* <■ * * 

* * * * 

Full of long-sounding comdors it was, 
That over laulted grateful gloom, 
riiro’ which the Inelong daj my soul 
did pass. 

Well-pleased, from room to loom 

Full of great rooms and small the palace 
stood. 

All \anous, each a perfect whole 
From IiMUg Nature, fit for eieiy mood 
And cliange of mj still soul 

For some were hung with arras green 
and blue. 

Showing a gaudy summer-moiti, 
AMiere w ith puff'd cheek the belted hunter 
blew 

His wreathed bugle-hom 

One seem’d all dark and red — a tract of 
sand. 

And some one pacing there alone, 

IVho paced for ever in a glimmering land. 
Lit with a low large moon 

One show’d an iron coast and angry 
waves 

You seem’d to hear them climb and fall 
And roar rock thwarted under bellow mg 
caves. 

Beneath the windy wall 

And one, a full-fed nver wmdmg slow 
By herds upon an endless plain. 

The ragged nms of thunder brooding 
low, 

With shadow-streaks of ram 

And one, the reapers at their sultry toil 
In front tliey bound the sheaves Behind 
Were realms of upland, prodigal in oil, 
And hoary to the wmd 

And one a foreground black with stones 
and slags, 

Beyond, a line of heights, and higher 
All barr’d with long white cloud the 
scornful crags. 

And highest, snow and fire 
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And one, an Enghsli home— graj tm 
light pour’d 

On deivy pastures, deni tree', 

Softer than sleep— all things in order 
stored, 

A haunt of ancient I’cace 

Nor these alone, hut e\ery landscape fair, 
As fit for t\ery mood of mind. 

Or gaj, or grasc, or sweet, or stem, was 
there 

Not less than truth design’d 

* <■ • * 

* * S * 

Or the maid mother h\ a crucifix. 

In tracts of pasture sumij warm. 
Beneath branch work of costl) sardonjx 
Sat smiling, babe in arm 

Or m a clear wall’d city on the sea, 

Near gilded organ pipes, her hair 
Wound with white roses, slept bt Cecily, 
An angel look’d at her 


Oi CISC Hu:h’d Ganyatictk, hi. may thigh 
Tfalf buried m the Eagle’s down, 

Sole as a flying star '1 o' thro’ ‘he sky 
Aboic the pillar’d town 

Nor these alone hut every legend fair 
Which the supreme C avcasiati mind 
Carved oiitofNatno foritself was there, 
Not less than life, dcsim’d 


Then in the towers I placed great bell, 
that sv ung, 

Mov cd of ilit-mselv es, w iih 'ilv cr sound , 
And with cho.ee paintings of \ I'c men 1 
hung 

The ro) al oais roiiitd 

I Tor there w is Milton li! c a'cnph strong, 
Bcsidt. him ‘'hakupr’are l>l'’nil and 
t mild , 

j And there the world worn Eanti grasp’d 
hts ‘ ong, 

1 \nd so.mwlrl grimly 'mikd 


Or thronging all one porch of Paradise 
A group of Houns bow’d to sec 
The dying Islamite, walh hands and eyes 
That said, We wait for thee 


i And there the Toman t*'th r of the rc.t , 

I A million vviiiil Ics rarvctl hi« si m ; 
j A hundred V micrssnow d upon hts brtasl, 
1 Prom check and thro'’t and chin 


Or mythic Uthef’s deeply-wounded son 
In some fair space of sloping greens 
Lay, doang m the vale of Avalon, 

And watdi’d by weeping queens 

Or hollowang one hand against his ear, 

To list a foot fall, ere he saw 
The wood nymph, stay’d the Ausonian 
king to hear 
Of vvasdom and of law 

Or over hills with peaky tops engrail’d. 
And many a tract of palm and ncc. 
The throne of Indian Cama slowly sail’d 
A summer farm’d vnth spice 

Or sweet Europa’s mantle blew unclasp’d. 
From off her shoulder backward home 
From one hand droop’d a crocus one 
hand grasp’d 

The mild bull’s golden bom. 


M»vc, tbe fair hall culmr 'tatcly-sct 
Many an arch high up did lift, 

And angels rising and dcsccnfiing met 
M ith interchange of jnft 

Below VI as all mosaic choicely plann'd 
Mith cycles of the human tale 
Ofthis wade world, the times of every land 
So wrought, they wall not fail 

The people here, a beast of burden slov , 
Toil'll onward, prick'd with goads and 
stings , 

Here play d, a tiger, rolling to and fro 
The heads and crowns of kings , 

Here rose, an athlete, strong to lireak or 
bind 

All force m bonds that might endure. 
And here once more like some sick man 
declined, 

And irustofl 



THL PALACE Oh ART 


But over the<!c she trod : rnd those eteat 
UlIN 

Began to chime. She tool. h<.r tlironc 
She sat K*twixt the sinning Onels, 

To sing her tongs 'done 

And thro’ the topn.oii Onels’ coloured 
fiame 

T.io godlike faces gired below , 

Plato the wise, and Largc-biow d \ crulaiii. 

The first of tho«e who know 

And all tho«e names, that in their motion 
were 

Pall-welhng fountan-hc'’ds of change. 
Betwaxt the slender shafts were blaaond 
fair 

In dll CISC raiment strange 

Thro’ which the lights, rose, amber, 
emerald, blue, 

Flush’d in her templas and her cj cs, 
And from her lips, as mom from Memnoii, 
arev 

Riiers of melodics 

No nightingale dehghtcth to prolong 
Her low preamble all alone, 

More than my soul to bear her ccliod : 
song 

Tlirob thro’ the nbbed stone • 

Singing and murmuring in her fcastful 
mirth. 

Joying to feel herself aliic. 

Lord oier Nature, Lord of the •visible 
earth, 

Lord of the senses five ; 

Comtnunmg with hersdf * All these are 
mine, 

And let the world have peace or wars, 
Tis one to me * She — when j'oung night 
dinne 

Crown’d djang day wath stars, 

Making sweet close of his delicious toils — 
Lit light in WTeaths and anadems, 

And pure quintessences of precious oils 
. In hollow’d moons of gems, 
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To mimic neaven, and clapl her iiands 
and cned, 

‘ I marvel if my still delight 
In this great house so ro)’al-nch, and w idc. 
Be flatter’d to the height 

‘ O all things fair to sate my various ejes * 

0 shapes and hues that please me well' 

0 silent faces of the Great and Wise, 

Mj Gods, wath whom I dwell I 

‘O God -like isolation which art mine, 

1 can but count thee perfect gain, 

Wliat time I watch the darkemng droves 

of swane 

That range on jonder plain 

‘ In filth} sloughs they roll a prurient skin, 
Tlicy graze and wallow, breed and 
sleep , 

i And oft some brainless deval enters in, 
And drives them to the deep ’ 

Then of the moral instinct vv oiild she prate 
And of the rising from the dead, 

As hers by nglit of full-accomplish’d Fate , 
xVnd at'the last she said 

*I take possession of man’s mind and deed. 

I care not what tlie sects may brawl 

1 sit as God holding no form of creed. 

But contemplating all ’ 

♦ * ♦ ^ 

^ * 

Full oft the nddle of the painful earth 
Flash’d thro’ her as she sat alone, 

Yet not the less held she her solemn 
mirth, 

And intellectual throne 

And so she throve and prosper’d so 
three jears 

She prosper’d on the fourth she fell, 
Like Herod, when the shout was in his 
ears, 

Struck thro’ wath pangs of hell 

Lest she should fail and pensh utterly, 
God, before whom ev er he bare 
The abysmal deeps of Personality, 

Plagued her with sore despair 
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When she would tbnk, %vhct<.'M she i 
liim’d her sight 

The air> hand confusion wrought, 

Wrote, ‘Mene, mene,’and diwdcd quite 
The kingdom of her thought 

Deep dread and loathing of her solitude 
Fell on her, from which mood was 
bom 

Scorn of herself, again, from out that 
mood 

Daughter at her self scorn 

‘ What I is not this my place of strength,’ 
she said, 

‘ My spacious mansion built for me, 
WTiereof the strong foundation-stones 
were laid 

Since my first memory 7‘ 

Hut m dark comers of her palace stood 
'Uncertain shapes , and unawares 
On white eyed phantasmsweeping tears 
of blood, 

And horrible nightmares, 

And hollow shades enclosing hearts o! 
flame. 

And, with dim fretted foreheads all, 

On corpses three months old at noon she 
came. 

That stood against the wall 

A spot of dull stagnation, without light 
Or power of movement, seem’d roy 
soul, 

’Mid onward sloping motions infinite 
Making for one sure goal 

A still salt pool, lock’d in with bats of 
sand. 

Left, on the shore , that hears all night 
The plunging seas draw backward from 
the land 

Their moon led waters white 

A star that with the choral starry dance 
Join’d not, but stood, and standing saw 
The hollow orb of moving Circumstance 
Roll’d round Iqr one fix’d law. 


Back on herstlf her serpent pnde had 
curl'd 

‘No \oicc,’ she shriek’d in that lone 
hall, 

‘No voice breaks thro’ the slillnevs oi 
this world 

One deep, deep silence all ' ' 

Shi^ mouldering wiih the dull c-rths 
mouldering sod. 

In mpt tenfold in slothful shame. 

Lay there eviJtd from eternal Ood, 

Lost to her place and name , 

And death and lift ‘he hated equally, 

And nothing saw, for her despair, 

But dreadful tunc, dreadful eternity, 

[ No comfort anywhere ; 

Remaining utterly confused v itli fears, 
And ever wor-c with growing time, 
And ever unrelieved by dismal tears. 

And all alone m enme 

Shut up as m a crumbling lomli, girt round 
\\ ith blackness as a solid wall, 

Far olf she seem’d to hear the dully souno 
Of human footstep', fall 

As in strange lands a traveller walking 
slow, 

In doubt and great perplexity, 

A little before moon rise hears the low 
Moan of an unknown sea , 

i And know s not if it be thunder, or a sound 
Of rocks thrown down, or one deep 
cry ’ 

OI great wild beasts, then tlunkcth, ‘I 
have found 

A new land, but I die ’ 

She howl’d aloud, ‘ I .am on fire wiHun 
There comes no murmur of reply 
WTiat is it that will take away my sm, 
And save me lest I die?’ 

So when four years were wholly finished, 
She threw her rojal robes away 
* collage in ihe \‘alc/ she said, 

Where I may moutn and pray 





/. JDV I ”ri?£ DE I'EEE 


49 


‘Vtt |fiM rrv* flown inj tr.vtr«, 

t!nt "*rc 

*'ohgJj{h, 1 'tiLih ImiIl 
rcrUnncc I n^v return v .'h o'lur- there 
i l.lVe J IT)\ pith ’ 

L^DY Cl \K \ Vl'Ki: D'C VCRi: 

ItAm Cl'n Wrt itc Vert , 

O^nc jou shill noi win unnvn 
\ru thouflit to hrtnh n cntrtrj hvirt 
For {wstjme ere mu w'lit to town 
me J011 s’njlcfl, ht.t tin’x^ulw 
1 Mvr the smrt, inrl I rotircil 
The d-nphtcr of n 1 1 trlrcfl I'nK 
^ ou ire not one to be desm tl 

Lid, Clira Vc-c t'e Vere 
I know jou froen to Iw’r jou' name 
\our pnoe is je» ro irate for n.ine 
Too pro id tocan, front wrerct I cime 
Nor would I break for tour «wect lakc 
A hvsr. that do.il< on truer chann=^ 

.'i <HnpTe irudcn in her f ow cr 
Is \ onh " hundred coats of-irms. 

Lady Clan Vere fie Vere, 

Pome inec, er pupil lou must f'ltd, 
for wen. io« cjuein of all that is, 

I could not stoop to siich i mind 
Voa sought to piotc bow I cruM lose 
And mj diAain is mj rcpl} 

The lion rn jour old stone gates 
la not more cold to sou than I 

Lady Chn Vtre cle Vere, 

You put str’nge memories in mj he'd 
Not thnee jour branching limes hate 
blown 

Since I oelield joung Laurence dead 
Oh your sweet ejes jour low replies 
A great enchantress jou mij be , 

But there was that across his throat 
NYhich JOU hid hardly eared to sec 


Lidj C lira Vere dc \ ere, 

V hen thus he met liis mother < i ie\., 
Pl'c Ind the passions of her kind, 

Mie ':pike some certain truths of jou 
Indeed 1 hi^rtl one bitter word 
That scarce is fit for jou to hear. 

Her manners had not Uiat repose 
Which stamps the caste of Vere dc Vere 

I,adj Clara Vere dc Vere, 

There stands a spectre in j our hall 
The guilt of blooo is at jour door 

ou changed a i,holcsome hert to gall 
\6u held \our coarse without rejnqrse, 
lo make him trust his modest worth, 
\nd, last aou fi\ d a \acant stare. 

And slew him with jour noble birth 

Trust me, Chn Vere dc Vere, 

From ion blue heaicns aboie us bent 
lliC gardener Adam and his wife 
•innle at the claims of long descent 
Howe cr It be, it seems to me, 

T.iionlj noble tojicjgood 
Kind hearts arc more than coronets. 

And simple faith than Norman blood 

I know JOU, Chn Vere de Vere, 

\ ou pine among jour halls and tow ers 
Ti c languid light of jour proud ejes 
Is weaned of the rolling hours 
In glowing health, w itli boundless w eallh, 
But sickening of a lague disease, 

You know so ill to deal with time, 

'Vou needs must pny such pranks as 
these 

Clara, Clara Vere de Vere, 

If time be heaa-j on jour hands. 

Arc there no beggars at jour gale, 

Kor anj poor about jour lands? 

Oh ' teach the orphan-boy to read. 

Or leach the orphan-girl to sew, 

Praj Heaaen for a human heart, 

And let the foolish jeoman go. 
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You must waU and call me early, call we early, mother dear , 
To-moiio\v ’ll! be the happiest time of all the ghd ^cv vear , 

Of all the glad New-} car, mother, the maddest metri^. lay , 

For I’m to be Queen o’ the Ma>, mother, 1 m to In. Queen o the Way 


There’s many a blach black eye, they say, but none "o bright mtm, 
Tlietc's Margaret and Mary, there’s Kate and Caroline 
But none so fair as little Alice in all the land thc\ s-^, 

So I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be Queen o the Alay 


I sleep so sound all night, mother, that I shall never wal c. 

If you do not call me loud when die day htgiiis to bruil 

But I must gather knots of (lowers, and buds and prl^ds gas, 

For I’m to be Queen o' the May, mother, I m to be Queen o' the May 


As I came up the valley whom think ye should I «tc, 

But Rohm leaning on the bridge beneath tbe baiel tree ? 

He thought of tliat sharp look, mother, I gave him ye ttrda^, 

But I'm to be Queen o’ the Way, mother, I’m to be Queen o' the May 

He thought I was a ghost, mother, for I was all tn whi'c, 

And 1 ran by him without speaking, like a flash of light 
They call me cruel hearted, but 1 care not what thev say, 

For I’m to be Queen o’ the Way, mother. I’m to be Queen o’ the May 


They say he’s dying all for love, but that can never be 
They say his heart is breaking, mother — what is that to me ? 

There’s many a holder lad 'ill wop me any summer da\ , 

And I'm to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be Qutv.li o' the May 


Lillie Effie shall go with me to morrow to the green, 

And you’ll be there, too, mather, to sec me made the Queen , 

For the shepherd lads on every side 'ill come from far avvay, 

And I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be Queen o’ the May 


The honeysuckle round the pgreh has wov’n its wavy bowers, 

.^d by the meadow trenches blow the faint sweet cud oo flowers , 

A j the wild marsh marigold shines like fire m swamps and hollows gray 
And I m to be Queen o’ the May, mother. I’m to be Queen o’ the May 


The night-winds come and go, mother, upon the meadow grass. 


Ti,.,v> ,.,.11 : J — , — .V ........ I lu ungmen as iney pass 

There will not be a drop of ram the whole of the livelong day , 
And I m to be Queen o’ the May. mother, I’m to be Queen o’ 

■’■nd green and still, 
cowshp and the crowfoot arc over all the hill, 


the Way 


Queen o’ the May 



THB MAY QUEEN 


51 


So you must tvoke and call me eaily, call me earl}, mother dear, 
To-morrow ill be the happiest time of all the glad New-year 
To-morrotv ill be of all the year tlie maddest m^^iest day, 

For I’m to be Queen o’ the hlay, mother, I’m to be Queen o’ the May 


NEW-YEAR’S EVE 

If you’re waking call me early, call me early, mother dear, 

For I uould see the sun nse upon the glad New-year 
It is the last New year that I shall e\er see. 

Then }0u may lay me low 1’ the mould and think no more of me 

To night I saw tlie sun set he set and left behind 
The good old } ear, the dear old time, and all my peace of mind ; 
And the New-} ear’s coming up, mother, but I shainSS^er see 
The blossom on the blackthorn, the leaf upon the tree 

Last May we made a crown of flowers we had a merry day , 
Beneath the haufthorn on the green they made me Queen of May, 
And we danced about the may-pole and m the hazel copse. 

Till Charles’s Wain came out above the tall white chimney-tops 

There’s not a flower on all the hills the frost is on the ^ne 
I only wash to live till the snowdrops come again 
I wash the snow would melt and the sun come out on high 
I long to see a flower so before the day I die 

The building rook ’ll caw from the windy tall elm-tree, 

And the tufted plover pipe along the fallow lea, 

And the sw allow ’ill come back again wath summer o’er the wave. 
But I shall he alone, mother, within the m_2Jildenng grave 

Upon the chancel casement, and upon that grave of mine, 

In the early early morning the summer sun ’ill shine, 

Before the ngd cock crows from the farm upon the hill. 

When you are warm -asleep, mother, and all the world is still 

When the flowers come again, mother, beneath the waning light 
You’ll never see me more in the long gray fields at mght , 

When from the dry dark wold the summer airs blow cool 
On the oat-grass and the sword-grass, and the bulrush in the pool 

You’ll bury me, my mother, just beneath the hawthorn shade, 

And you^l come sometimes and see me w here I am lowly laid 
I shall not forget you, mother, I shall hear you when you pass. 
With your feet above my head in the long and pleasgpt grass 

I have been wild and wayward, but you’ll forgive me now , 

You’ll kiss me, my own mother, and forgive me ere I go ; 
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mv, lou must not weep, not le' jour sricf t« 'uUI 
You slwuld not fret for me, mother, jou li-"c nnotlitr cluld 

If I can I’ll come agmn, mother, from cut inj resDnr I’^^cc ; 

Tho’ jou’ll not see me, moliKr, I slvxll look iiixjn jour f-c , 

Tho’ I cannot speak a word, I shall hajcLcn wlnt jou ^a>. 

And be often, often with jou when jou think I m far S’* -tj 

Goodnight, goodnight, when 1 Imc said grKKln.pht for cicrmorc, 
And ^ou see me cimcd oiU from Ihc threshold of the door , 

Don’t let Effie come to <ec me till mj graie be growing grten 
She’ll be a better child to jon than ever I ha\e been 


She’ll find mj garden tools upon the graiiaQ floor 
Let her take ’em they "re hem 1 sliah hcitr garden more 
But tell her, when I’m gone, to tr"m the rosehush that 1 * 0 * 
About the parlour window and tlic Ixix of mignoncUe 


Goodnight, sweet mother cah mt Ijcfo'c the daj is Ixim 
Ml night I he awake, but I fall asleep at mom , 

But I would see the sun nsc upon the glad New y>ar 
So, if jou’re waking, call me, call me catlj, mother dear 


CONCLUSION 

I THOUGHT to pass av ay before, and jei abac I "la , 

And in the fields all round I hear the hluabjig of the lamb 
How sadly, I remember, rose the morning of the a car ' 

To die before the snowdrop came, and now tin, siolct s here 


O sweet IS the new violet, that comes Ixmcath the si ics, 

And sweeter is the joung lamb’s aoicc to me that cannot rise, 
And sweet is all the land about, ard all the flowers that blow, 
And sweeter far is death than hfc to me that long to go 


It seem’d so hard at first, mother, to lease the blessed sun, 

And now it seems as hard to ataj, and jet Ills will Iv, done t 
A ^ can’t be long before I find rtlcase , 

And that good man, the clergjanan, has told me words of peace 


O blissings on his kindlj soice and on his siUcr hair ' 

And blessings on his whole hfc long, untjj^hc naca me th re 1 
O blessings on his kmdlj heart and on his silver head ' 

A thousand times I blest him, as he knelt beside m> bed 

He taught me all the mercj, for he sUow’d me all the sin 
or my desire is but to pass to Him that died for me 
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I did not hear the dog howl, mother, or the death-watch beat. 
There came a sweeter token when the night and morning meet 
But sit beside my bed, mother, and put jour hand in mine. 

And Effie on the other side, and I will tell the sign 

xkll in the wild March-moming I heard the angels call , 

It was when the moon was setting, and the dark was over all , 
The trees began to whisper, and the wind began to roll. 

And in the wild March-moming I heard them call mj soul 

For Ijnng broad awake I thought of you and Effie dear , 

I saw’ jou sitting in the house, and I no longer here , 

With all ray strength I pray’d for both, and so I felt resign’d, 
jVnd up the \ alley came a swell of music on the wind 

I thought that it was fancj’, and I listen'd in my bed, 

And then did something speak to me — I know not what was said , 
For great delight and slmd^ering took hold of all my mind. 

And up the valley came again tlie music on the wind 

But j ou were sleeping , and I said, ‘ It’s not for them it’s mine.’ 
And if it come three times, I thought, I take it for a sign 
And once again it came, and close beside the window-bars, 
llien seem’d to go right up to Heaven and die among the stars 

So now I think mj time is near I trust it is. I know 
The blessed music went that way my soul will have to go 
And for myself, indeed, I care not if I go to-day 
But, Effie, jou must comfort her when I am past away 

And saj’ to Robin a kind word, and tell him not to fret , 

There’s many a wortlner than I, would make him happy j’et 
If I had lived — I cannot tell — I might have been his wife , 

But all these tilings have c eased to be, with my desire of life 

O look ' the sun begins to nse, the heavens are in a glow , 

He shines upon a hundred fields, and all of them I know 

■knd there I move no longer now, and there his light may shine— 

Wild flowers in the valley for other hands than mine 

O sweet and strange it seems to me, that ere this day is done 
The voice, that now is speaking, may be beyond the sun— 

For ever and for ever with those just souls and true— 

And what is life, that we should moan? why make we such ado? 

For ever and for ever, all in a blessed home — 

And there to wait a little while till jou and Effie come— 

To he within the light of God, as I he upon your breast— 

And the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary are at rest. 
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Thefiili'^'ir' <j -p^ ’ ,r \ t’ 

I> 0,’ .55 ? 1 Icr • - 1*1 15 5 .5' t 

All ifk/'iil I'rn**ii o'tiaj". 

Ths i’ci cr ran."' 5'i 1 1 pl'’‘5c, 

Kijn,!!' '■'I'] f- "’t! 'ills "ii'l liilh no 
X'A, 

Fpjt* rt*r)’<s5 ’.1 c froituil •'oil 
i\ 

Hutfi 5 j*; *l.c <l-*ri H! k '5 
Viujtci? o'er lliL iHrJ blue 'C 
I>fntli » 'h'.. <;Ti of bfc , 1), "lb) 
fchojJt! life ad l-bo ir }«?> 

Tart t,S 3 i<j.ie Ttire tlrut'b onw-rnl 
And in a liiMe • li Ic o'lr bp' arc dumb 
Lei us -ilfne Winf « it tin' wdl hsl’ 
All ili.n^ are tnl < n froin v , and become 
Portioi' and p^ict Is of the drcidf )1 
Let ris 'tlone Wlnl plex'urt cm ssc 
Jnvt 

To V. ar v, ith cul ? Is there my peace 


In t\er clmdmij; up the climbing s\a\e> 
\11 till iijs in\L rrst, and ripen toward 
the gn\e 

In sileacL . ripen, fall md cc-kc 
G nc iiS long rest or death, darl death, 
or dreamful case 

\ 

IIow sweet it were, hearing the down 
ward stream, 

With Inlf shut CJC-. cser to seem 
1 •’lling a.sKc.p in a half dream ' 

To or., am anti drum, like jonder amber 
light, 

Winch will not Icasi, the mjarh-hush on 
the height ; 

To hear each olher^ whisper'd siieech , 

I "img tl L LoiOi day by d'»y, 
lo watch tilt cnspmg rippits on the 
Kach, 

An 1 ttndtr cun mg lines of creamy spray , 
lo Itnd our lit art-, and spirits wholly 
lo tic input ncc of mild-imnded meJan 
tholy 

To ru t and brood and li\e again m 
memor* 

Wt'h tl osc olci facts of our infancy 
Ht-'pd o\cr with a mound of grass, 

Ivo handfuls of white dust, shut m an 
iim of brass ' 

Dear IS tht mcmoiy of our wedded li\as, 
And dear tl.t bst embnees of our wises 
And ihtir warm tears but all hath 
sufTtr’d change 

For surely now our household hearths are 
cold 

Our sons inhtnt us our looks are 
strange 

And w c should come like ghosts to trouble 

Or else the island pnnets oxer hold 
Ha\e cat our substance, and the minstrel 
sings 

Ilcforc tlicm of the ten years’ w ar m T roy. 
And our great deeds, as half- forgotten 
things 

Is there confusion m the lilUe isle ? 

Lei xvhat is broken so remain 
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The Gods aie hard to reconcile 
Tis hard to settle order once again 
There ts confusion norse than death, 
Trouble on trouble, pain on pain, 

Long labour unto aged breath. 

Sore task to hearts worn out by many wars 
And eyes grown dim with gazing on the 
pilot stars. 

\n 

But, propt on beds of amaranth and moly. 
How sweet (while warm airs lull us, 
blowing lowly) 

With half dropt eyelid still, 

Beneath a heaien dark and holy. 

To watch the long bright nver drawing 
slowly 

His waters from the purple hill — 

To hear the dewy echoes calling 
From care to cave thro’ the thick twined 
vine — 

To watch the emerald -colour’d water 
falling 

Thro’ many a woi’n acantnus- wreath 
divine I 

Only to hear and see the far off sparkling 
brine. 

Only to hear were sweet, stretch d out 
beneath the pine 

Vin 

The Lotos blooms below the barren peak 
The Lotos blows by every winding creek 
All day the wind breathes low with 
mellower tone 

T^ro’ every hollow cave and alley lone ! 
Round and round the spicy downs the 
y ellow Lotos dust is blow n 
We have had enough of action, and of 
motion we, 

Roll’d to starboard, roll’d to larboard, 
™ w as seethmg free. 

Where the wallowang monster spouted 
his foam fountains m the sea. 

Let us swear an oath, and keep it with 
an equal mind, 

In the hollow Lotos land to live and lie 
reclmed 

On me hills like Gods together, careless 
of mankind 


For they he Ix-side their nectar, and the 
holts arc hurl’d 

Far liclow them in the valleys, nnd the 
clouds arc lightly curl’d 

Round their golden houses, girdled with 
tin. gkaming world 

Where they sinik in secret, looking over 
wasted lands 

Blight and famine, plague and earthquake, 
roaring deejis and fiery sands, 

Clanging fights 'tntl flaming towns, and 
sml mg ships, and pray mg hands. 

But they smile, they find a music centred 
in a doleful song 

Steaming up, a lamentation and an ancient 
tale of wrong. 

Like a tale of little meaning tho’ the 
words arc strong , 

Chanted from an ill used race of men 
that cleave the sod. 

Sow the seed, and reap the harvest valh 
endunng tod, 

Storing vcatly little dues of wheat, and 
wine and oil , 

Till tliey perish and they suffer — some, 
'us vvhi-jicrd — down m hell 

Suffer endless anguish, others m Hlysian 
valley's dwell, , 

Resting weary limbs at last on beds of 
asphodel 

Surely, surely, slumber is more sweet 
than lod, the shore 

Than labour in the deep nnd-occan, wind 
and wave and oar , 

Oh rest ye, brother manners, we wall 
not vv ander more 

or PAIR WOMEN 

I RF AD, before my cy clidsdropt their shade, 
‘ The Leginti of Good H'omen,' long ago 

Sung by the morning star of song, who 
made 

His music heard below , 

^>an Chaucer, the first warbler, whose 
sweet breath 

Preluded those melodious bursts that fill 

The spacious times of great Elizabeth 
" «n sounds that echo still i 



^ 1>A’£J.M OF F.ilF WOMEN 


S7 


And, for a nhile, the knowledge of his 
art 

Held me above the subject, as strong 
gales 

Hold swollen clouds from raining, tho’ 
my heart, 

\ Brimful of those wild tales. 

Charged both mine ejes wath tears In 
everv land 

I saw, wherever light illummeth, 

Beauty and anguish w alking hand m hand 

The downward slope to death 

Those far -renowned bndes of anaent 
song 

Peopled the hollow^dark, like burning 
stars, 

And 1 heard sounds of insult, shame, and 
wrong, 

And trumpets blown for wars ; 

And dat^nng Hints batter’d with clanging 
hoofs ; 

And I saw crowds in column’d s-nciu- 
anes. 

And forms that pass’d at wandows and on 
roofs 

Of marble palaces , 

Corpses across the threshold , heroes tall 

Dislodging pinnacle and parapet 

Upon the tortoLse creeping to the wall , 

Lances in ambush set , 

And high shnne-doors burst thro' witli 
heated blasts^ 

That run before the fluttenng tongues 
of fire , 

White surf wand-scatter’d over sails and 
masts, 

And ever dimbing higher , 

Squadrons and squares of men in brazen 
plates, 

Scafiblds, still sheets of water, divers 
woes, 

Ranges of glimmering vaults with iron 
grates, 

And hush’d seraglios i 


So shape chased shape as sw’ift as, when 
^ to land 

Bluster the winds andtides thesclf-same 

t' "aj, 

'Crisp foam-flakes said along the level 
sand, 

Torn from the fnnge of spray 

! I started once, or seem’d to start in pain, 
{ Resolved on noble things, and strove 
* to speak, 

(As when a great thought strikes along 
‘ the brain, 

‘ And flushes all the cheek 

And once mv arm was lifted to hew dowm 
A cavalier from off his saddle-how, 
That bore a lady from a leaguer’d town , 
And then, I know not how, 

All those sharp fancies, by down-lapsing 
thought 

Stream’d onward, lost their edges, and 
did creep 

Roll’d on each other, rounded, smooth’d, 
and brought 

' Into the gulfs of sleep. 

At last methought that I had wander’d far 
In an old wood fresh-w ash’d m coolest 
dew 

I Theniaiden splendours of the momingstar 
! Shook in the stedfast blue 

Enormous clm-tree-boles did stoop and 
lean 

Upon the dusky brushwood underneath 
} 1 heir broad curved branches, figged with 
clearest green, 

New from its silken sheath 

The dim red mom had died, her journey 
done, 

And with dead lips smiled at the twi 
light plain, 

Half fall’n across the threshold of the sun, 
Never to rise again 

There was no motion in the dumb dead air. 
Not anj song of bird or sound of nil , 
Gross darkness of tlie inner seg^chre 
Is not so deadly still 
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As that ide forest Grow ths of jasnime 

tam’d 

Their liuiaid arms festooning tree to 
tree, 

And at the root thro’ lush green grasses 
bum’d 

The red anemone 

I knew the flow ers, I knew the Iea\ e-s, I 
knew 

The tearful glimmer of the languid da\ n 

On those long, rank, dark wool walls 
drench’d in dew 
Leading from lawn to lawn 

The smell of violets, hidden in the green. 
Pour’d back into mj empty soul and 
frame 

The times when I remember to have lieen 
Joyful and free from blame 

\nd from within me a clear under tone 
Thrill’d thro’ mine cars in that unbh'a 
ful clime, 

‘ Pass freely thro’ the wood is all thine 
owai. 

Until the end of time ’ 

At length I saw a lady within call. 

Stiller than chisell’d marble, standing 
there, ” ^ 

A.d3nghter.of4lie.gods, divinely tall, 

And most divinely fair 


I>uishe,wi»hsic’ andvM'rt.fulloo! saverre, 
lo her full h.i^l I her «tattly s,alure 
dra ' , 

‘My youth,’ '1 s.id^ 'war lilaricii with 
a ci r' 

This w om-n . a- the cau'e. 

‘ I wasctit off fro « hi>j>. in that sad place. 
Which tn> It c dl (I Vulis iii tltoec iron 
yeats , 

Mv fath h-l'i h s 1 an 1 wp m hi f'Ce , 

I, bl nded \ ith tn_, l' i"-, 

“still fi'ro e to spt“>J . my voice was 
thick wi'ii sigh* 

As in * drtane lyimlv I cm Id dc, cry 

The ‘■'irn blacl bc-rihd lin'-^withwo’f 
1 h eyir, 

W'lting to ‘•^e me dc 

• The Imdi nias'a fiid -r’ll as th- y 1-j ^^oat , 
Th. erowd', the tci iph \ tVer d, ■'ml 
tin shore , 

1 he hjtil'Xilca'h o sc- « a. the' v trim's 
ihroit , 

Touch il , ■' 0(1 I J H'l mote * 

W hereto the other v ith a no .v aw jtd I I'ow 
*I woul 1 tile white col't heavy pluno 

^ ing f(isin, “ 

Whirld bv the wind, had roll’d me diti. 
wlon, 

Then when I Lft my home.* 


Her loveliness waih shame and with sut 
pnsc 


my face 

The star like sorrows of immortal eyes, 
opoke slowly in her place 


— ..... ,u,. woi.r cini, i}„, 

dre-r, 

Froze" my swaft speech she turning on f n ‘‘‘Tl "" ^ s''-ci>'rg -ca 
my face « •’’•‘ttmal. • Conu 

riA efft* 1*1 a I lirvfA ' 


here. 

That I may look on die-e ' 


‘I had great beauty ask thou not mv 
name 

be more wase than destiny 
Many drew swords and died W'hcre’L- 
I came 

I brought calamity ’ 


' ^mSo'; field 

n. ** turning I anneal’d 

To one that stood beside 


-o - wi4UM^;ci o.l a llOWtn m 

A nm pT ^ enm-son -cnrf unroJIV] 
queen with swartlj died s and l»l 
njicl eje*;, 

Brow-bound with burning gold 

smile, began 

Allmood^J^is long since I Have see 

Once, like the moon, I made 
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‘The evcMhifung currents of the blood I 

According to nij humour ebb md Pou ; 
I ha\e no men to govern in tins wood . 

Tint makes mj only woe 

‘ Naj — jxt It chafes me tli-’t I could not 
bend 

One will , nor tame and tutor watli 
mine eje 

That dull cold-blooded Casar Prjlhce, 
Ihciid, 

Where is Mark Antony r 

‘The man, tnj lover, with whom 1 rode 
sublime 

On Tortuue’s neck w e sat as God by 
God 

Tlie Jfihts w oul J hai e rrsen before his time 

And flooded at our nod. 

I* We drank the Libyn Sun to sleep, 

\ and lit 

i Lamps 1 Inch out-buin'd Canopus O 
my life 

In Egypt ' O the d^Umnee and the wit, 

llic flattery and the st^fc ’ j 

‘ And the w ild kiss, when fresh from w ar’s 
alarms, , 

' Aly Hercules, my Roman Antony, % 

My mailed Ilacchus leapt into my anns 

Contented there to die 1 

‘And there he died and when I licanl 
my name •>' 

Sigh’d forth w ith life 1 would not brook 
my fear 

Of the other . with a wonn I balk’d his 
fame 

What else w as left ? look here ' ’ , 

(JVith that she torehcr robe apart, and half 
t'l'The polish’d argent of her breast to 
/ sight •_,v' ^ 

Laid ban. Thereto she pointed with a 
laugh. 

Show mg the aspick’s lute ) 

*I died a Queen The Roman soldier 
found 

Me lymg dead, my crown about my 
brows. 


A name for ever! — lying robed and 
crown’d, , 

Wortliy a Roman spouse ’ 

Her ivaiibling t oice, a lyre of widest range 
Struck by all passion, did fall down 
and glance 

From lone to lone, and glided thro’ all 
diange 

Of liveliest utterance 

When she made pause 1 knew not for 
delight , 

Kecause w uh sudden motion from the 
ground 

She raised hei piercing orbs, and fill’d w ith 
light 

The mteival of sound 

Still with their fires Lpve tipl his keenest 
darts , 

As once they drew into twohunungxiug'^ 

All beams of Lose, melting the mighty 
hearts 

Of captains and of kings X 

Iv* 

Slowly^y sense undazzled Then I heard 
A noise of some one coming thio’ the 

, s lawn, - , 

,And singing clearer than the cresleiljjiird 
That claps his wings at dawn ^ 

‘The torrent brooks of halloyv’d Israel ' 
From craggy hollows pouring, late and 


soon, 

Sound all night long, in fallmg tliro’ the 


dell, 

Far-heard beneath the moon 


‘ The bajmy moon of blessed Israel 
Floods all the deep blue gloom watli 
beams diiane - 

All night tlie splmjer’d crag? that wall'*;^ 
the dell/ ' 

With spires 'Of silver shme , 

As one that museth where broad sunslime 
la^s ^ 

The lawn by some cathedral, thro’ the 
door 

Hearing the holy organ rolling waves 
Of sound on roof and floor 
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Within and anthem sung, is chann’d and 
tied 

1 o where he stands, — so stood I n hen 
that flow 

Of music left the lips of her that died 
To save her father’s tow , 

The daughter of the warnor Gileadite, 

A maiden pure , as when she went 
along 

F rom Mizpeh’s tow er’d gate with welcome 
light, 

Wth timbrel and with song 

Jly words leapt forth 'Heaten heads' 
the count of crimes 

With that wild oath ’ She render’d 
answer high 

‘Not so, nor once alone , a thousand times 
I would be bom and die 


'The light white doud swam over us. 
Anon 

We heard the lion roanng from his den , 

We saw tlie large white stars nse one by 
ore, 

Or, from the darken’d glen, , J 

'Saw God divide the night with flying 
flame. 

And thunder on the eierlasting hills 

I heard Him, for He spake, and gnef 
became 

A solemn scorn of ills 

‘^\^len the next moon was roll’d into 
the sky, 

Strength came to me that equall'd ray 
desire 

How beautiful a thing it was to die 

For God and for my sire ' 


‘Single I grew, like some green plant, 
whose root 

Creeps to the garden water-pipes be- 
neath, 

Feeding the flower, but ere my flower 
to fruit 

Changed, I was npe for death 

‘ My God, my land, my father— these did^ 
move ^ " 

Me from my bliss of life, that Natu-e 
gave, 

Lower’d softly with a threefold cord of 
lo\e 

Down to a silent grave 


‘ And I w ent mourning, “No fair Hebrew 
boy 

Shall smile^away my maiden blame 
Among 

The Hebrew mothers ’’-emptied of all 
Leating the dance and song, 


‘ Leaving the olive-gardens far below 

''"SSw snipe-loaded vines t 
‘fcueath the battled tower 


‘ It comforts me in this one thought to 
dwell. 

That I subdued me to my father’s w ill , 
Be«use the kiss he gave me, ere 1 fell, 
Sweetens tlie spirit st.ll 

Jforeover it is written that my race 
Hew'd Ammon, hip and thigh, from 
Aroer 

On Amon unto Minneth ’ Here her face 
Glow’d, as I look’d at her 


oue lock Q her Ups she left me where 
stood 

‘Glory to God,’ she sang, and pa 
afar, ^ 

^Tvf“!*i®®°'2breboskageofthewooc 
Toward the morning star j 

Lonng her carol I stood pensnelj, 

As one that from a casement leans h: 
head. 

And the old year is dead 


hlunnnrM w of 

Murmur d beside me ‘ Turn and lo 

on me 

“en call fa 

« what I was I be " 
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' ^ Ivien some maiden coarse 

ana poor » 

N^O me, that I should c\er sec tlie light I 
\tThose dragon^ej-cs of anger’d Eleanor 
VJ Do hunt me, daa and night ’ 
t! " o 

She ceased in tears, faljen from hope and 1 


As when a soul laments, which hath been 
blest, 

Dcsirmg what is mingled with past 
years. 

In yearnings that can never be exprest 
By signs or groans or tears , 


trust 

To whom the Egjptian* ‘O, jou 
tamelj died 1 

You should ha\e clung to Fuhaa’s waist, 
and thrust 

The dagger thro’ her side ’ 

^ith that sharp sound the white dawai’s 
creeping beams, 

Stol’n torn} brain, dissohcd themystcry 

Of folded sleep The captain of my 
dreams 

Ruled in the eastern sk) 

Mom broaden’d on the borders of the 
dark. 

Ere I saw her, who clasp’d in her last 
trance 

Her murder’d father’s head, or Joan of 
Arc, 

A hght of ancient France , 

Or her who knew that Loae can \anquish 
Death, 

Wio kneeling, with one arm about 
her king. 

Drew forth the poison a'lth her balmy 
breath. 

Sweet as new buds in Spnng 

No memory labours longer from the deep 

Gold-mines of thought to lift the 
hidden* ore 

That glimpses, moaang up, than I from 
sleep 

To gather and tell o’er 

Each little sound and sight With what 
dull pain 

”^ompassd, how eagerly I sought to 
strike 

Into that wondrous track of dreams 
again] 

But no two dreams are like 


Because all words, tho’ culled w'lth dioicest 
art, 

Failing to gwe the bitter of the sweet. 
Wither beneath the palate, and the heart 
Faints, faded by its heat 

THE BLACKBIRD 

O BLACKBIRD ' Sing me something w'ell 
WTiile all the neighbours shoot thee 
round, 

I keep smooth plats of fruitful ground. 
Where thou may’st warble, eat and dwell 

The espaliers and the standards all 
Are thine , the range of lawn and 
park 

The unnetted black-hearts ripen dark, 
All thine, against the garden wall 

Yet, tho’ I spared thee all the spring, 

Fhy sole delight is, sitting still, 

With that gold dagger of tlij bill 
To fret the summer jenneting 

A golden bill I the siher tongue. 

Cold Februaiy loved, is dtj' 

Plenty corrupts the melody 
That made thee famous once, when 
joung 

And in the sultry garden squares. 

Now thy flute -notes are changed to 
coarse, 

I hear thee not at all, or hoarse 
As when a hawker hawks his wares 

Take warning ' he that mil not sing 
While }on sun prospers in the blue, 
Shall sing for want, ere Iea\es are 
new. 

Caught m the frozen palms of Spring. 
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the death of the old year— to /. s. 


the death of the old 
YEAR 

Foi i- knee deep lies the winter snow, 

And the winter winds are weanlj sigh- 
ing 

Toll ye the church bell sid and slow , 

And tread softly and speak low, 

For the old year lies i dying 

Old year, yon must not die , 

You came to us so readily. 

You lited with us so steadily. 

Old year, you shall not die. 

He lieth still he doth not move 
He will not see the dawn of day 
He hath no other life above 
lie gave me a fnend, and a true true-love. 
And the New -year will take ’em away 
Old year, you must not go , | 

So long as yon liave been with us. 
Such joy as you have seen with us. 
Old year, you shall not go 

He froth’d his bumpers to the bnm , 

A jollier year we shall not see 
But tho’ his eyes are waxing dim, 

And tho’ his foes speak ill of him. 

He was a fnend to me 

Old year, you shall not die , 

We did so laugh and cry with you, 
I’ve half a mind to die with you. 

Old year, if you must die. 

He was full of joke and jest, 

But all his merry quips are o’er 
To see him die, across the w aste 
His son and heir doth nde post haste. 
But he’ll be dead before 
Every one for his own 
The mght is starry and cold, my 
fnend. 

And the N«,w-year blithe and bold, 
my fnend, 

Comes up to take his own 

How hard he breathes J over the snow 
I heard just now the crowing coci». 

The shadows fucker to and fro 
The cncket cliirps the light hums low 
“Tia nearly twelve o’clock. 


Shake hanos, before you die 
Old year, we’ll dearly me for you 
What IS it we can do for you ? 
Speak out before you die 

His face is gromng 'harp and thin 
Alack ’ our fnend is gone 
Close up his eyes tie up lus chin 
Step from the corpse, and let him in 
That standeth there alone. 

And vvaitcth at the door 
There's a new foot on the floor, my 
fnend 

And a new face at the door, my 
fnend, 

A new face at tne door 


TO J S 

THFwind, that beats the mountain, blows 
More softly round the open wold, 
And gently comes the vvorld to those 
That ate cast in gentle mould 

And me this knowledge bolder made, 

Or else I had not dared to flow 
In these words toward you, and invade 
Even with a verse your holy woe 

’Tis strange that those we lean on most. 
Those m whose laps our limbs ate 
nursed. 

Fall into shadow , soonest lost 

Those we love first are taken first 

God gives us love Something to love 
Hclendsus, but,vvhcnlov’eisgrown 
To ripeness, that on which it throve 
Falls off, and love is left alone 

This is the curse of time Alas ' 

In grief I am not all unlearn’d , 
Once thro’ mine own doors Death did 
pass. 

One went, who never hath return’d. 

He will not smile — ^not speak to me 
Once more Two y'ears his chair is 
seen 

Empty before ns That was he 

Without whose life I had not been- 
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\ our loss IS rirei ; for this star 
Rose with joii thro’ a little arc 
Of hea\en, nor IrMog wander d fir 
Shot on the sudden into dark 

I knew jour brother his mute dust 
I honour and his linng worth 
A man more pure and bold' and just 
"Was ne\ er bom into the earth 

I haic not look’d upon j-ou nigh, 

Since that dear soul hath fall’n asleep 
Great Katiire is more wise than I 
I wall not tell jou not to weep 

And tho’ mine own cjes fill with dew, 
Dmifn from the suirit thro’ the brain, 
I will not eicn preach to jou, 

‘Weep, weeping dulls the inward 
pain ’ 

Let Gncf be her own mistress still 
She losctli her own anguish deep 
More than much pleasure Let her wall 
Be done — to weep or not to weep 

I wall not saj*, ‘ God's ordmonce 

Of Death is blown in eserj wand ,’ 
For that is not a common chance 
That bkes aw’j a noble mind 

Ills memorj’ long will h\c alone 

In all our hearts, as mournful light 
That broods above the fallen sun. 

And dwells in heaven half the night 

\ am solace ' Meniorj standing near 
Cast down her ejcs, and in her 
throat 

Her voice seem’d distant, and a tear 
Dropt on the letters as I wrote 

I wrote I know not what In truth, 
How should I soothe jou anjwvay. 
Who miss the brother of your joulh? 

Yet something I did wish to saj' 

For he too was a friend to me 

Both are my friends, and my true 
breast 

Blecdeth for both , yet it may be 
That only sdcnce suitcth best. 


W'ords weaker than your grief would 
make 

Grief more, ’1 were better I should 
cease 

Although mjself could almost take 

The place of him that sleeps in 
peace 

Sleep sweetly, tender heart, in peace 
Sleep, holy spint, blessed soul, 
WHiile the stars burn, tlie moons increase. 
And the great ages onward roll 

Sleep tdl tlic end, true soul and sweet 
Nothing comes to theenew orstrange 
Sleep full of rest from bead to feet , 

Lie still, dry dust, secure of change 

ON A MOURNER 

I 

Nature, so far as in her lies. 

Imitates God, and turns her face 
To every land beneath the skies. 

Counts nothing that she meets with 
base. 

But lives and loves in eveij’ place , 

II 

Fills out the homely quickset-screens, 
And makes the purple lilac ripe. 

Steps from her airy hill, and greens 
The swamp, where humm’d the drop 
ping snipe. 

With moss and braided marish-pipe , 

m 

And on thy heart a finger lays. 

Saying, ‘ Beat quicker, for the time 
Is pleasant, and the woods and ways 
Arc pleasant, and the beech and lime 
Put forth and feel a gladder clime ’ 

IV 

And murmurs of a deeper voice. 

Going before to some far shnne. 

Teach that sick heart the stronger choice. 
Till all thy hfe one way incline 
With one wide Will that closes thine 
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And nlicn the zoning esc has died 
Where >on dark vallc>s ssand forlorn. 
Come Hope and Menioo. spouse and 
bride, 

From out the borders of the morn. 
With that fair child belssi'ct them bom 

SI 

And sshen no mortal motion jars 

The blackness round the tombing sod. 
Thro’ silence and the trembling stars 
Comes Faith from tracts no feel base 
trod, 

And Virtue, like a household god 
sn 

Promising empire , such as those 
Once heard at dead of night to greet 
Troy’s siandenng pnnee, so that he ro'c 
With sacrifice, while all the fleet 
Had rest by stony lulls of Crete 


Tho’ Power should make from land to 
land 

The name of Britain trebly great — 
Tho’ ctcry channel of the Stale 
Should till and choke with golden sand- 

Yet waft me from the harbour mouth, 
Wild a md ' I seek a warmer sV y, 
And I will sec before I die 
The palms and temples of the South 


Voo ask me, why, tho’ ill at case. 

Within this region I subsist, 

YTiosc spmts falter in the mist. 

And languish for the purple seas 

It IS the land that freemen till. 

That sober suited Freedom chose. 
The land, where girt with friends or 
foes 

A man may speak the tiling he wall , 

A land of settled government, 

A land of just and old renown, 
MTiere Freedom slowly broadens 
dowm 

From precedent to precedent 

Wliere faction seldom gathers head. 

But by degrees to fullness wrought, 
The strength of some diffusive thought 

Hath time and space to work and spread 

Should banded unions persecute 
Opinion, and induce a time 
Al'hen single thought is cimI enme, 

And individual freedom mute , 


Or old sat Freedom on the heights, 
file thunders breaking at her feel 
Vboie her shook the starry lights 
She heard the torrents meet 

There in her place she did rejoice, 

Self gather’d m her prophet mind, 
But fragments of her mighty voice 
Came rolling on the wind 

Then slept she down thro’ lovm and field 
To mingle with the human race, 

And part by part to men reveal’d 
1 he fullness of her face — 

Grave mother of majestic works, 

From her isle altar gazing down, 

W ho, God like, grasps the triple fori s. 
And, -King like, wears the crown 

Her open eyes desire the truth 

The wisdom of a thousand year-. 

Is in them May perpetual youth 
Keep dry their light from tears , 

j That her fair form may stand and shine, 
Make bnght our days and light our 
dreams. 

Turning to scorn wath lips divane 
The falsehood of extremes * 


Lo\ E thou thy land, with love far brought 
From out the stoned Past, and used 
” ike Present, but transfused 
Thro’ future lime by power of thought. 
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True lo%o turn’d round on 6xed pole?, 
Ixne, til it tJiduri.'S not sordid tnd?, 
For hnghiih intuic?, fn.enii,n, friends, 
Thj bro'ln.rs nnd nitnorlnl ?ouls 

But pimsKi not n lime, 

Kor J.cd mth crude innginin;:!. 

Tlie herd, wild heists '•iici feeble wings 
Thit cierj sophistcr cun lime 

Dciucr noi the i'«ks of m'ghi 
To wonkness, nci'lier h'de the zi\ 
From tho e, rot blind, who wnit for 
dn), 

Tlio’ sitting prt with doiih ful hghl 

Make 1 now ledge circle with die winds , 
But lei her I’ernhl, Reference, lie 
Before* fi-f to wl '•teee*'" ?kr 
Bear see-d of men and growth of n inds 

Watch what main currents draw the j ears 
(*ul rreju'i.ee •'ga nsv the grain 
But ge'ntle words •'re alw*ajs gam 
Regard the weakness of ’l.j peers 

Nor toil fo' title, pl'ce, or touch 
Of pe is'on neither couiu on praise 
It grow') to gi c'don aher 
Not deal in wa«ch aaords oae’mueli 

Not clinging to some ancient saw , 

Ko* mas’er'd b> some niti'^cm terra , 
Not swih nor sloaa to cti’ngc, but Finn 
Anil in us season bring the law , 

That from Discuision lip maj fall 
With Life, that wor) mg sirciigl), 
bind-s — 

Set in •’ll lights be mans minds. 

To do .e the imcieits of all 

For Nature abo, cold and warm, 

\nd moist and dia, dnising long 
Thro' man) agents making strong, 
Matures the individual form 

Meet Is It changes should control 
Our being, le^t we rust in case 
W*c all arc changed by still oegrees, 

All but the basis of the soul 
T 


So let the change which conics be free 
To ingrooi e itself w ith that w Inch flies, 
And work, a joint of state, that plies 
Its office, inosed with sjmpath) 

A si\ ing hard to shape in act , 

I' or all the past of Finie reveals 
A bridal dawn of thunder-peals, 
Wlicrcv cr 1 bought hath w edded Fact 

Ev’n now we hiar wath inward stnfe 
A motion toiling in tne gloom — 

The Spirit of the sears to come 
\ earning to mix hinisclf with Life. 

] A slow -dev elop'd strength awaits 
1 Completion in a painful school , 
j Phantoms of other forms of rule. 

New Majestna. of might) States — 

The warders of the growing hour, 

But vague in vapour, hard to mark , 
And round them sea and air are dark 
With great contrivances of Power 

Of man) changes, apll) join’d, 

Is bodied forth the second whole 
Re-gard gradation, lest the soul 
Of Discord race the rising wind , 

A wind to puff )our idol-fiics, 

And heap their aslies on the head , 

To shame the boast so often made. 

That we arc wiser than our sires 

Oh }Ct, if Nature’s eval star 

Drive men in manhood, as in joulh, 

To follow fl)ing steps of Truth 
Across the brazen bndge of war — 

If New and Old, disastrous feud, 

Musi ever shock, like armed foes, 

And this be true, till .Time shall close, 
That Principles are rain’d in blood , 

ICot )ct the wise of heart would cease 
To hold his hope thro’ shame and guilt, 
But w ith his hand against the hilt. 
Would pace the troubled land, like 
Peace, 
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A',tERlCA IN 


Not less, tho’ dogs of FocUon baj , 

Would serve his kind in dtcd and word, 
Ccitain, if kno\%kdgc bung the «\\oru, 
That knowledge lakes llie sword awa>— 

Would love the gleams of good that htol c 
From either side, nor ^ell Uis cjts 
And if some dreadful need should rise 
Would strike, and firmly, and one slrol t. j 

To morrow jet would reap to daj, 

As wc bear blossom of the dead , 

Earn well the thnftj months, nor wed 
Raw Haste, half sister to Dclaj 

ENGLAND AND AMERICA 
IN 17S2 

O THOU, that sendsst out the man 
To rule bj land and sea. 

Strong mother of a Lion lint, 

Be proud of those strong *ons of thine 
Who wTcnch’d their rights from thee * 

What wonder, if m noble heat 
Those men thine arms withstood, 
Retaught the lesson thou hadst taught. 
And m thj spirit with thee fought — 

Who sprang from English blood I 

But Thou rejoice wath liberal joj'. 

Lift up thy rockj face. 

And shatter, when the storms arc black. 
In many a streaming torrent back. 

The seas that shock tlij base 1 

l^Tiateier harmonics of law 
The growing world assume. 

Thy wrork is thine — ^Thc single note 
From that deep chord which Hampden 
smote 

Will aibrate to the doom 


THE GOOSE 

1 Ksrw an old wife lean and poor. 
Her rags scarce held together , 
There strode a stranger to the doOr, 
And it was windy weathei 


Lht.llng>'ot 

He utter d rhjmt *nl r- ,n, 

•litre, talc the r«’' • 
warm, 

U r a storm} ‘'a on 

Slit caught the ihite bi the leg, 

A goo't— 'll as no j tvM iii-’K-* 

T he goose Is' fall * i'f>* I' • <*'’ 1 ^ 

With cackle md v.ih chM'-r 

She dropt the ’’n ^ >”h* the 

I>vlf, 

\nd rrti to tell her ti iil>'iif. 

And blces’d her* If, tr 1 c ir«r.l 
And rented from h* r t" 

And feeding hm 1, ''id li* ng •->''1, 

Grew ph mp and "oV Imvii. • , 

Until the gra\c ri iirchi riVa r'oiTd, 

The parson '^niil *d 'n>t ro'bl- k 

So silting, rc'scvl 1; n ’n ar 1 1 'nid, 

She felt her 1 cart prow jit<n d'r 
But ah ' the more the wlii'e t ivuc laid 
It clad M and cad 1 1 

It chitier’d here, it ch ickl-' tl etc : 

It stirr’d the oli wife'' meSb 
She shifted in hi r elbow ch-ir. 

And hurl'd the p'n and kettle 

‘ A quinsy choVc th\ t irtcil no'e I* 

Then wax'd her angir stronger 
'Co, lake the gooie*, and wring herthroat 
I will not liear it longer * 

Then yelp’d the cut, and yaw I'd the cat , 
Ran Gaffer, stumbled Gammer 
The goose (lew this way and flew that, 
And fill'd tile house with clamour 

As head -nd heels upon tlie floor 
They flounder d all togetlur, 

There strode a stranger to the dot>r, 

And It was winds weadier 

I He took the goose upon his arm. 

Cl words of scorning , 

I keep you cold, or keep you warm 
I It IS a s'ormy motninp ' 
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The wnid wmd rang from park and plain, 
And round the attics rumbled, 

Till all the tables danced again, 

And half the chimneys tumbled 

The glass bleu in, the fire blew out. 

The blast was hard and harder 


Her cap blew off, her gown blew up. 
And a whirlwind clear’d the larder 

And while on all sides breaking loose 
Her household fled the danger. 
Quoth she, ' The Devil take the goose. 
And God forget the stranger ' ’ 


ENGLISH IDYLS 

AND OTHER POEMS 


THE EPIC 

At Francis Allen’s on the Christmas - 
eve, — 

The game of forfeits done — the girls all 
kiss’d 

Beneath the sacred bush and past away — 

The parson Holmes, the poet Everard 
HaU, 

The host, and I sat round the wassail- 
bowl. 

Then half-way ebb’d . and there we held 
a talk, 

How alltheold honour had from Christmas 
gone, 

Or gone, or dwindled down to some odd 
games 

In some odd nooks like this , till I, tired 
out 

With cutting eights that day upon the 
pond. 

Where, three times slipping from the 
outer edge, 

I bump’d the ice into three several stars. 

Fell in a doze , and half-awake I heard 

The parson taking ivide and wider 
sweeps. 

Now harping on the church - commis- 
sioners. 

Now hawking at Geology and schism , 

Until I woke, and found him settled down 

Upon the general decay of faith 

Right thro’ the world, ‘ at home was little 
left. 


And none abroad • there w'as no anchor, 
none. 

To hold bj ’ Francis, laughing, clapt 
his hand 

On Eierard’s shoulder, with ‘I hold by 
him * 

‘ And I,’ quoth Everard, ‘ the wassail 
bowl ’ 

‘Why yes,’ I said, *we knew your gift 
that way 

At college but another which you had, 

I mean of verse (for so we held it then). 

What came of that?’ ‘ You know,’ said 
Frank, ‘ he burnt 

His epic, his King Arthur, some twelve 
books ' — 

And then to me demanding why ? ‘ Oh, 
sir. 

He thought that nothmg new was said, 
or else 

Something so said ’twas nothmg — that a 
truth 

Looks freshest in* the fashion of the day 

Godknoivs he has a mint of reasons ask 

It pleased me well enough ’ ‘Nay, nay,' 
said Hall, 

‘Why take the style of those heroic times? 

For nature bnngs not back the Mastodon, 

Nor we those times , and whj should any 
man 

Remodel models ? these twelve books of 
mine 

Were faint Homeric echoes, nothing- 
worth, 
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Mere chaff and draff, much belter burnt ’ 

' But I,’ 

Said Francis, ‘ pick’d the eleventh from 
this hearth 

i\nA have it keep a thing, its use will 
come. j 

I hoard it as a sugar plum for Holmes 

He laugh’d, and I, tho’ sleepy, like a 
horse 

That hears the com bin onen, pnck’o my 
eats , 

For I remember’d Everard’s college fane 

When we were Freshmen then at my 
request 

He brought it , and the poet little urged: 

But with some prelude of disparagement. 

Read, mouthing out his hollow oes and 
aes. 

Deep chested music, and to this result 


Of' MORTE D’ARTHUR 

So all day long the noise of battle roll’d 
Among the mountains by the winter sea 
Until King Arthur’s table, man by man, 
HadfallenmLyonnesse about their Lord. 
King Arthur then, because his wound 
was deep. 

The bold Sir Bedivere uplifted him, 

Sir Bedivcre, the last of all his knights, 
And bore him to a chapel nigh the field, 

A broken chancel with a broken cross. 
That stood on a dark strait of barren land. 
On one side lay the Ocean, and on one 
Lay a great water, and Ae moon was 
full 

Then spake King Arthur to Sir 
Bedivere 

• The sequel of to day unsolders all 
^e goodhestfellowship of famous knights 
Whereof this world holds record Such 
a sleep 

They sleep— the men 1 loied I think 
that we 

^all never more, at any future lime 
Delight our souls with talk of knighUy 
deeds, 

^ a^ing about the gardens and the halls 
Ut t-imclot, as in the days that were 
1 pensh by this people which I made.— 


Tho’ Merlin sware that 1 should come 
again 

To rule once more— but let w hit w ill lie, 
be, 

I am so deeply smitten thro’ the helm 
That without help I cannot list Ull mom 
Thou therefore take my brand Excalibnr, 
Which was my pnde for thou remcm 
berest how 
In those old days, one summer noon, ar 
arm 

Rose up fiom out the bosom of the like, 
Clothed in white samite, mystic, \ on- 
dcrful. 

Holding the sword — and how I row'd 
across 

And took U, and have worn it, like a 
king 

And, whcrcsoexcr I am sung or told 
In aftertime, this also shall be known 
But now deliy not like Excalibur, 

And fling him far into the middle mere 
Watch what thou seest, and lightly bnng 
me worn ’ 

To him replied the bold Sir Btdivcrc 
‘It IS not meet, bir King, to Icate thee 
thus. 

Aidless, alone, and smitten thro’ the hclni> 
A little thing nny narm a w ounded men. 
Yet I thy hcsl will all perform at full, 
Watch what 1 see, and lightly bnng thet 
word ’ 

So saying, from the ruin'd shrine be 
slept 

And in the moon athwart the place of 
tombs, 

Where lay the mighty bones of ancient 
men, 

Old knights, and over them the sea wind 
sang 

bhnll, chill, with flakes of foam lie, 
stepping down 

By ag sag paths, and juts of pointed rock, 
Came on the shining levels of the lake 
There drew he fonh the brand 
ExcaUbur, 

And o’er him, drawing it, the wantei 
moon, 

Bnghtemng the skirts of a long cloud, ran 


forth 
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\iid keen with fro'H aqiin<;l the 

hilt 

Fot all the haft twinkled w ith diamond 
<parks, 

Mjandi of tojw -lights, and jacinth-work 
Of sjIj'Kv jcwdlcn He gared so long 
That IkVIi his 03 es were dowkd, as he 
s*ood. 

This waj and that di\iding the swift 
t iind, 

In -ct to throw but at the lost it seem’d 
Rcticr lo lea\e Hxcahlnir conceal d 
Ti.e'e in the man) -knotted waterflags, 
Tint whistled stiff and di} about the 
marge 

5o sirodc he back slow to tne wounded 
King 

ITi^n sjjake King Artliur to Sir Bedi- 
\eri 

^Ilast IJioa perform'd mj mission which 
1 gasc? 

\Miat IS n t’'Ou Inst seen ? or what hast 
heard?’ 

And answcrmadcthebold SirBcdnerc 
‘I heard the ripple washing in the reeds, 
And the wild water lapping on the crag ’ 

To whom replied King Arthur, faint 
and pale 

* Thou hxst betraj ’d thj nature and thy 
name. 

Not rendering true answ cr, as beseem’d 
Thj feoltj, nor like a noble knight 
For surer sign had follow’d, either hand, 
Or soicc, or else a motion of the mere 
This is a shameful thing for men to he 
Yet now , I charge thee, quickij go again 
As thou art hef and dear, and do the thing 
I had thee, watch, and hghti) bring me 
word 

Tlien w ent Sir Bcdis ere the second time 
Across the ridge, and paced beside the 
mere, 

Counting the dewy pebbles, fix’d in 
thought , 

But when he saw the wonder of the hilt. 
How curiously and strangely chaserl, he 
smote 

Ills palms together, and he cned aloud, 

'And if indeed I cast the brand awaj, 
Surely a precious thing, one worthy note. 


Should thus be lost for ever from the earth, 
Which might base pleased the eyes of 
manj men 

W'hat good siiould follow this, if this w ere 
done? 

Wliai harm, undone ? deep harm to dis 
obey, 

Seeing obedience is the bond of rule 
W ere it w ell toobej then, if a king demand 
An act unprofitable, against himself? 

The King is sick, and knows not what he 
docs 

; W'hat record, or what relic of my lord 
; Should be to aftertime, but empty breath 
And rumours of a doubt? but were this 
kept. 

Stored in some treasure-house of mighty 
kings. 

Some one might show it at a joust of arms, 
Sayang, " King Arthur’s sword, Excahbur, 
Wrought by the lonely maiden of the Lake 
Nine years she WTOught it, sitting in the 
deeps 

Upon the ludden bases of the hills ” 

So might some old man speak m the 
aftertime 

To all the people, winning reverence 
But now much honour and much fame 
were lost ’ 

So spake he, clouded with his own 
conceit. 

And hid Excahbur tlie second time, 

And so strode back slow to the wounded 
Kmg 

Tlicn spoke King Artliur, breathing 
heavily 

‘ What is It thou hast seen? or what host 
beard ?’ 

And answ ermade the bold SirBedivere 
•I heard the water lapping on the crag, 
And the long ripple w'ashing in the reeds ’ 

To whom replied King Arthur, much 
in wrath 

‘Ah, miserable and unkind, untrue, 
Unknightly, traitor-hearted 1 Woe is me ' 
Authority forgets a dying king, 

Laid widow’d of the power m his eye 
That bowl’d the will I see thee what 
thou art, 

For thou, the latest left of all my knights 
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Tn whom should meet the offices of all, 

Thou wouldst betraj me for the precious 
hilt. 

Either from lust of gold, or like a girl 
Valuing the giddy pleasure of the ejcs 
Vet, foi a man may fail in dutj twice. 

And the third time may prosper, get thee 
hence 

But, if thou spare to fling Excalibur, 

I will arise and slay thee with my hands ’ 
Then quickly rose Sir Bedivere, and 
ran, 

And, leaping down the ndges lightly, 
plunged 

Among the bulrush beds, and clutch’d the 
sword, 

And strongly wheel’d and threw it. The 
great brand 

blade lightnings in the splendour of the 
moon, 

And flashing round and round, and w hirl’d 
in an arch. 

Shot like a streamer of the northern mom. 
Seen where the monng isles of winter 
shock 

By mght, with noises of the northern sea 
So flash’d and fell the brand Excalibur 
But ere he dipt the surface, rose an arm 
Clothed m white samite, mystic, won 
derful, 

\nd caught him by the hilt, and bran 
dish’d him 

Three times, and drew him under m the 
meie 

And lightly went the other to the King 
Then spoke King Arthur, drawing 
thicker breath 

* Now see I by thine eyes that this is 
done 

Speak out what is it thou hast heard, or 
seen?’ 

And answer madethebold Sir Bedivere 
’ Sir King, I closed mine eyelids, lest the 


But when I look’d again, behold an arm, 
Clothed in white ■taraitc, inysUc, won- 
derful, 

That caught him by the hilt, and bran 
dish d him 

Three times, and drew him under m the 
mere’ 

And answ cr made King Arthur, breath- 
ing hard 

‘ My end draws nigh , ’tis time that 1 
were gone 

Make broad thy shoulders to teceise my 
weight. 

And bear me to the margin , yet I fear 
My wound hath taken cold, and I shall 
die ’ 

So sayang, from the pavement he lialf 
rose, 

Slowly, with pain, reclining on his arm, 
And looking wistfully with wide blue cyc- 
As in a picture Him Sir Bedivere 
Remorsefully regardcrl thro’ his tears. 

And would have spoken, but he found 
not words. 

Then took with cate, and kneeling on 
one knee. 

O’er both his shoulders drew the languid 
hands, 

And rising bore him thro’ the place of 
tombs 

But, as he walk’d. King Arthur panted 
hard, 

Like one that feels a nightmare on his bed 
\\Tien all the house is mute So sigh d 
the King, 

Muttenng and murmunng at his ear, 

‘ Quick, quick 1 

1 fear it is too late, and I shall die ’ 

But the other swiftly strode from ridge to 
ndge, 

Clothed with his breath, and lookinir, as 
he walk’d, 

Larger than human on the frozen hills 
He heard the deep behind him, and a 
cry 

Before His own thought drov e him, lik e 
a goad 


gems 

Should blmd my purpose, for I never saw, 
ft or shall see, here or elsewhere, till I die, 
ftot tho 1 live three lives of mortal men, 

M great a mirade as yonder hilt 1 Tirtr oUaXi v v 

Then w ub both hands I flung bim, wheel- 1 ^ his harness in the icy caves 

mg him , ^ im.wneei | And barren chasms, and all to left and 


nght 
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The k Ti W;ck chlT clintj’u ro>iml hum, 
n- Jit, b-x-votl 

His ft cl t) ' ju*s of sl»ppt.n rnt; tint rnn" 
Shttp'-^njlttr \vjth the dim of armed 
hceU — 

And on n sudden, lo ’ iht le\cl like. 
And the lorn; cloriu; of the \\ inter moon 
TIicn<n« thc} how then. ho\c n du«ky 
Inrgc, 

Tbik Ti! .a funcml «c.T,rf from stem lo stem, 
IkneHH them; end detcendmg thej were 
wnre 

Thu all thc dtck=i Were dense with stntcl> 
fonns 

Rlack stolcd, hbek hooded, hi c a dream 
— bj lho«e 

Three Queens w.tn crowns of gold — and 
from them ro'C 

Acrv ih't shiscr'd to the tingling stars, 
And, as n wen. one soice an agon) 

Of lamentation, like a wind, that shnlls 
AH night in a waste land, where no one 
comes, 

Or hath come, since the making of the 
world 

Then mumurd Arthur, ' Place me in 
the barge,’ 

And to thc barge thej came. There those 
three Queens 

Pul fo'lh their hands, and took the King, 
•’nd wept 

Put she, that rose thc tallest of them all 
And fiircst, laid his head upon her lap, 
*\nd looked the shatter’d casque, and 
chafed his hands, 

And call d him by his name, complaining 
load. 

And dropping bitter tears against his brow 
Striped with dark blood for all his face 
was white 

And colourless, and like the wither'd 
moon 

Smote Lj thc fresh beam of thc springing 
ea.sl , 

And all his greas cs and cuisscs dash d 
with drops 

Of onset ; and ihelightandlustrouscurls 
That made his forehead like a rising siin 
tligh from thc dais-throne — were parch'd 
wath dust ; 
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Or, clotted into points and hanging loose, 
Mi\'il with thc knightly growth that 
fringed Ins lips 

So like a shatter’d column laj the King , 
Not like that Arthur who, wath lance in 
rest, 

From spur to plume a st.ar of tournament, 
Shot thro’ thc lists at Camclot, and charged 
Before the ej es of ladies and of kings 
Then loiidl) cned thebold Sir Bcdivere, 
‘Ah • m} Lord Arthur, whither shall I 
go’ 

Where shall I hide my forehe.ad and my 
eyes? 

For now I sec thc true old times are dead, 
When c\ety morning brought a noble 
chance, 

Ana eiert chance brought out a noble 
knight 

Such times have been not since the light 
that ltd 

The holy Flders with thc gift of myrrh 
But now the whole round table is 
dissoKcd 

WTiich w as an image of the mighty w orld , 
And I, the last, go foith companionless, 
And thc days darken round me, and the 
years. 

Among new men, strange faces, other 
minds ’ 

And slowly answered Arthur from the 
ba'-ge 

‘ The old order changeth, yielding place 
to new, 

And God fulfils Himself in many ways. 
Lest one good custom should corrupt the 
world 

Comfort thyself what comfort is in me ? 
I have lived my life, and that w’hich 1 
have done 

May He wathin Himself make pure 1 but 
thou, 

If thou shouldst never see my face again, 
Pray for my soul More things are 
wrought by prayer 

Than this world dreams of Wherefore, 
let thy voice 

Rise like a fountain for me night and day 
For what are men better than sheep or 
goals 
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That nounsh a blind life wilbm the Iwin, 

If, knowing God, thej lift not hands of 
prajer 

Both for themschcs and iho^e who call 
them fnend ? 

For so the whole round earth is tiLr> waj 
Bound by gold chains alwut the fet-t of 
God 

But now farewell I am going a long w aj 
^Ylth these thou setst— if indeed 1 go— 
(For all my mind is clouded w ilh a doubt) | 
To the island \allcy of Aiilion , 1 

Where falls not hail, or ram o' any snow, j 
Nor eier wind blows loudh , but it lies 
Deep-meadow d, happy fair with orchard 
lawns 

And bowery hollow s crow n’d w ith summer 
sea, 

Wliere I will tieal me of my gncioas 
wound ’ 

So said he, and the barge wath oar and ; 
sail ! 

Moved from the brink, like some full 
breasted swan 

That, fluting a wald carol ere her death, 
Ruffles her pure cold plume, and takes 
the flood , 

With swarthy webs Long stood Sir 
Bediverc 

Revolving many memories, till the hull 
Look’d one black dot against the verge 
of dawn. 

And on the mere the wailing died away 

Here ended Hall, and our last light, 
that long 

Had wank’d and threaten’d darkness, 
flared and fell 


I know not 1 m 1 "C sitting, a 1 said, 

Ihc cock ervw loivl, IS a* that tine 
of y car 

The lusty bird take- every Ivut for dawn 
I hen 1 ranus, miittcr np Ike a tii'ti 
ill ircd 

•Tlitre now- tnat’s na'lung’* diet’ v 
little back. 

And drove Ills htil lUiO the strntiildcr d 
log 

That sent a blast of sjTatflr up the (hie 
And so to bcil vvlu re v ct in s’et j* 1 seem d 
To sail with Arthur under) lomtng sboivs. 
Point after point , i.ll on to dawn, when 
dreams 

Begin to feel the tnitli and atir of da). 

To me, mttlioughi, who w uted with v 
crowd 

There camu a bark that, l)Iov<mg forward, 
Iki'c 

King Arthur, like a modem gentleman 
Of stateliest jw,, and all the people 
cned, 

' Arthur i: conic again lie carnoi die 
Tlien those that stooil upon ibi. bills 
behind 

Repeated— 'Come again, and thrice o-s 
fcir,’ 

And, furtber inland, voice' tclio’d — 
* Come 

With all good thin';s, and var sUvll lie 
no more ’ 

At this 3 hundred bills b "gan to peal, 
That with the snjnd I woke, anil heard 
indeed 

The clear church -bells ring in 'lit 
Christmas mom 


At which the Parson, sent to sleep with 
sound, 

And waked with silence, grunted ' Good • ’ 
but we I 

Sat rapt it was the tone with which he 
read— 

Perhaps some modem touches here and 
there 

Redeem’d it from the charge of notliinff- 
ness— 

Or else we loved the man, and pmed his 


the GARDENER'S 
DAUGH TER , 

OR, IHF PICTURES 

This morning is the morning of the day , 
When I and Laslace from the city went 
To see theOardener s Dauglitir , I and be, 
brothers in Art , a fncndship so complete 
1 onion’d in halves between us. that v c 
grew 

The fable of the city where we dAelU 
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Mj Eustace might hav e sal for Hercules , 
So muscular bespread, so broad of breast 
He, b) some lau that holds in love, and 
draws 

The greater to the lesser, long desired 
A certain miracle of svmmetr)’, 

A immature of loichness, all grace 
Summ’d up and closed in little , — Juliet, 
she 

So light of foot, so light of spirit — oh, she 
To me mjself, for some three careless 
moons, 

The summer pilot of an empty heart 
Unto the shores ofnothing ' Know } ou not 
Such touches are but embassies of love. 
To tamper wath the feelings, ere he found 
Empire for life ? but Eustace painted her. 
And said to me, she sitting -wath us then, 
‘ When wall j’oit paint like this ? ’ and I 
replied, 

M} words were half in earnest, half in 
jest,) 

Tis not your W’ork, but Love’s Lore, 
unpercened, 

A more ideal Artist he than all, 

Came, drew jour pencil from jou, made 
those eyes 

Darker than darkest pansies, and that hair 
More black than ashhuds in the front of 
March ’ 

And Juliet answer’d laughing, ‘ Go and see 
The Gardener’s daughter trust me, after 
that, 

Vou scarce can fail to match his master- 
piece ’ 

And up we rose, and on the spur we went 
Not wliolly in the busy w orld, nor quite 
Beyond it, blooms the garden that I lo\ e 
News from the humming city comes to it 
In sound of funeral or of marriage bells , 
And, sitting muffled in dark leaves, )’on 
hear 

The windy clanging of the minster clock , 
Although between it and the garden lies 
A league of grass, wash’d by a slow broad 
stream. 

That, stirr’d with languid pulses of the oar. 
Waves all its lazy lilies, and creeps on. 
Barge-laden, to three arches of a bndge 
Crown’d with the minster-towers 


The fields between 
Are dewy-fresh, browsed by deep-udder’d 
kine, 

And all about the large lime feathers low. 
The lime a summer home of murmurous 
ivings 

Inthat stillplace she, hoarded in herself. 
Grew, seldom seen , not less among us 
lived 

Her fame from lip to lip MHio had not 
heard 

Of Rose, the Gardener’s daughter ? Where 
was he, 

So blunt in memor}', so old at heart, 

At such a distance from his jouth in gnef. 
That, ha\mg seen, forgot ? The common 
mouth. 

So gross to express delight, in praise of 
her 

Grew oraton’ Such a lord is Love, 

And Beauty such a mistress of the world 
And if I said that Fancy, led by Lo\e, 
Would play with flying forms and images, 
Yet this IS also true, dial long before 
I look’d upon her, when I beard her name 
My heart was like a prophet to my heart. 
And told me I should love A crowd of 
hopes, 

That sought to sow themsehes like 
winged seeds. 

Bom out of e\ ery thing I heard and saw. 
Flutter d about my senses and my soul , 
And vague desires, like fitful blasts of 
balm 

To one that traiels quicklj, made the air 
Of Life deliaous, and all kinds of thought. 
That verged upon them, sweeter than the 
dream 

Dream’d by a happy man, when the dark 
East, 

Unseen, is brightening to his bndal morn 
And sure this orbit of the memory folds 
For ever in itself the day we went 
To see her All the land in flowery 
squares. 

Beneath a broad and equal-blowing wind, 
Smelt of the coming summer, as one large 
cloud 

Drew downward but all else of heaven 
was pure 
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Up 10 the Sun. and Maj fron, to 

And Andonctttnnirn^'. f“« 


As tho' w7«^terda>. ns tho’ it ncte Uejond ns vs s.c tntci'd « the cwl 
tL hour just flonn, that mom nilh ntt 1 he Rttdcn stretches souiUtenrd In the 


Idev. 


TOsdst 


(For those* old^Mnjs had thrice the life A cedar spread hts dnrl RrcCn H>ets of 
' «.h^ac 


Rings i?mmTirs The steer forgot to The garden glasses cl-nrco -mt worn 


And, ^re the hetlge ran cols the j FhetwinUmg lauiel scatter tfsthet tuhi* 
pathway, stood, i ‘I ustacc I said, ‘this asow.er Ucp: 

Leaning hishorns into the neighbour field, 


cwl> 


^ the hoi'st ' 

And ion mg to his fellows “ hroin the { He nodded, but a moment altcrnaids 

^^oods 1 lie cncvl, *1 ooh' loot •• CtfoTe hr. ccasc-3 


Cameaoiccs of the well contented doses 


I turn'd, 


The larh could scarce get out his notes And, cicns’ai can nmW htheidhti there 


for joy. 

But shook his song together as he near’d 


For up the jwreh there press "ii I'asttm 
tost, 


His happy home, the ground To left I hat, flossenng high, tht last night'i gale 


and right, 


had caught, 


The cuckoo told his name to all the lulls , | And Moss n acrovs the ssnlk One nrm 


The mellosv ouzel fluted in the elm , 


alofi- 


The redcap svhisilcd, and the nightingale 1 Gossn’d in pure sshitc, that ruled to the 


bang loud, as tho’ he ss ere the bird of daj 


shape— 


And Eustace turn’d, and smiling said j Holding the bush, to fix it hack, she stood, 


to me, 


A single stream of all her soft hross n hart 


‘ Hear hosv the bushes echo ' bj my life, 1 Pour’d on one side the shadoss of the 


These buds has e joyful thoughts Think 
you they sing 

Like poets, from the samity of song ? 


(loss us 

Stole all the golden gloss, and, stascring 
l^singlj losscr, trcmlikd on her statsi — 


Or have they any sense of why they sing ? Ah, happy shade— and still sr tin v as er 


And ssonld they praise the heasens for 
ss hat they have?’ 

And I made answer, • Were there nothing 
else 


ing dossn, 

But, ere it touch’d a foot, that might base 
danced 


The greensss~ird into grtentr circles, dipt, 


For which to praise the heavens but only And mix’d si iili sliadosv s of the common 


love, 


ground ' 


That only love ssere cause enough for But the full day dsselt on her hrosss, and 
praise * • 


sunn’d 


^ Hebe Wooiii, 

And on sLS * 1 i. a. j lusossnssarmih agains* her 

•ana on sse went , but ere an hour had lips, 


We reS'^'a meadow slanting to the " 


HownwhSli’nen wompathwaycourted 1 ^ 


To one green wicket in a pnvet hedge , 


young 
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So rapt, we near’d the house , but she, 
a Rose 

In roses, mingled with her fragrant toil, 
Nor heard us come, nor from her tendance 
turn’d 

Into the world without, till close at hand, 
And almost ere I knew mine own intent, 
This murmur broke the stillness of that 
air 

llTiich brooded round about her 

*Ah, one rose. 
One rose, but one, by those fair fingers 
cull’d. 

Were W'orth a hundred kisses press’d on 
lips 

Less exquisite than thine ’ 

She look’d but all 
Suffused with blushes — neither self-pos- 
sess’d 

Nor startled, but betwixt this mood and 
that, 

Dmded in £. graceful quiet — paused. 

And dropt the branch she held, and turn- 
ing, wound 

Her looser hair in braid, and shrr’d her 
lips 

For some sweet answer, tho’ no answer 
came, 

Nor yet refused the rose, but granted it. 
And moved away, and left me, statue-like, 
In act to render thanks 

I, that whole day. 
Saw her no more, altho’ I linger’d there 
Till every dai^ slept, and Love’s white 
star 

Beam’d thro’ the thicken’d cedar in the 
dusk 

So home we went, and all the livelong 
way 

With solemn gibe did Eustace banter me 
‘Now,’ said he, ‘will you climb the top 
of Art 

You cannot fail but work in hues to dim 
The Titianic Flora Will you match 
My Juliet? you, not you, — the Master, 
Love, 

A more ideal Artist he than all ’ 

So home I went, but could not sleep 

for joy* , 1 

Reading her perfect features m the gloom. 


Kissing the rose she gave me o’er and o’er, 
And shaping faithful record of the glance 
That graced the giving — ^such a noise of 
life 

Swarm'd m the golden present, such a 
voice 

Call’d to me from the years to come, and 
such 

A length of bnght horizon nmm’d the 
dark 

And all that night I heard the watchman 
peal 

The sliding season all that night 1 heard 
The heavy docks knolling the drowsy 
hours 

The drowsy hours, dispensers of all good, 
O’er the mute city stole with folded wings, 
Distilling odours on me as they went 
To greet their fairer sisteis of the East 
Love at first sight, first-bom, and heir 
I to all, 

I Made this night thus Hencefonvard 
squall nor storm 

Could keep me from that Eden where she 
dwelt 

Light pretexts drew me, sometimes a 
Dutch love 

For tulips , then for roses, moss or musk, 
To grace my city rooms, or fruits and 
cream 

Served in the weeping elm , and more and 
more 

A word could bring the colour to my 
cheek , 

A thought would fill my eyes with happy 
dew , 

Love trebled life within me, and with 
each 

The year increased 

The daughters of the year, 
One after one, thro’ that still garden 
pass’d , 

Each gjirlanded with her peculiar flower 
Danced into light, and died into the 
shade , 

And each in passing touch’d with some 
new grace 

Or seem’d to touch her, so that day by 
day. 

Like one that never can be vv holly know n. 
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Her beaut> grew , till Autumn brought 
an hour 

For Eustace, when I heard his deep ‘ I 
will,’ 

Breathed, like the co\enant of a God, to 
hold 

From thence thro’ all the worlds but I 
rose up 

Full of his bliss, and following her dark 
e)cs 

Felt earth as air beneath me, till I reach’d 

The w ickct gate, and found her standing 
there 

There sat we down upon a garden 
mound, 

Two mutuallj enfolded , Ix\c, the third, 

Betw een us, in the circle of his arms 

Enwound us both , and o\cr many a range 

Of waning lime the gray cathedral toners, 

Across a haey glimmer of the west. 

Reteal d their shining windows from 
them clash d 

The bells, we listen'd, with the time 
we play’d. 

We spoke of other things, we coursed 
about 

The subject most at heart, more near and 
near, 

Like dotes about a dotecote, wheehne 
round “ 


The central wish, until we settled the 
Then, in that time and place, I sp 
to her, ‘ 

Requiring, tho’ I knew It tvas mine o 

Yet for the pleasure that I took to he 
Requmng at her hand the greatest cil 

‘he heartrfherllS 
And in Aat time and place she answ, 

me. 

And in the compass of three little woi 

Shain«asehere? Is this enoiigl 
erged^m^ompletion? Would’youle 


I low oas''ion ro-e thro urnimstantia! 
gr-Jc'. 

Beyond all grade-, deaelop'd ? and indeed 

1 had not staid so long to tell yo i all, 

But while I mmed cimc Mtmoiy w.tl 
sad e\Ls, 

Holding the foMid annals of iny yorth j 

And while I mused, 1 oii. with kmt b’ows 
w ent by , 

Anil with a (lying fingtr swtjii my lips, 

And spake, * lie wise not tasily forgiaen 

Arc those, who setting wide the doors that 
bar 

Tlic secret bridal chamlxtta of the heart, 

I-ct m the day ' Here, then, my words 
liaxe tnd 

Yet might 1 tell of nittiings, of fare 
wells— 

Of that which came hctwecn, more 'wtet 
than each. 

In whispers, like the Unsper« of the 
leases 

That tremble round a nightingalt— m 
sighs 

Which perfect Joy, jicrplcx’d for micr 
ance. 

Stole from her sister Sorrow Mmht J 
not tUl 








* 0 


guen. 

And sows, where then, ssas never nccc 
of sows, 

And kiMcs, where the heart on one wilt 
leap 

Hung trancetl from all puhation. a.s aU- , 

TIic heavens between their fairy neecfc 
pale 

'’"•'■‘'"f 

Sp'r^f £ "«scent.ht, 

the nscr 

And in the hollows • nr 


/ 
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On that veil’d picture — ^veil’d, for what it 
holas 

May not be dwelt on by the common daj 
This prelude has prepared thee Raise 
th) soul ; 

MalvC thine heart ready witli thine e}es 
the time 

Is come to raise the %eil 

Behold her tliere. 
As I beheld her ere she knew mj heart, 
Mj first, last lo^e , the idol of m3 3’outh, 
The darling of m3 manhood, and, alas ! 
Now the most blessed memory of mine 
age 

<^ DORA 

With farmer Allan at the farm abode 
William and Dora William was his son. 
And she his n^ce He often look’d at 
them. 

Ana often thought, ' I’ll make them man 
and anfe ’ 

Now Dora felt her uncle's wall in all. 

And yearn’d toward William , but the 
youth, because 

He had been alw a3 5 wath her in the house, 
Thought not of Dora 

Then there came a day 
'Vhen Allan call’d his son, and said, 
‘My son 

I marned late, but I would wish to see 
My grandchild on my knees before I die 
And I hate set my heart upon a match 
Now therefore look to Dora, she is well 
To look to j thrifty too beyond her age 
She IS my brother’s daugiiter he and I 
Had once hard words, and parted, and 
he died 

In foreign lands , but for his sake I bred 
His daughter Dora take her for your 
wife , 

^"01 I have wish’d this mamage, night 
and day, 

F’or many years.’ But William answer’d 
short , 

‘ I Cannot marry" Dora j by my' life, 

I wall not many Dora ’ Then the old man 
Was wroth, and doubled up his hands, 
and said . 


‘ You wall not, boy ’ you dare to answ er 
thus ' 

But m my time a father’s w ord w as law. 

And so It shall be now for me Look to 

I Consider, William take a month to 

i think. 

And let me hai e an answ er to mv w ish , 

Or, by the Lord that made me, you shall 
pack. 

And ne\ er more darken my doors again ’ 

But William answ er’d madly , bit his 
bps. 

And broke away The more he look’d 
at her 

The less he liked her , and his ways were 
harsh , 

But Dora bore them meekly Then 
before 

The month was out he left his father’s 
house, 

And hired himself to work within the 
fields ; 

And half in loie, half spite, he woo’d and 
wed 

A labourer’s daughter, Mary Mornson 
Then, when the bells were nnging, 
Allan call’d 

His niece and said ‘ My’ girl, I love you 
well , 

But if you speak with him that was my 
son, 

Or change a word with her he calls his 
wife, 

My home is none of yours Aly wall is 
law ’ 

And Dora promised, being meek She 
thought, 

‘It cannot be my uncle’s mind will 
change ’’ 

And days went on, and there w'os born 
a boy 

To illiam , then distresses came on 
him, , 

And day by day he pass’d his fathers 
gate. 

Heart-broken, and his father help’d nim 
not 

But Dora stored what little she could 
save, 
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And sent it them by stenlth, nor did they 
hnow 

Who sent it , till at last a feter seized 
On William, and in h-incst time he died 
Then Dora v ent to Mary Mary sal 
And look’d inth tears upon her boy, and 
thought 

Hard things of Dora Dora came and 
said 

‘ I haie obey’d my unck urlil now, 

And I ha\e sinn’d, for it nas all thro’ me 
This eial came on Vi ilham at the fir't 
But, Mary, for the sake of him that’s 
gone, 

And for your sake, the woman that ht 
chose. 

And for this orphan, I am come to ton 
You know there has not been for these 
file years 

So full a harvest let me take the boi. 

And I nail set him in my uncle’s eve 
Among the wheat, that when his heart 
IS glad 

Of the full harvest, he may sec the boy. 
And bless him for the sake of him that’s 
gone ’ 

And Dora took the child, and went 
her way 

\crass the wheat, and sat upon a mound 
That was unsown, where many poppies 
grew 

Far off the farmer came into the field 
And spied her not , for none of all his 
men 

Dare tell him Dora waited wath the child , 
\nd Dora would have risen and gone to 
him, 

But her heart fail’d her , and the reapers 
reap’d, 

i^nd the sun fell, and all the land v as 
dark 

But when the morrow came, she rose 
and took 

The child once more, and sat upon the 
mound , 

And made a little waeath of all the flow ers 
That grew about, and tied it round his hat 
To make him pleasmg in her uncle’s eye 
i hen when the fanner pass’d mto the field 
He spied her, and he left his men at work, 


And came and said ‘Where were you 
yesterday ? 

Wluisc child K that ? M hat arc you doinp 
here?’ 

So Don cast htr eyts upon ll t ground. 
And answer d *oflly, ’This is \\ ilham s 
child '• 

1 ‘And did 1 not,’ •^aid \lhn, ‘did 1 not 
I orlnd you, Dora ?’ Don said again 
‘Do with me a.-, yoi will, but talc th* 
child, 

\nd bless him for tlit. sal e of him that’s 
gone ’’ 

And \llan said, ‘ I we it is a trick 
Got up betwixt you and the worran there 
j I must be taught my duly, and by you ' 

I \ou knLW my word vvaslavv, and yuyou 
dared 

To slight it Well — for I will tal e tl’t 

Ijoj , 

But go y ou hence, and rev tr «ec me more 
So sayang, he tool the Iwy that cned 
aloud 

And stniggkd h-’tsl The wreath of 
flowers fell 

At Don’s feet She liovv d upon her 
hands. 

Ana the boy’s cry came to her from the 
field, 

More and more distant She bow d 
down her herd, 

Rcmcmbtnng the day when first she came. 
And all the things that had been, blie 
bow’d down 

And wept in secret , and the reapers 
reap’d, 

And the sun fell, ■’nd all the land was 
dark 

Then Don went to Mary’s house, and 
stood 

Upon the threshold Mary saw the boy 
Mas not with Dora She broke out in 
praise 

ToGod, that help’d herin her wadow hood 
And Dora said, ‘ My uncle took the hoy , 
But, Mary, let me live and work with you 
He says that he will never see me more ’ 
^en answ er’d Marys ‘ Tins shall nev er be. 
That thou shouldst take my trouble on 
thyself 
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And, now I think, he shall not ha\e the 
bny, 

For he w ill tench him hnrdness, and to 
slight 

ri,s motlicr , therefore thou nnd I will go. 
And 1 will hnne my boj, nnd bring him 
home , 

\nd I will beg of him to tnke thee b‘'ck 
But if he w ill not tnke thee bnck agnin, 
Then thou nnd 1 will live within one 
hou'ic, 

\nd work for William’s child, until he 
grows 

Of age to help ’ 

So tnc I omen kiss’d 
Ench other, nnd set oat, and reach’d the 
farm 

The door wns off tlie laidi the) peep d, 
and saw 

The boy set up bciwixt his gmndsire’s 
knees, 

Who thrus* him in the hollows of his nrm. 
And clnpi him on the hands and on the 
cheeks, 

Lile one that loicd him nnd the lad 
stretch’d out 

Ana babbled for the golden seal, ihnt 
hung 

From Allan’s wntch, and sparkled b) the 
fire 

Then they came in but when the boy 
beheld 

His mother, he cried out to come to her 
Ana Allan set him dovm, nnd Mar) snid 
‘O Father' — ^if )OU let me call lou 
so — 

I neier came n-begging for m)’self, 

Or William, or this child , but now I 
come 

hor Dora take her back , she loies)on 
well 

0 Sir, when ^^IlIlam died, he died at 

pence 

With all men , for I ask’d him, and he 
said, 

He could not ei er ajp his marr) mg me 

1 had been a patient wnfe but, Sir, he 

snid 

That he was wrong to cross his father 
thus 


“God bless him’” he said, “and may 
he neier know 

The troubles 1 hn\e gone thro’ Then 
he turn’d 

His fnce and pass’d — unhappy that I am ' 
But now. Sir, let me haie my bo), for 
you 

Will make him hard, and he will learn 
to slight 

His father’s memory , and take Dora 
bnck. 

And let all this be as it was before ’ 

So Mnry snid, and Dora hid her fnce 
By Mary There was silence m the room , 
And all nt once the old man burst in 
sobs — 

• I ha\e been to blame — to blame I 
have kill’d my son 

I have kill’d him — but I loved him — my 
dear son 

Mny God forgn e me ' — I have been to 
blame 

Kiss ire, my children ’ 

Then they clung about 
The old man’s neck, and kiss’d him many 
times 

And all the man was broken with re> 
morse , 

And all his love came back a hundred* 
fold. 

And for three hours he sobb’d o’er Wil- 
liam’s child 
Thinking of William 

So those four abode 
Within one house together, and as years 
Went forward, Mary took another mate , 
But Dora hied unmarned till her death. 


AUDLEY COURT 

‘ Thd Bull, the Fleece are cramm’d, and 
not a room 

For lo%e or money Let us picnic there 
At Audley Court ’ 

I spoke, while Audley feast 
Humm’d like a hive all round the narrow 
quay, 

To Franas, with a basket on his arm, 

To Francis just alighted from the boat. 


So 


AUDLLY COURT 


And breathing of the sea ‘ With all my 
heart,’ 

Said Francis Thenive shoulder'd thro’ 
the swarm, 

And rounded by the stillness of the beach 
To where the tey runs up its latest horn 
We left the dving ebb that faintlv hpp’d 
The flat red granite , so bj many a sweep 
Of meadow smooth from aftermath we 


To hear him, clapt his hand in mine and 
sang — 

‘ Oh * who would fight and march and 
countermarch, 

Be shot for sixpence in a battle field. 
And shot ell’d up into some bloody trench 
Where no one knows ? but let me liye my 
life 

*Oh ' who would cast and balance at 


reach’d 

The griffin guarded gates, and pass’d thro’ 
all 

The pillard dusk of sounding sjcamores, 

And cross’d the garden to the gardener’s 
lodge, 

With all Its casements bedded, and its 
walls 

And chimnevs muffled in the leafy yane 
There, on a slope of orchard, Francis 
laid 

A damask napkin ynought with horse and 
hound. 

Brought out a dusky loaf that smelt of 
home. 

And, half-cut down, a pastj costlj-made, 

^^^lete quail and pigeon, lark and leveret 
lay, 

Like fosSiL, of the rock ivith golden yolks 

Imbedded and injelhed , last, ynth these, 

A flask of cider from his father’s vats, ' 

Prime, which I knew , and so we sat and 
eat 


-And talk’d old matters oyer, who ivas 
dead, 

\^^lo married, who was like to be, and 
how 

The races went, and yyho would rent the 
hall 

Then touch’d upon the game, how scarce 
It yyas 

This season , glancing thence, discuss’d 
the farm, 

The four-field sj-stem, and the pnce of 
gram. 

And struc’j, upon the com-iaws, where yve 
split, 

\Mthhwtea faces, till he laugh’d aloud 


a desk, 

Perch d like a croyy upon a three-legg’d 
stool, 

fill all his juice is dncd, and all his joints 

Arc full of chalk ? but let me live my life 
‘ Who’d seryc the state ? for if 1 caned 
mj name 

Upon the clifE, that guard m) natiy e land, 

I might as yy ell hay e traced it in the sands , 

The sea yrastes all but let me liy e my life 
*Oh' who yyould love? I yyoo’d a 
woman once. 

But she yyas sharper than an eastern yy ind, 

And all mj heart turn’d from her, as a 
thorn 

Turns from the sea , but let me liye my 
life ’ ’ 

He sang his song, and I replied yyitb 
mine 


I^found It in a yolume, all of songs, 
Knock’d down to me, when old Sir 
Robert’s pndc. 

His books — the more the pity, so I said - 
Came to the hammer here in March-— 
and this — 

I set the woT^, and added names I kneyy 
Sleep Ellen Aubrey, sleep, and dream 
of me 


An7’i “ % sister’s atm. 

And sleeping, haplj dream her arm is 


mine 


Emilia fairer than all else but thou, 

‘S een“ ^ is. 

^ ,f’ ^«a‘hing health and peace 
upon her breas* 

against 
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Si 


Sleep, Ellen Aubrc), lo\c, and dream of 
me ’ 

So sang we cacli to cither, Francis 
Hale, 

The former*'! wn, who hied across the 
bay, 

Mj friend , and 1, that baling where- 
watinl, 

And in the fallow leisure of mj life 
A rolling stone of here and eicrj where. 
Did what I would , but ere the night we 
rose 

And saunter’d home beneath a moon, 
that, just 

In crescent, dimly rain’d about the leaf 
Twilights of any siher, till we reach’d 
The limit of the lulls , and as we sank 
From rock to rock upon the glooming 
quay, 

The town was hush’d beneath us lower 
down 

The bay was oily calm, the harbour- 
buoy. 

Sole star of phosphorescence in the calm, 
With one green sparkle eaer and anon 
Dipt by Itself, and we were glad at heart 


WALKING TO THE MAIL 

John I'M glad I walk’d How fresh 
the mc'>dows look 

Aboac the n\cr, and, but a month ago. 
The whole lull-aide was redder than a fox 
Is yon plantation where tins byway joins 
The turnpike ? 

James Yas 

John And when does this come by ? 
James The mail ? At one o'clocV 
John What IS It now? 

James A quarter to 
John Who'e house is that I see 

No, not the County Member’s with the 
lane 

Up higher with the yew-tree by it, and 
half 

A score of gables 

James That ? Sir Edward Head’s 
But he’s abroad the place is to be sold 
John Oh, his He was not broken 
T 


Jamec Jfo, sir, he. 

Vex’d w nil a morbid dc\al in his blood 
That aeil’tl the world with jaundice, hid 
his face 

From all men, and commercing with 
himself, 

lie lost the sense that handles daily life — 
That keeps us all in older more or less — 
And sick of home went oierseas for 
change 

John And whither? 

Janus Nay, who knows? he’s here 
and there 

But let him go , his dead goes with him. 
As w ell as w iih his tenant, Jocky Dawes 

John W hat’s that ? 

Jai.es You saw' the man — on Mon 
day, was it ? — 

1 There by the humpback’d wallow, half 
I stands up 

And bristles , half has fall’n and made a 
bridge , 

And there he caught the younker tickling 
trout — 

Caught in flagrante — what’s the Latin 
word? — 

Delicto but his house, for so they say, 
Was haunted with a jolly ghost, that 
shook 

The curtains, whined in lobbies, tapt at 
doors, 

And rummaged like a rat no servant 
stay’d 

The farmer vext packs up his beds and 
chairs. 

And all his household stuff , and with his 
boy 

Betwaxt his knees, his wife upon the till. 
Sets out, and meets a fnend who hails 
him, ‘ What ' 

You’re flitting 1’ ‘Yes, we’re flitting,’ 
says the ghost 

(For they had pack’d the thing among 
the beds,) 

‘Oh well,’ says he, ‘you flitting with us 
loo — 

Jack, turn the horses' heads and home 
again 

John He left hts wife behind , for so 
I heard 
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James He left her, jes I met mj 
lad) once 

A woman like a butt, and harsh ns crabs 
John Oh yet but I remember, ten 
years back — 

’Tisnowat least ten jears — and then she 
was — 


You could not light upon a sweeter thing 

A body slight and round, and like a pear 

In growing, modest ejes, a hand, a fool 

Lessening in perfect cadence, and a skin 

As clean and white as pn\ct when it 
flowers 

James Ay, aj, the blossom fades, and 
they that loied 

At first like dove and doic were cat and 

She was the daughter of a cottager, 

Out of her sphere What betwaxt shame 
and pnde, 

New things and old, himself and her, she 
sour’d 

To what she is a nature never kind ! 

Like men, like manners like breeds like 
they say 

Kind nature is the best those manners 
next 

^at fit us like a nature second hand , 

Whichareindeed the manners of thenreat 

John But I had heard it was this bill 
that past, 

And fear of change at home, that droie 
him hence 

James That was the last drop m the 
cup of gall 


Of those that want, ami tho;e that haac' 
and still 

The same old sore hitaks out from age 
to age 

W'lih much the same rc ult Jaow I 
m)sclf, 

A Tot) to the quid , w as as a bo) 

Dcstruclise, when I had not what 1 would. 

I was at school — a college in the South 

There liicd a flay flint near , we 'tole his 
fruit. 

Ills liLii*., his Lggs , but there was law 
for ns. 

We paid in person lie h id a sow, «ir 
She, 

With meditatiae grunts of much content, 

Lay great with pig, wallowing in sun am 
mud 

B) night we dragg'd her to the college 
tower 

From her warm bed, and up the cork 
screw stair 


mg sow, 

And on the leads we kept her till slu 
P’gB’tl 

Large range of prospect had the motliti 
sow, 

And but for dail) loss of one she loscd 

As one bj one we took them— hut foi 
tins — 

"orld- 

Ulight base ^en happy bm what lot is 
"■‘® Jeft alone 

Upon her tower, the Niobc of swinc. 

Mn T?™ r her sty 

John They found you out? 

/X" they 

wCr Well-aftcrall- 

His nervpc °^the Secret of a man? 
nems were waong What mis us, 
who are sound. 

Which charts us all m .if .. i < 
or whites, ® 

As ruthless as a babv «„i 

y more from ignorance than will 
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15iit pul }our best fool forward, or I 
fear 

That w c shall miss the mail and here it 
comes 

With five at top as quaint a four-in hand 

As )ou shall sec — three p)ebalds and a 
roan 


EDWIN MORRIS, 

OR, THF LAKE 

O ME, ni} pleasant rambles the lake, 
M) sneet, nild, fresh three quarters of a 
\ear. 

My one Oasis in the dust and drouth 
Of citj life ' 1 a\*as a skctcher then 

See here, my doing cunes of mountain, 
bridge. 

Boat, island, rums of a castle, built 
VVTien men knew hou to build, upon a 
rock 

With turrets Iichen-gilded like a rock 
And here, ncu<comcrs in an anaent hold, 
Nen ‘Comers from the Mersej, million- 
aires. 

Here lived the Hills — a Tudor-chimmed 
bulk 

Of mellow bnckavork on an isle of bon ers 

O me, my pleasant rambles by the lake 
With Edwin Morns and with Edward 
Bull 

Tlie curate ; he was fatter than his cure 

But Edivin Moms, he that knew the 
names, 

Long learned names of aganc, moss and 
fern. 

Who forged a thousand theories of the 
rocks. 

Who taught me hoi to skate, to roiv, to 
swim. 

Who read me rhymes elaborately good, 
His oivn — I call’d him Cnchton, for he 
seem’d 

All-perfect, finish’d to the finger nail 

And once I ask’d him of his early life. 
And his first passion , and he ansiver’d 
me , 


And w ell his w ords became him was he 
not 

A full-cell’d hone} comb of eloquence 
Stored from all flowers? Poet -like he 
spoke 

‘ My love for Nature is as old as I , 
But thirty moons, one honeymoon to that, 
And three rich senmghts more, my lo\e 
for her 

M} love for Nature and my love for her. 
Of different ages, like tw'in-sisters grew, 
Twin-sisters differently beautiful 
To some full music rose and sank the sun. 
And some full music seem’d to move and 
change 

With all the varied changes of the dark. 
And citlier tw flight and the day between , 
For daily hope fulfill’d, to nse again 
Revolving toward fulfilment, made it 
sweet 

To walk, to sit, to sleep, to wake, to 
breathe ’ 

Or this or something like to this he 
spoke 

Then said the fat-faced curate Edward 
Bull, 

‘ I take It, God made the woman for 
the man, 

And for the good and increase of the 
world 

A pretty face is well, and this is well. 

To have a dame indoors, that trims us up. 
And keeps us tight, but these unreal 
ways 

Seem but the tlieme of writers, and in- 
deed 

Worn threadbare Man is made of solid 
stuff 

I say, God made the woman for the man. 
And for the good and increase of the 
world * 

‘Parson,’ said I, ‘}OU pitch the pipe 
too low 

But I have sudden touches, and can run 
My faith beyond my practice into his 
Tlio’ if, m dancing after Letty Hill, 

I do not hear the bells upon my cap, 
r scarce have other music yet say on 
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What should one give to light on such a 
dream ?’ 

I ask’d him half-sardonically 

‘Give? 

Give all thou art,’ he ansuer’d, and a 
light 

Of laughter dimpled in his sw arthy cheek , 

‘ I Mould have hid her needle in mj 
heart. 

To save her little finger from a scratch 

No deeper than the skin m> ears could 
hear 

Her lightest breath , her least remark 
ivas M orth 

The expenence of the wise 1 went and 
came , 

Her voice fled always thro’ the summer 
land , 

I spoke her name alone Thnce hannv 
days ' 

The flower of each, those moments when 
we met, 

The crown of all, we met to part no 
more ’ 

Were not his words delicious, I a beast 

*0 take them as I did? but somethine 
jarr’d , 

^Vhether he spoke too largely , that there 
seem’d 

A touch of something false, some self- 
conceit. 

Or 01 er smoothness howsoe’er it was 

He scarcely hit my humour, and I said 

Friend Edwin, do not think yourself 
alone 

Of all men happy Shall not Loie to 
me, 

^ in the Utin song I learnt at school. 

Sneeze out a full God-bless jou nght and 

have, I think -Heaven kno4_as 
much wiUnn , 

ort?* 

‘ no want in 


It IS mj shjTiess, or niy self distrust, 

Or something of a wayward modem mind 
Dissecting pxssion Time will set me 
right ’ 

So spoke I knoiving not the things 
that w ere ' 

Then said the fat-faced curate, Edward ’ 
Bull 

‘ God made the woman for the use of 

man, i 

And for the good and increase of the 
world ’ 

And I and Edwin laughed , and now we 
paused 

About the windings of the marge to hear 
The soft wand blowing over meadow v 
holms 

Ani alders, garden isles, and now we left 
The clerk behind us, I and he, and ran 
By npply shallows of the lisping lake. 
Delighted wath the freshness and the 
sound 


But, when the bracken rusted on then 


crags. 

My suit had wither’d, nipt to death by 
him 

That was a God, and is a lawyer’s clerk, 
rte rentroll Cupid of our rainy isles 
Tis true, we met one hour I had, no 
more 

She sent a note, the seal an ERe vous suit. 
The close, ‘Your Letty, only yours,’ and 
this 

Thnce underscored The friendly mist 
of mom 


, uoarea over, ran 
My craft aground, and heard wath beat- 
ing heart 

^"kee/***^^* *“stle round the shelving 
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In some new planet a silent cousin stole 
Upon us and departed ‘Leave,’ she 
cried, 

‘O lea^e me'* ‘Never, dearest, ne^er 
here 

[ bra\e the worst ’ and while we stood 
like fools 

Embracing, all at once a score of pugs 
And poodles jell’d within, and out they 
came 

Trustees and Aunts and Uncles ‘ ^mat, 
wath him I 

Go’ (shnll’d the cotton-spinning chorus) , 

‘ him ' ’ 

I choked Again they shriek’d the 
burthen — ‘Him ’’ 

Again withhands of wild rejection ‘Go 1— 
Girl, get you in ! ’ She w'ent — and in one 
month 

Thqrweddedher tosixtj thousand poMds, 

To lands in Kent and messuages in York, 
And slight Sir Robert with his watery 
smile 

And educated whisker But for me, 
Tliey set an ancient creditor to work 
It seems I broke a close wnth force and 

arms , 

There came a mystic token from the king 
To greet the shenfF, needless courtesy 
I read, and Hed by night, and flying 
turn’d 

Her taper glimmer’d in the lake below 
I turn’d once more, close-button d to tb 

storm , , 

So left the place, left Edwin, nor have seen 
Him since, nor heard of her, nor cared to 
hear. 

Nor cared to hear? perhaps jet long 

I have ^rdon’d litUe Letty , 

It may be, for her own dear sake 
She seems a part of those fresh ’ 

For in the dust and drouth of London M 
She moves among my visions of the laKe, 
While the prime swallow dips his wing. 

While thVgold-hly Wows, “d °vertod 
Thebght cloud smoulders on the summe 
crag 


ST SIMEON STYLITES 

A1.TH0’ I be the basest of mankind, 

From scalp to sole one slough and crust 
of sm. 

Unfit for earth, unfit for heaven, scarce 
meet 

For troops of devils, mad with blasphemy, 

I will not cease to grasp the hope I hold 
Of samtdom, and to clamour, mourn and 
sob, 

Battering the gates of heaven with storms 
of prayer. 

Have mercy. Lord, and take away my sin 
Let this avail, just, dreadful, mighty 
God, 

This not be all in vain, that thrice ten 
years. 

Thrice mulUplied by superhuman pangs, 
In hungers and in thirsts, fevers and cold. 
In coughs, aches, stitches, ulcerous throes 
and cramps, , , , 1 

A sign betwixt the meadow and the cloud, 
Paoent on this tall pillar I have borne 
Ram, wind, frost, heat, hail, damp, and 
sleet, and snow , , , j 

And Ihad hoped that ere thispenod closed 
Thou wouldst have caught me up into thy 
rest, , , 

Denying not these weather-beaten bmbs 
The meed of saints, the white robe and 

the palm , t j » 

O take the meanmg. Lord I do not 

breathe, 

Not whisper, any murmur of complaint 
Pam heap’d ten-hundred-fold to this, were 

LessburAen. by ten-hundred-fold, tobear. 
Than were those lead-hke tons of sin. 
that crush’d 

Tioo knmvcst I bore this belter at tie 

For I was strong and hale of body *en , 
And tho’ my teeth, which now are dropt 

Would chatter with the cold, and all mj 
beard 
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Was lagg’d with ic> fringes in the moon, 

I drown’d the whoopings of the owl with 
sound 

Of pious hjmns and psalms, and soniL 
times saw 

An angel stand and watch me, as I sang 
Now am I feeble grown , ni> end draws 
nigh, 

I hope my end draw s nigh half deaf I am. 
So that I scarce can hear the people hum 
About thecolumn’sbase,and almost blind. 
And scarce can recognise the fields I 
know , 

And both my thighs are rotted with the 
dew , 

Yet cease I not to clamour and to cry , 
While my stiff spine can hold my w cary 
head. 

Till all my limbs drop piecemeal from the 
stone, 

Have merq, mercy take away my sin 
O Jesus, if thou wilt not save my soul. 
Who may be saved? who is it may bt 
saved? 

WTio may be made a saint, if I fail here? 
Show me the man hath suffer d more 
than I 

For did not all thy martyrs die one death ’ 
For either they were stoned, or cnicificd. 
Or burn’d in fire, or boil’d in oil, or sawn 
In twain beneath the nbs , but I die here 
To day, and whole years long, a life of 
death 


Bear witness, if I could have found a way 
(And heedfully I sifted all my thought) 
More slowly painful to subdue this home 
Of sin, my flesh, which I despise and hate, 
I had not stinted practice, O my God 
For not alone this pillar-punishmcnt. 
Not this alone I bore but while I lived 
^ thewhite convent down the valley there. 
For many weeks about my loins I wore 
The rope that haled the buckets from tlie 
well, 

Tw Kted M tight as I could knot the noose , 
®'"Sle soul, 

penance, so that all 


I liore, V licrtof, O (jikI, thou kitowcsl all 
Tliivc winters, that jnv soul mithl 
grow to thw, 

I lived up thtre on yonder tiiiiuntain 
sidi 

My right leg chain’d into the rrig, 1 1 vy 
Pent III a roofli vs ilovt of t“j’i’C<l stones ; 
Insvntbtil soniclimts in w imh ring niivt, 
and twiic 

Black’d with thv branding thtindrr, and 
sorntlimtv 

Stirling tilt damps for drink, and c‘ting 
not, 

Lactpl the s|xiit clnnce-gift of thovc 
that Clint 

iotniich my borU a id lit heal’d, and live 
\nd ihtv say thin in it I worl *d miracles, 
\\ htrtof my fame is lo id amongs* man 
1 ind, 

Curtd lamcncsc, inhits, c-’ncer'. Thou, 
O GckI, 

Knovvesi alone whtthcr this wns or no 
Il^ve mtrey, mtrey ' covtr all my sin 
Thtn, that I might be more nlont 
with thee. 

Three years I livul upon a jnllar, hij.*li 
Si\ cuhiiS, and lliitt years on o'le of 
twtlvc , 

And tvvift three years I crouch d on ont 
that rose 

Twenty by measure , last of all, 1 grew 
Twice ten long wtaiy weary tears to this, 
lhat numbers forty cubits from the sod 
I think that 1 have lioriic ns much as 
, this — 


, Of else I dream— and for so long a time, 
■ V ’"easurc time hv yon slow light, 

I And this high dial, which iiiy sorrow 
j crowais — 

1 So much — even so 


■p }et 1 know not well, 

r or that the cv il ones come here, and say , 
Fall dovv n, O Simeon thou hast suffer’d 
long 

For ages and for ages '• then they prate 
or penances I cannot leave gone thro’, 

Vi”* “irn,. 
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Hut )a I 

llclU.nt thee, L-wl. while thou inti ill I 
the i 

Lnjo} ihemschcs m hea%cn, nnd men on | 
emli 

Uou,>-c in the shultt o{ cwnfoTtablc roofs ' 

Sit W4*h tlic.rwi'c« h} lires, cit whole- 
Mjiic food, 

Aid werr w*nn clolht^, and men bcisis 
h-'ic c’alK, 

I« Iwcen the ‘spring and dow nfill of the 
1 c:ht. 

Bow doAi one thoiitard ind two hundred 
{iirs', 

To Cinst, the Virgin Mother, and the 
srinij: t 

Of in the night, after i little sleep 

I wal c * the chill stars sp-’rhlc , I im 
vet 

t^ ith drcicliing tkw *, or stiff with crack- 
ling frost 

wear in nntucssM goitskin on mj 
back 

\ gririr," iron collir grinds m) necl j 

Ard in ni) weak, lean arms I lih the 
cross, 

\nd Mine and wiestle with thee till I 
die . 

0 nsrey, meres ’ ss-^'h iwa> mj sit 

O LoitI, thou inowcsl whit a man I 
am , 

A sinful mm, conccned md iiom in sm 

'Tis the.r own doing, this is none of 
mine , 

Laj It not to me. Am 1 to blimc for 
this, 

Tlial here come those that worsinp mcr 
Hi ' hi ' 

1 hej think thit I am somewhat Wlial 

am I’ 

The iillj people like me for 1 sunt, 

And bring me offerings of fruit ind 
flowers 

Ann 1, m truth fthou ssiU liear svitness 
litre) 

Have all m all endured as much, and 
more 

Than mmy just and holy men, whose 
mmes 

Ate icgibtcr’d and calendar’d for saints 


S? 


Good people, j ou do ill to kneel to me. 
Whit IS It 1 can his c done to merit this? 
I im a «:'iiner silcr thin >ou all 
It nil) be 1 base wrought some mincles, 
-\nd cured somt hilt ind miim’d , but 
whit of tint? 

It m's 1«, no one, esen among the saints, 
Mij match his puns with mine, but 
whit of IhV ? 

Yet do not rise , for you mij look on me, 
Vnd in your looking you may kneel to 
Cod 

Sptak* isthcrcany ofyou lull or maim’d? 
1 think you know 1 base some power 
with llcisen 

From my long penance let him speak 
Ills wish 

Yes, I cm heal him Power goes 
forth from me 

They say that they are heal’d Ah, 
hark ’ they shout 

*St Simeon Sts lues.' Why, if so, 

God reaps a hirscst in me 0 my soul, 
God rerps a harvest in thee If this be, 
Can I work miracles and not be saved? 
This is not told of my They w ere saints 
It cannot be but that 1 shall be saved ; 
Yea, crown’d a saint They' shout, 
* Behold a sunt ’’ 

And lower voices saint me from above 
Courage, St Simeon I This dull chrysalis 
Cracks into shining wings, and hope ere 
death 

Spreads more md more and more, that 
God hath now 

Sponged and made biank of cnmefiil 
record all 

My mortal archives 

O my sons, my sons, 
I, Simeon of the pillar, by surname 
Stylitcs, among men , I, Simeon, 

The watcher on the column till the end , 
i I, Simeon, whose brain the sunshine 
bakes , 

I I, whose bald brows in silent hours 
become 

Unnaturally hoar with nme, do now 
From my high nest of penance here pro 
claim 

Tliat Pontius and Iscanot by my side 
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Show’d like fair seraphs On the coals 
I la>, 

A vessel full of sm all hell beneath 

Made me boil o\er Devils pluck’d my 
sleeve, 

Abaddon and Asmodeus caught at me 

I smote them ivith the cross, thej 
swarm’d again 

In bed like monstrous apes they crush’d 
my chest 

They flapp’d my light out as I read I 
saw 

Their faces grow between me and my 
book , 

With colt like whinny and with hoggish 
whine 

They burst m)* prayer Yet this way 
was led. 

And by this w ay I ’scaped them Mortify 

Your flesh, like me, with scourges and 
wnth thorns , 

Smite, shrink not, spare not If it may 
be, fast 

Whole Lents, and pray I hardly, with 
slow steps, 

ith slow, faint steps, and much exceed- 
ing pain, 

Hase scrambled past those pits of fire, 
that still 

Sing in mine ears But yield not me the 
praise 

God only thro’ his bounty hath thought 

Among the powers and princes of this 
world, 

^make me an example to mankind. 

Which few can reach to Yet I do not 


say 

But that a time may come — yea, e 
now, 

Now, now, his footsteps smite the thr« 
old stairs 

Oflife— I say, that time is at the doc 

When you m^iy worship me without 
proach , 

Kor 1 will leave my relics m your Ian 

And ,ou may carve a shnne about 
oust, 

And bum^^ fragrant lamp , before 


When I am gather’d to the glorious 
saints 

^^^llle I spake then, a sting of shrewd- 
est pain 

Ran shrivelling thro’ me, and a cloudlike 
change, 

In passing, with a grosser film made thick 

These heavy, homy eyes The end 1 the 
end ' 

Surely the end ' What’s here ? a shape, 
a shade, 

A flash of light Is that the angel there 

That holds a crowTi? Come, blessed 
brother, come 

I know tliy glittering face I waited 
long. 

My brows are ready What 1 deny it 
now? 


Nay, draw, draw, draw nigh So I 
clutch It Christ 1 

Tis gone ’tis here again , the crown ' 
the crown ' 

So now ’lis fitted on and grows to me, 

And from it melt the dew s of Paradise, 

Sweet 1 sweet I spikenard, and balm, and 
frankincense. 

Ah 1 let me not be fool’d, sweet saints 
I trust 

That I am whole, and clean, and meet 
for Heaccn 


a man oi 


11 mere oe 
God, 

Among you there, and let him presently 
Approach, and lean a ladder on the shaft. 
And climbing up into my airy home. 
Deliver me the blessed sacrament ; 

For by the warning of the Holy Ghost, 

I prophesy that I shall die to night. 

A quarter before twelve 

1 ‘’*em take 

Example, pattern lead them to thy light 


the talking oak 

Once more tlie gate behind me falls 
Once more before my face 
I see the moulder’d Abbey walls. 

That stand within the chace 
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THE TALKING OAK 


Beyond the lodge the cit) lies, 

Beneath its drift of smoke , 

And ah ' with what delighted eyes 
1 turn to )onder oak 

For when mj passion first began, 

Ere that, which in me bum’d. 

The love, that makes me thrice a man. 
Could hope itself return’d , 

To j'ondcr oak wathin the field 
I spoke without restraint. 

And with a larger faith appeal’d 
Than Papist unto Saint 

For oft I talk’d w’lth him apart, 

And told him of my clioice, 

Until he plagiarised a heart. 

And answer’d with a voice 

Tho’ what he whisper’d under Heaven 
Kone else could understand , 

I found him garrulousl} gi\en, 

A babbler in the land 

But since I heard him make reply 
Is many a weary hour , 

Twere w’cll to question him, and tiy 
If jet he keeps the power 

Hail, hidden to the knees in fern. 

Broad Oak of Sumner-chace, 

Wiose topmost branches can discern 
The roofs of Sumner-place I 

Say thou, whereon I carved her name. 

If ever maid or spouse, 

As fair as mj Olivia, came 
To rest beneath tliy boughs — 

O Walter, I have shelter’d here 
Whatever maiden grace 
The good old Summers, year by j’ear 
Made npe in Sumner-chace 

‘ Old Summers, when the monk w’as fat, 
And, issuing shorn and sleek. 

Would twist his girdle tight, and pat 
The girls upon the cheek. 


‘ Ere yet, in scorn of Peter’s-pence, 

And number’d bead, an^ shnft. 

Bluff Hany broke into the spence 
And turn’d the cowls adnft 

‘ And I hale seen some score of those 
Fresh faces, that ivould thnie 
When his man-minded offset rose 
To chase the deer at fiie , 

‘ And all that from the town would stroll, 
1 ill that w lid w ind made w ork 
In which the gloomy brewer’s soul 
Went by me, like a stork 

‘The slight she-slips of lojal blood. 

And others, passing praise, 
Strait-laced, but all-too-fuU m bud 
For puntanic stays 

‘ And I have shadow’d many a group 
Of beauties, that were bom 
In teacup-bmes of hood and hoop. 

Or while the patch was worn , 

‘And, leg and arm with love knots gaj'. 
About me leap’d and laugh’d 
The modish Cupid of the day. 

And shrill’d his tinsel shaft 

‘I swear (and else may insects prick 
Each leaf into a gall) 

This girl, for whom j’our heart is sick, 

Is three times worth them all , 

‘ For those and theirs, by Nature’s law-, 
Ha\e faded long ago , 

But in these latter springs I saw 
Your own Ohna blow, 

‘ From when she gamboll’d on the greens 
A baby germ, to when 
Tlie maiden blossoms of her teens 
Could number fi\e from ten 

‘I swear, by leaf, and wind, and ram, 
(And hear me with thine ears.) 

That, tho’ I circle m the gram 
Five hundred rings of years — 
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‘Yet, since I fire! could cast i shade, 
Did ne\er creature pass 
So slightly, musically made, 

So light upon the grass 

‘ For as to fairies, that nviU flit 
To make the greensward fresh, 

I hold them exquisitdy knit. 

But far too spare of flesh ’ 

Oh, hide thy knotted knees m fern, 
And oterlook the chace , 

And from thy topmost branch discern 
The roofs of Sumner-place 

But thou, whereon I carted her name. 
That oft hast heard my vows. 
Declare when last Olivia came 
To sport beneath thj boughs 

‘ O yesterday, you know, the fair 
Was holden at the town , 

Her father left his good arm-chair. 
And rode his hunter down 

And with him Albert came on his 
I look’d at him with joy 
As cowslip unto oxlip is. 

So seems she to the boy 


‘ A light wind chased her on the wing, 
And m the chase grew wild. 

As close as might be would he cling 
About the darling child 

'But light as any wind that blows 
So fleetly did she stir, 

The flower, she touch’d on, dipt and rose. 
And turn’d to look at her 

‘ And here she came, and round me play’d, 
And sang to me the whole 
Of those three stanzas that you made 
About my “ giant bole 

‘ And in a fit of frolic mirth 
She strove to span my waist 
Alas, I was so broad of girth, 

I could not be embraced 

‘ I wish’d myself the fair y onng beech 
That here beside me stands, 

That round me, clasping each in each, 
She might have lock’d her hands 

‘Yet seem’d the pressure thnce as sweet 
As woodbine’s fragile hold. 

Or when I feel about my feet 
The bemed bnony fold ’ 


' An hour had past — and, sitting straight 
Within the low wheel’d chaise. 

Her mother trundled to the gate 
Behind the dappled grays 

‘ But as for her, she stay’d at home. 

And on the roof she went. 

And down the way you use to come. 
She look’d with discontent 

‘She left the novel half-uncut 
Upon the rosewood shelf. 

She left the new piano shut 
She could not please herself 

‘ Then ran she, gamesome as the colt. 
And livelier thm a lark 
She sent her voice thro’ all the holt 
Before her, and the park 


O muffle round thy knees with fern. 

And shadow Sumner-chace ’ 

Long may thy topmost branch discern 
The roofs of Sumner-place ' 

I But tell me, did she read the name 
I carved mth many vows 
When last with throbbing heart I came 
To rest beneath thy boughs? 

‘O yes, she wander’d round and round 
These knotted knees of mine, 

[ And found, and kiss’d the name she found. 
And sweetly murmur’d thine 

‘ A teardrop trembled from its source. 
And down my surface crept 
My sense of touch is something coarse. 
But 1 believe she wept 



THL lALKlNG OAK 
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’ Then flush’d her cheek wtli rosj light. 
She glanced 'icross the pKm , 

But not a creature was in sight 
She k-i«5’d me c"ce again 

‘Her kisses ^^cre so close and kind, 
That, trust me on m> word, 

Jkard a\ood I am, and wrinkled nnd. 

But jet my sap was stirr’d 

‘And e\en into my inmost nng 
A pleasure I discern’d. 

Like those blind motions of the Spring, 
That show the year is turn’d 

*Thnce*happj he that may caress 
The ringlet’s wasang balm — 

The cushions of w hose touch may press 
Tlie maiden’s tender palm 

•I, rooted here among the groaes 
But languidly adjust 
My sapid acgetablc loves 
With anthers and walh dust 

‘For ah ’ my friend, the days were bnef 
Whereof the poets talk. 

When that, w hich breathes within the leaf, 
Could slip Its bark and walk 

‘But could I, as in limes foregone. 

From spray, and branch, and stem, 
Have suck’d and gather’d into one 
The life that spreads in them, 

‘ She liad not found me so remiss , 

But lightly issuing thro’, 

1 would have paid her kiss for kiss, 

With usury thereto ’ 

0 flourish high, with leafy lowers. 

And overlook tlie lea. 

Pursue thy loves among the bowers 
But leave thou mine to me 

O flourish, hidden deep in fern. 

Old oak, I love thee well , 

A thousand thanks for what I learn 
And what remains to tell 


‘ ’Tis liitlc more the day w as warm , 
At last, tired out with play, 

She sank her head upon her arm 
And at my feet she lay 

‘ Her eyelids dropp’d their silken eaves 
I breathed upon her eyes 
Thro’ all the summer of my leaves 
A welcome mix’d with sighs 

‘ I took the swarming sound of life — 
The music from the town — 

The murmurs of the drum and fife 
And lull’d them in my own 

‘ Someumes I let a sunbeam slip, 

To light her shaded eye , 

A second flutter'd round her lip 
Like a golden butterfly ; 

‘ A third would glimmer on her neck 
To make the necklace shine , 

Another slid, a sunny fleck. 

From head to ancle fine, 

‘ Then close and uark my arms I spread, 
And shadow’d all her rest — 

Dropt dews upon her golden head. 

An acorn in her breast 

‘ Bui in a pet she started up. 

And pluck’d it out, and drew 
My little oakling from the cup, 

And flung him in the dew 

‘ And yet il was a graceful gift— 

I felt a pang within 
As when I see the woodman lift 
Ills axe to slay my kin 

‘ 1 shook him down because he was 
The finest on the tree 
He lies beside thee on the grass 
0 kiss him once for me. 

‘ O kiss him twice and thrice for me, 
That have no lips to kiss, 

For never yet was oak on lea 
Shall grow so fair as this ’ 
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Step deeper yet in herb and femi 
Look further thro’ the chace, 

Spread upward tiH thjjboughs discern 
The front of Sumner place 

This fruit ot thine by Loie is blest, 

That but a moment lay 
Where fairer fruit of Love niaj rest 
Some happy future day 

I kiss It twee, I kiss It thnee, 

The warmth it thence shall win 
To nper life may magnetise 
The baby-oak within 

But thou, while kingdoms overset, 

Or lapse from hand to hand. 

Thy leaf shall neier fail, nor yet 
Thine acorn in the land 

Maj never saw dismember thee. 

Nor wielded axe disjoint. 

That art the fairest spoken tree 
From here to Lizard point 

0 rock upon thy towery-top 
All throats that gurgle sweet ' 

All starry culmination drop 
Balm-dews to bathe thy feet 1 

All grass of silky feather grow — 

And while he sinks or swells 
The full south breeze around thee blow 
The sound of minster bells 

The fat earth feed thy branchy root, 
That under deeply strikes ' 

The northern morning o’er thee shoot. 
High up, in silver spikes 1 

Nor eier lightrang char thy gram. 

But, rolling as in sleep. 

Low thunders bring the mellow ram. 
That makes thee broad and deep I 

And hear me swear a solemn oath. 
That only by thy side 
Will 1 to Olive plight my troth. 

And gain her for my bnde 


And avhen my mamage mom may fall, 

I She, Dryad hke, shall wear 
I Alternate leaf and acom-ball 
In wreath about her hair 

And I wll work in prose and rhyme 
'Arid praise thee more m both 
Than bard has honour’d beech or lime, 
Or that Thessalian grow th, 

In which the swarthy ringdove sat. 

And mystic sentence spoke , 

I And more than England honours that. 
Thy famous brother-oak, 

Wherein the younger Charles abode 
Till all the paths were dim. 

And far below the Roundhead rode. 
And humm’d a surly hymn 


LOVE AND DUTY 

Of love that never found his earthly close, 
What sequel ? Streaming eyes and break 
mg hearts 7 
Or all the same as if he had not been ? 
Not so Shall Error m the round of 
time 

j Still father Truth 7 O shall the braggart 
shout 

[ For some blind glimpse of freedom work 
Itself 

1 Thro’ madness, hated by the wise, to law 
I System and empire 7 Sin itself be found 
The doudv porch oft opening on the Sun? 
And only he, this wonder, dead, become 
I Mere highway dust ? or year by y ear alone 
Sit brooding in the rums of a life. 
Nightmare of youth, the spectre of him- 
self? 

If this were thus, if this, indeed, were 
all, 

Better the narrow bram, the stony heart. 
The staring eye glazed o’er wath sapless 
1 days, 

The long mechamc pacings to and fro. 
The set gray life, and apathetic end 
But am I not the nobler thro’ thy love ? 
O three times less unworthy 1 hke^nse 
thou 


LOVE Ai^D DUTY 
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Art more thro’ Lo\c, and greater titan 
thj >eare, 

The Sun wtll run his orbit, and the Moon 
Her circle Wait, and Lotc himself wil l 

Jmg “ — 

taJmt 

OfjQsdoiji Wait TO} faith is large in 
Time, 

And th‘'t Mhicli shapes it to some jierfect 
end 

Will some one saj. Then why not ill 
for good ’ 

WTij tool, j c not } our pastime ? To that 
man 

Ml Mork shall ansver, since I knew the 
nghi 

And d’d it ; for a man is not as God, 

But then most Godlike being most a man 
— So let me think ’tis i\ ell for thee and 
me — 

111 fated that I am, iihat lot is mire 
Whose foresight preaches peace, my heart 
«o slo-w 

To feel It ’ Tor how hard it seem’d to me, 
\\hcn e)cs, loie languid thro’ half tears 
would owell 

One earnest, earnest moment upon mine, 
Then not to dare to see 1 when thj low 

lOlCC, 

Taltenng, would break its syllables, to 
keep 

M> own full-tuned, — ^hold passion in a 
leash, 

knd not leap forth and fall about tb> 
neck. 

And on thy bosom (deep desired relief *) 
Bain out the hcai’y mist of tears, that 
1 eigh’d 

Upon my brain, m> senses and ray soul 1 
For I^ve himself took part against 
himself 

To warn us off, and Duly loied of Love — 
0 this world’s curse, — beloved but hated 
— came 

kike Death betwixt thy dear embrace and 
mine, 

And crying, * Who is this ? behold thy 
bride,’ 

She push’d me from thee 


If the sense is hard 
To alien cars, 1 did not speak to these — 
No, not to thee, bii^ to thyself mp 
Hard is my doom and thine thou 
knowest It all 

I Could Love part thus? was it not well 
to speak. 

To ha\e spoken once? It could not but 
be well 

The slow sweet hours that bring us all 
things good, 

Tlie slow sad hours that bring us all 
things ill. 

And all good things from enl, brought 
the night 

In which we sat together and alone. 

And to the want, that hollow’d all the 
heart, 

Gave utterance by the yearning of an eyt. 
That burn’d upon Us object thro’ such 
tears 

As flow but once a life 

The trance gave way 
To those caresses, when a hundred times 
In that last kiss, which never was the last. 
Farewell, like endless welcome, lived and 
died 

Then follow’d counsel, comfort, and the 
words 

That make a man feel strong in speaking 
truth , 

Till now the dark was worn, and overhead 
The lights of sunset and of sunnse mix’d 
In that brief night , the summer night, 
that paused 

Among her stars to hear us , stars that 
hung 

Love charm’d to listen all the w heels of 
Time 

Spun round in station, but the end had 
come 

O then like tliosc, who clench their 
nerves to rush 

Upon their dissolution, we two rose. 

There — closmg like an individual life — 

In one blind cry of passion and of pain, 
lake bitter accusation ev’n to deatli. 
Caught up the whole of love and utter’d 
It. 

And bade adieu for ever 
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THE GO! DEN YEAR 


Live — yet li\c — 
Shall sharpest pathos blight us, know ing 
all 

Life needs for life is possible to will — 
Liiehapp), tend thy flow ers , he tended 
by 

My blessing 1 Should my Shadow cross 
th} thoughts 

Too sadly for their peace, remand it thou 
For calmer hours to Memory s darkest 
hold, 

If not to be forgotten — not at once — 
Not all forgotten Should it cross thy 
dreams, 

O might It come like one that looks con 
tent, 

With qmet eyes unfaithful to the truth, 
And point thee forward to a distant light. 
Or seem to lift a burthen from tliy heart 
And leave thee freer, till thou wake 
refresh’d 

Then when the first low matin chirp hath 
grown 

Full qmre, and morning dni’n her plow 
of pearl 

Far furrowing into bght the mounded 
rack, 

Beyond the fair green field and eastern 
sea 


THE GOLDEN YEAR 


Well, you shall have that song which 
Leonard ivrote 

U WM last summer on a tour in Wales 

Old James was with me we that daa 
nad been ^ 

Up Snowdon , and 1 wish’d for Leonard 
there, 

And found him in Llanbens then we 
crost 

Between the lakes, and clamber’d half 
way up 

The counter side , and that same song of 

H. 


They said he lived shut up withi 

A tongue tied Poet in thieve! 


That, setting the hru much before the 
htrw. 

Cry, 111 c the daughters of the liorselccch, 
‘ Give, 

Cram us with all,* but count not me the 
herd 1 

To which ‘They call me what they 
will,’ he said 

‘But I was bo-n loo late the fair new 
forms. 

That float about the threshold of an age, 

Like truths of Science waiting to be 
caught — 

Catch me w ho can, and make the catcher 
crown’d — 

Arc taken by the forelock Let it be 

But if you care indeed to listen, hear 

fhese measured words, my work of 
yestermorn. 

* We sleep and wake and sleep, but all 
things moie , 

The Sun flies forw aid to his brother Sun , 

The dark Earth follows wheel’d m her 
ellipse , 

And human things returning on them 
selves 

e "" “P ‘he golden y car 

Ah, tho’ the times, when some new 
tliought can bud. 

Are but as poets’ seasons when thev 
flouer, 

Vet oceans daily gaming on the land, 

ave ebb and flow conditioning their 
march. 

And slow and sure comes up the golden 

•When wealth no more shall rest in 
mounded heaps, 




AndT.i .1 TT 
And light shall spread, and man be liker 

man 

^'shS of ‘he golden year 

w-re^r wrLbe 
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Roll onward, lending up the golden }e.nr 
* I'ly, happy hnppy sills, ind heir the 
Press , 

Fin Inppj w ith the mission of the Cross , 
Knit land to Hnd, ind blowing han on- 
ward 

With silks, and fruits, and spices, clear 
of toll, 

Enrich the markets of the golden year 
‘But we grow old. Ah 1 when shall 
all men’s good 

Be each man’s rule, and unincrsal Peace 
Lie 111 c a shaft of light across the land. 
And like a lane of beams athwart the 
sea, 

Thro’ all the arcle of the golden jear?’ 
Thus far he flow’d, and ended, where- 
upon 

‘Ah, folly r in mimic cadence answ er’d 
James — 

‘ Ah, folly • for it lies so far away. 

Not m our time, nor m our children’s 
lime, 

’Tis like the second world to us that live, 
Twere all as one to fix our hopes on 
Hc.antn 

As on this vision of the golden y car ’ 
W’lth that he struck his staff against 
the rocks 

And broke it, — ^James, — ^you know him, 
— old but full 

Of force and choler, and firm upon his 
feet, 

And like an oaken stock m avinter woods, 
O’erflounsh’d with the hoary clematis 
Then added, all in heat 

‘ ^Vhat stuff IS this 1 
Old writers push’d the happy season 
back, — 

The more fools they, — we forward 
dreamers both 

Vou most, that in an age, when every 
hour 

Must sweat her sixty minutes to the 
death, 

Li\ e on, God love us, as if the seedsman, 
rapt 

Upon the teeming harvest, should not 
plunge 

Hls hand into the bag but well I know i 


That unto him who works, and feels he 
works. 

This same grand year is ever at the 
doors ’ 

He spoke; and, high abosc, I heard 
them blast 

The steep slate -quarry, and the great 
echo flap 

And buffet round the hills, from bluff to 
bluff 

v.v,. ULYSSES 

i'' 

It little profits that an idle king. 

By this still hearth, among these barren 
crags, 

Match’d with an aged wife, I mete and 
dole 

Unequal laws unto a savage race. 

That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and 
know not me 

I cannot rest from travel I will dnnk 
Life to the lees all times I have enjoy’d 
Greatly, have suffer’d greatly, both with 
those 

That loved me, and alone, on shore, and 
when 

Thro* scudding drifts the rainy Ifyades 
Vext the 31m sea I am become a name , 
For always roaming with a hungry heart 
Much have I seen and known , cities of 
men 

And manners, climates, councils, govern 
ments. 

Myself not least, but honour’d of them 
all , 

And dnink delight of battle with my 
peers. 

Far on the nnging plains of windy 
Troy 

I am a part of all that 1 have met , 

A’et all expenence is an arch wherethro’ 
Gleams that untravell’d world, whose 
margin fades 

For ever and for ever when I move 
How dull it IS to pause, to make an end, 
To rust unburmsh’d, not to shine in use ! 
As tho’ to breathe were life Life piled 
on life 

Were all too little, and of one to me 
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Lutle remams but c%co 
From tbit eternal silence, somelhint; 


more, 

A bnnger of ne\r tbmgs, -'nd mIc U 
were , 

For some three suns to store ard hoard 
mj'self, 

And this graj spirit vcarning m dc-urc 
To follow knowledge like a smkmc; star. 
Beyond the utmost bound of human 
thought 

This IS my son. mine own Tclemachus, 
Towhom I leaaethe sceptre and the isle— 
Well loaed of me, discerning to fulfil 
This labour, by slow prudence to make 
mild 

A rugged people, and thro’ soft degrees 
Subdue them to the useful and tin. gooil 
Most blameless is he, centred in the 
sphere 

Of common duties, decent not to fail 


. A ! Push oT and sitling well ia order snitc 

hour IS save j h ^ ^ 

holue I .1 , 

To e-ail bejo id the 'tin^et, and the hatiie 
Of all the Wts'em nars, ortil 1 die 
It may be that the gulfs will wavh u' 
down , 

It mav Ih. Ae d ail in ich the Ilapp Ide', 
And see the p'eai Aclulle' , ' h'n.i ' e 
krew , 

Iho’ nucli 13 tAtP, mi’th abides, and 
tho’ , , 

We arc roi now that strength wlucti id 
old nay-. 

Moved eTth and heaven : tin' w uc.i we 
are, vve arc , 

One equal Umjver of li rote hearte. 

Made weak by time ard fate, Int strong 
m vv ill 

To strive, to se-ek, to f nd, ami not to yicid 

. Til BONUS 


In olEces of tenderness, and pay 
Meet adoration to my household gods, 

When I am gone He works h« work, 1 "pHf vioode decay, the wtHyl” tlcmy and 


I mine 

There lies the port, the vessel pufT^ 
her sail 

There gloom the dork broad seas My 
maimers, 

Souls that have toil’d, and wrought, and 
thought with me — 

That ever viiih a frolic welcome tool 

The thunder and the sunshine, and 
opposed 

Free hearts, free foreheads — you and I 
are old , 


fall. 

The vapours weep their lurthen to tue 
ground, 

Man comes and tills the fteUI and nc* 
beneath. 

And after many a summer dies the swan. 
^fc only cruel inimortalily 
Consumte. I wither slowly in 'hire arms 
Here at the quiet limit of the world, 

A while hair’d shadow roaming hhe a 
dream 

The cv cr silent sjiaccs of the F ast, 


Old hath yet his honour and his tod, Far-foldctl mists, and gleaming halls of 

Death closes all but something ere the * 
end, 

Some work of noble note, may yet lie 
done. 

Not unbecoming men that strove with 
Gods 

The lights begin to twinkle from the 
rocks 

The long day wanes the slow moon 
climbs the deep 

Moans round walh many voices Come, 

V my fnends, 

*Tis not too late to seek a ne^^et world 


mom 

Alas' for this gray shadow, once a 
man — 

So glorious in his beauty and thy choice, 
W’ho niadcst him thy choacn, that nc 
seem’d 

To his great heart none other than a God ’ 
I ask'd thee, ‘Give me immortality ’ 
Then didst thou grant mine asking with 
a snitlc, 

Like wealthy men who cate not how they 
give 
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Bui thj strong Hours indignant work’d 
their wills, 

And beat me down and marr’d ana w astcd 
me, 

\nd tho' they could not end me, left me 
maim d 

To awell in presence of immortal 3 oulh. 
Immortal age beside immortal 30Uth, 

And all I was, in ashes Can th} loac, 
rh3 beaut} , make amends, tho' c\ en now , 
Close oacT us, the silver star, th} guide, 
Shines m those tremulous e}cs that fill 
with tears 

To hear me Let me go take back thy 
gifi 

Whv should a man desire in any way 
To vary from the kindly race of men. 

Or pass bey ond the goai of ordinance 
Where all should pause, as is most meet 
for all ? 

A soft air fans the cloud apart , there 
comes 

A glimpse of tint dark world where I 
was bom 

Once more the old my’sterious glimmer 
steals 

From thy pure brows, ana from thy 
shoulders pure, , 

And bosom beating with a heart renew a 
Thy check begins to redden thro the 
gloom, 

Thy sweet eyes bnghtei slowly close to 

mine, , , 

Ere yet they blind the stars, and the wala 

team , 

Which love thee, yeammg for thy yoke, 

arise, , 

And shake the darkness from their 

loosen’d manes, 

And beat the twihght into flakes of hre 

Lo t ever thus thou growest beautiful 
In silence, then before thine answer 
given 

Departest, and thy tears are on ray 
check 

Why wilt thou ever scare me with thy 


In days far-off, on that dark earth, be 
true? 

* The Gods themselves cannot recall their 
gifts ’ 

Ay me * ay me • with what another 
heart 

In days far-off, and wath what other eyes 
I used to w atch— if I be he that w atch’d-— 
The lucid outline forming round thee, 
saw 

The dim curls kindle into sunny rings , 
Changed with thy mystic change, and 
felt my blood 

Glow with the glow that slowly crimson’d 
all 

Thy presence and thy portals, while I 
lay, 

Mouth, forehead, eychds, growang dewy- 
warm 

With kisses balmier than half-openmg 
buds 

01 April, and could hear the lips that 

, r IJ J 

Wnnspenng I knew not what of wild and 

sw ect, , « 11 

Like that strange song I heard Apollo 

sing, 

WTiile Ilion like a mist rose into towers. 

Yet hold me not for ever in thine East 
How can my nature longer mm with 
thine’ ,, 

Coldly thy rosy shadows bathe “Jd 
Are all thy lights, and cold my wamkled 

Upon thy^^ghmmenng thresholds, when 

Floats up from those dim fields about the 

Of happy men that have the power to 

And erSS barrows of the happier dead 
£leS. and restore me to tlieground , 

^Sou seest ell things, thou wilt see my 

Thou vSl' renew thy beauty mom by 
mom, -t-r courts. 


teats, , . 

And make me tremble lest a saymg lea , 


I earth m earth forget 

And thee retummg on thy sUver 
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Comrapes, leave me here a little, while as yet tis cariy 

Leave mrhere. and iihen jou want me. sound upon the bugle horn 


'Tis the place, 
Dreary gleams 


and all around it, as of old, the curlevi s call, 
about the moorland flying o\cr LocksIcj Hall , 


Locksley Hall, that m the distance overlooks the sandy tracts. 
And the hollow ocean ridges roanng into cataracts. 


Many a night from yonder wed casement, ere T went to rest, 
Did I look on great Onon sloping slowly to the West 

Many a night I saw the Pleiads, rising thro’ the mellow shade, 
Glitter like a swarm of (ire flies tangled m a silver braid 


[’Here about the beach I wander’d, nourishing a youth sublime 
fWith the fury tales of science, and the long result of Time , 


When the centuries behind me like a fruitful land reposed 
When I clung to all the present for the promise that it closed 


WTien I dipt into the future far as human eye could see , 

Saw the Vision of the world, and all the wonder that would be — — 


Vn the Spnng a fuller crimson comes upon the robin’s breast , 
‘ In the Spnng the wanton lapwing gets himself another crest , 


In the Sptmg a liveliet iris changes on the burnish’d dove , 

I In the Spnng a young man’s fancy lightly turns to thoughts of love 


Then her cneek was pale and thinner than should be for one so young, 
And her eyes on all ray motions with a mute observance hung 


And I said, ‘ My cousin Amy, speak, and speak the truth to me, 
Trust me, cousin, all the current of my being sets to thee ’ 


On her pallid cheek and forehead came a colour and a light. 
As I have seen the rosy red flushing m the northern night 


And she turn’d— her bosom shaken with a sudden storm of smhs— 
All the spirit deeply dawning in the dark of hazel eyes ** 


Saying, have hid my feelings, fearing they should do me wrong , 
baying. Dost thou love me, cousin ? ’ weeping, ' I have loved thee long 


Love took up the glass of Time, and turn’d it m his glowing hands , 
every moment, lightly shaken, ran itself in golden sands 


the chords wnth might 

Smote the chord of Self, that, trembling, pass’d m music out of si^it 
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Manj 4 morning on the moorland did wre hear the copses mg, 

And her wjusper throng’d my pulses mtb the fulness of the Spring 

Many an e\enmg bj ilie waters did we watch the stately ships, 

And our spinU rush’d together at the touching of the lips 

O mj cousin, shallow -hc-irtcd • 0 my Amy, mine no more > 

0 the dreary, dreary’ moorland ’ O the barren, barren shore 1 

Falser than all fancj fathoms, falser than all songs have sung, 

Puppet to a father’s threat and ser\ile to a shrewish tongue ' 

fs it well to wash thee happy? — ^having known me — ^to decline 
On a range of lower feelings and a narrower heart than mine • 

Vet It shall be thou shalt lower to his level day by day, 

W’hat IS fine within thee growing coarse to 5]'mpathi5e with cla) 

As the husband is, the wife is thou art mated watb a clown. 

And the grossness of bis natiue will ha\c weight to drag thee down 

He wall hold thee, when his passion shall have spent its novel force. 
Something better than his dog, a little dearer than his horse 

Wiat IS this ? his eyes are hea\’j think not they are glazed wath wine 
Go to him it is th) duty kiss him . take his hand in thmc 

It may be my lord is weaiy, that his brain is oveiairougbt 
Soothe him wath thy finer fancies, touch him with thy lighter thought 

He will answer to the purpose, easy things to understand — 

Belter Uiou wert dead before me, tbo’ I slew thee with my hand ’ 

Better thou and I were lyang, hidden from the heart's disgrace. 

Roll'd m one another's arms, and silent m a last embrace 

1 Cnrsed be the social wants that sin against the strength of youth ' 

’Cursed be the social lies that warp us from the liMng truth ' 

I Cursed be the sickly forms ♦hat err from honest Nature’s rule ♦ 

Cursed be the gold that gilds the straiten’d forehead of the fool » 

Well--.’as well that T should bluster !— Hadst thou less unworthy proved- 
Would to God— for I bad loved thee more than ever wife was loved 

Am I mad, that I should cherish that which bears but bitter fruit? 

1 will pluck It from my bosom, tho’ my heart be at the root 

Never, tho’ my mortal summers to such length of years should come 
As the many-wxnter’d crow that leads the clanging rookery home 

Where IS comfort ? in division of the records of the mind? 

Can I part her from herself, and love her, as I knew her. kind ? 
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I remember one that pcnsh’d svvccttj did she speak and mos c i 
Such a one do I remember, whom to look at was to lo\c 

Can I think of her as dead, and love her for the lore she bore ? 
No— she ne\er loaed me truly lose is lose for esermore. 


Comfort? comfort scorn'd of denis 1 this is truth the poet sings, 

That a sorrow’s crown of sorrow »s remembenng happier things 

Drug th) memories, lest thou learn it, lest thj heart be put to proof, 
In the dead unhappy night, and when the rain is on the roof 

Like a dog, he hunts in dreams, and thou art stanng at the walh 
Where the dying night lamp flickers, and the shadows n«e and fall 


Then a hand shall pass before thee, pointing to his dmnkcn sleep, 

To thy widow’d marriage pillows, to the tears tint thou wilt weep 

Thou shalt hear the 'Neser, neser,* whisper'd by the phantom years. 
And a song from out the distance in the ringing of thine ears , 


And an eye shall sex thee, looking ancient kindness on thy pain 
Turn thee, turn thee on thy pillow get thee to thy rest again 


Nay, but Nature brings thet solace , for a tender soice will cry 
'Tis a purer life than thine , a lip to dram thy trouble dry 


Baby lips svill laugh me down my latest nsal brings thee rest. 
Baby fingers, waxen touches, press me from the mother’s breast 


O, the child too clothes the father with a dearness not his dut. 
Half IS thine and half is his it will be worthy of the two 


0, I see thee old and formal, dued to thy petty part. 

With a little hoard of maxims preaching down a daughter’s heart. 


‘ Thqr were dangerous guides the feelings — she herself was not exempt — 
Truly, she herself had suffer’d ’ — Fensh m thy self-contempt ' 

Oierlne it — lower yet— be happy ' whercfori. should I care? 

I myself must mix w itli action, lest I w ither by despair 


^at is that which I should turn to, lighting upon days like these? 
Every door is barr’d ivith gold, and opens but to golden keys 

I haie b it an angry fancy what is that which 1 shduld do? 
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Can I but relive m sadness? I will turn that earlier page 
Hide me from m) deep emotion, O thou uondrous Mother-Age' 

feel the mid pulsation that I felt before the strife, 

Vhen I heard mj days before me, and the tumult of my life , 

Yearning for the large excitement that the coming years nould yield, 
Eager-hearted as a boy when first he leaves his father’s field, 

And pt night along the dusky highway near and nearer drawn. 

Sees in heaven the light of London flanng like a dreary daivn , 

And his spint leaps mthin him to be gone before him then, 
Underneath the light he looks at, m among the throngs of men 

Men, my brothers, men the workers, ever reapmg something new 
That wMch they have done but earnest of the things that they shall do 

For I dipt into the future, far as human eye could see. 

Saw the Vision of the world, and all the wonder that would be , 

Saw the heavens fill with commerce, argosies of magic sails. 

Pilots of the purple twilight, dropping down with costly bales , 

Heard the heavens fill mth shouting, and there rain’d a ghastly dew 
From the nations’ any navies grapplmg in the central blue , 

Far along the world- wide whisper of the south-wind rushing warm. 
With the standards of the peoples plunging thro’ the thunder-storm , 

fTill the war-drum throbb’d no longer, and the battle-flags were furl’d 
t in the Farh ament.QLnian. tb^Fc deiatigELoiJ3»tU\KP.rid 

There the common sense of most shall hold a fretful realm in awe. 

And the kindly earth shall slumber, lapt m universal law 

So I triumph’d ere my passion sweeping thro’ me left me dry. 

Left me with the palsied heart, and left me w ith the jaundiced eye , 

Eye, to which all order festers, all things here are out of joint 
Science moves, but slowly slowly, creeping on from point to point 

Slowly comes a hungry people, as a hon creeping nigher. 

Glares at one that nods and wanks behind a slowly-djmg fire 

Yet I doubt not thro’ the ages one increasing purpose ruus. 

And the thoughts of men are widen’d with the process of the suns 

mat IS that to him that reaps not han'est of his youfcful joys, 

Tho’ the deep heart of existence beat for ever like a boj s? 

Knowledge comes, but wisdom lingers, and I linger on the shore. 

And the individual withers, and the world is more and more 
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Knowledce comes, but wicdom hneeis. and be beats ? laacn breast 
Full ot sad experience, moMng toward the stillness of b»s test 

Harb, my merry comrades call me, sojnding on the b'lgk bom, 
They to whom my foolish passion were a target for their stom 


Shall it not be scorn to me to harp on such a moulder d string’ 
I am shamed thro’ all my nature to haae loved so Slight a thing 


Weakness to be wroth with weakness ' woman’s pleasure, woman's pain— 
Nature made them blinder motions bounded in a shallower biam 


Woman is the lesser man, and all thy passions, match’d with mine, 
Are as moonlight unto sunlight, and as water unto wine — 


Here at least, where nature sickens, nothing Ah, for some tctwr't 
Deep in yonder shining Orient, where my life began to licat . 

Where in watd Jtahralta battle fell my father evil stan’d 
I was left a trampled orphan, and a selfish uncle’s ward 


Or to burst all links of habit — there to vrandcr far away, 
On from island unto island at the gateways of the day 


Larger constellations burning, mellow moons and happy skies. 

Breadths of tropic shade and palms in cluster, knots of Paradise 

Never comes the trader, never floats an European flag, 

Shdes the bird o'er lustrous woodland, swings llic trailer from the c^iR , 


Droops the heavy -blossom’d bower, hangs the heavy -fruited tree — 
Summer isles of Eden lying in dark-purple spheres of sea. 


There methinks would bv. enjoyment more than in this march of mind. 
In the steamship, in the railway, m the thoughts that shake mankind 


There the passions cramp’d no longer shall hav c scope and breathing sjiace 
I wall tak<* some savage woman, she shall rear my dusky race 


Iron jointed, snpple-smew’d, they ahyll dive, and they shall tun. 
Catch the %ild goal by the hair, and hurl then lances in the sun , 


WlusUc back the parrot’s call, and leap the rainbows of the brooks, 
iNot wath blinded eyesight pormg over miserable books— 


But 1 count the gray barbarian lower than the Christian child 

I’.v! foreheads, vacant of our glonous gams, 

LAe a beast with lower pleasures, hke a beast wath lowefpams ’ 

1 &?hmfof riff savage-what to me were sun or dime? 
mu neir oi all the ages, in the foremost files of time— 
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T thst rather held it better men should pensh one by one, 

Thao that earth should stand at gaze like Joshua’s moon in Ajalon ' 

Not m vain the distance beacons Foiavard, foiaiard let us range, 
Let the great uorld spin for e\er dowai the janging grooves of change. 

Thro’ the shadow of the glolie we sweep into the jounger daj 
Bplier jSfiy jcars of .Europe than a ^le of Cathaj 

Mother- Age (for mine I knew not) help me as when life begun 
Rtft the hills, and roll the waters, flash the lightnings, weigh the Sun 

O, I see the crescent promise of mj spirit hath not set 
Ancient founts of inspiration well thro’ all my fancy yet 

Howsoever these things be, a long farewell to Locksley Hall ' 

Now for me the woods maj wither, now’ for me the roof-tree fall 

Comes a vapour from the margin, blackening over heath and holt. 
Cramming all the blast before it, in its breast a thunderbolt 

Let it fall on Locksley Hall, with ram or hail, or fire or snow , 

For the mightj wand anses, roanng seaward, and I go 


GODIVA 

I vimtedfor the tratt at Cavmtry , 

I hurg vnlh grooms and foriers on the 
bridge. 

To viatch the three tall spires and there 
1 shaped 

The citj 'j anaent legend into this — 

Not onlj we, the latest seed of Time, 
New men, that in the fl>mg of a wheel 
Ctj down the past, not onlj we, that prate 
Of nghts and v rongs, hav e loved the 
people well, 

And loathed to sec them overtax’d , but 
she 

Did more, and underwent, and overcame. 
The woman of a thousand summers back, 
Godiva, wafe to that gnm Earl, who ruled 
In Co' entiy for when he laid a tax 
Dpon his towm, and all the mothers j 
brought 

Their children, clamounng, ‘ If vve pay, 
w e starve ’ ’ 

She sought her lord, and found him, where 
he strode 

About the hall, among his dogs, alone, , 
His beard a foot before him, and his hair 


A >ard behind She told him of then 
tears. 

And pray’d him, ‘ If they pay this tax, 
they starve ’ 

Whereat he stared, replying, half-amazed, 
‘You would not let your little finger ache 
For such as these — ‘ But I would die,’ 
said she 

He laugh’d, and swore by Peter and bj 
Paul 

Then fillip’d at the diamond in her ear , 

‘ Oh ay, ay, ay, j ou talk ’ ’ — ‘ Alas I ’ she 
said, 

‘ But prove me what it is I would not do ’ 
And from a heart as rough as Esau’s hand. 
He answer’d, ‘ Ride j ou naked thro’ the 
town. 

And I repeal it ,’ and nodding, as in scorn. 
He parted, with great strides among his 
dogs 

So left alone, the passions of her mind. 
As winds from all the compass shift and 
blow. 

Made war upon each other for an hour 
Till pity won. She sen* a henld forth. 
And bade him cry, wuth sound of trumpet, 
all 
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The hard condition , but that she -would 
loose 

The people therefore, as they loved her 
IV ell, 

From then till noon no foot should pace 
the street. 

No eye look down,shepassing , but that tII 
Should keep within, door shut, and 
vnndow barr’d 

Then fled she to her inmost bovver, 
and there 

Unclasp’d the wedded eagles of her belt, 
The grim Earl’s gift , but ever at a breath 
She linger’d, looking like a summer moon 
Half-dipt in cloud anon she shook her 
head. 

And shower’d the nppled nnglets to her 
knee , 

Unclad heiself m haste , adown the stair 
Stole on , and, like a creeping sunbeam, ; 
slid 

From pillar unto pillar, until she reach’d 
The gatew ay , there she found her palfrey 
trapt 

In purple blazon’d wnth armonal gold 
Then she rode forth, clothed on with 
chastity 

The deep air listen’d roundlier as she rode. 
And all the low -wind hardly breathed for 
fear 

The little wide mouth’d heads upon the 
spout 

Had cunning eyes to see the barking cur 
Made her cheek flame her palfrCT’s foot- 
fall shot 

Light horrors thro’ her pulses the bbnd 
walls 

VVere full of chinks and holes ; and i 
overhead 

Fantasticgables, crowding, stared but she 
less thro’ all bore up, till, last, she saw 
The white flower’d elder-thicket from the 
field 

Gleam thro’ the Gothic archway m the 
wall. 

Then she rode back, clothed on -with 
diastit) 

And one low churl, compact of thankless 
earth. 

The fatal byword of all years to come, 


Boring a little aoger-hole in. fear. 

Peep’d— but his eyes, before they had 
their will, - 

Were shnvell’d into darkness in his head, 
And dropt before him So the Powers, ^ 
■who wait 

On noble deeds, cancell’d a sense misused 
And she, that knew not, pass’d and nil 
at once, 

With twelve great shocks of sound, the 
shameless noon 

Was clash’d andhammer'd from ahundred 
towers. 

One after one but even then she gain’d 
Her bower , whence reissuing, robed and 
crown’d, 

To meet her lord, she took the tax away 
And built herself an everlasting name 

THE DAY-DREAM 

FPOtOGUE, 

O Lady Flora, let me speak 
A pleasant hour has passed away 
While, drearmng on your damask cheek, 
The dewy sister-eyelids lay. 

As by the lattice you redmed, 

I went thro’ many wayward moods 
To see you dreaming — and, behind, 

A summer ensp with shining woods 
And I too dream’d, until at last 
Across my fancy, brooding warm, 

The reflex of a legend post. 

And loosely settled into form 
And would you have the thought I had. 
And see fte vision that 1 saw , 

Then take the broidery-frame, and add 
A enmson to the quaint Macaw, 

And I will tdl It Turn your face, 
^IJor look with that too earnest ey’C — 
The rhymes are dazzled from their place 
And order’d words asunder fly 

THE SLEEPING PALACE 

I 

The varying year with blade and sheaf 
Clothes and reclothcs the happy plains. 
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Here rests the sap within tlie leaf, 

Here stajs the blood along the \eins 
Faint shadow's, sapours lightly curl’d, 
Faint murmurs from the meadows 
come. 

Like hints and echoes of the world 
To spirits folded in the w omb 

IJ. 

Soft lustre bathes tlie range of urns 
On eaery slanting terrace-lawai 
The fountain to his place returns 
Deep in the garden lake withdrawn 
Here droops the banner on the tow er. 
On the liall-hcartlis the festal fires, 
Tlie peacock in Ins laurel bower. 

The parrot in his gilded wires 

11 ! 

Roof-haunting marlins warm their eggs 
In these, in those the life is stay’d. 
The mantles from the golden pegs 
Droop slccpil) no sound is made, 
Not eien of a gnat Uiat sings 
More like a pl^rc scemeth all 
Than those old portraits of old kings, 
That watch the sleepers from the wall 

IV 

Here sits the Butler with a flask 
Between his knees, half drain'd , and 
there 

The wnnkled steward at Ins task, 

The maid-of-honour blooming fair , 
The page has caught her hand in his 
Her lips are sever’d as to speak 
His own are pouted to a kiss 
Ihe blush is fix’d upon her cheek 

V 

Till all the hundred summers pass. 

The beams, that thro’ the Oriel shine. 
Make pnsms in every carven glass, 

And beaker bnmm’d with noble wane 
Each baron at the banquet sleeps, 

Grave faces gather’d in a nng 
His state the king reposing keeps 
He mast have been a jovial king 


VI 

All round a hedge upshoots, and shows 
At distance like a little wood , 

Thoms, uaes, woodbine, mistletoes. 

And grapes with bunches red as blood , 
All creeping plants, a wall of green 
Close-matted, bur and brake and briar. 
And glimpsing over these, just seen. 
High up, the topmost palace spue 

VII 

When will the hundred summers die. 
And thought and time be bom again, 
And newer knowledge, drawing nigh, 
Bring truth that sways the soul of men ? 
Here all things in their place remain, 

As all were order’d, ages since 
Come, Care and Pleasure, Hope and Pam, 
And bring the fated fairy Prince 

J JHE SLEEPING BEAUTY , 

I 

Year after year unto her feet. 

She lying on her couch alone. 

Across the purple coverlet. 

The maiden’s jet-black hair has grown, 
On either side her tranced form 

Forth streaming from a braid of pearl 
The slumbrous light is rich and warm, 
And moves not on the rounded curl 

II 

The silk star-broider’d coverlid 
Unto her limbs itself doth mould 
Languidly ever , and, amid 

Her full black ringlets downward 
roll’d, 

Glows forth each softly-shadow’d arm 
"With bracelets of the diamond bright 
Her constant beauty doth inform 

Stillness wath love, and day with light 

III 

She sleeps her breathings are not heard 
In palace chambers far apart 
The fragrant tresses are not stirr’d 
That He upon her charmed heart, 
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She sleeps on either hand upswells 
The gold-fnnged pillow lightly 
presi 

She sleeps, nor dreams, but ever dwells 
A perfect form in perfect rest 

THE ARRIVAL. 

I 

■\LL preaous things, discover’d late, 

To those that seek them issue forth , 
For love in sequel works with fate. 

A nd draws the veil from hiHftp n 
worth 

He travels far from other skies — 

Ills mantle glitters on the rocks— 

A. fury Pnnce, wnth joyful eyes, 

And lighter footed than the fox 

II 

The bodiK and the bones of those 
That strove in other days to pass, 

Are wiihePd in the thomj close. 

Or scatter’d blanching on the grass 
He gazes on the silent dead 
‘They pensh’d in their danng deeds ’ 
This proverb flashes thro’ his head, 

’ The many fail the one succeeds ’ 


His spint flutters like a lark, 

He stoops — to kiss her — on hiaknee. 

\ LoTe, if thy tresses be so dark. 

How dark those hidden eyes must he 1* 

THE REVIVAL 

I 

A TOUCH, a kiss • the charm was snapt 
There rose a noise of striking clocks. 
And feet that ran, and doors that clapt. 
And barking dogs, and crowing cocks , 
A fuller light illumined all, 

A breeze thro’ all the garden swept, 

A sudden hubbub shook the hall. 

And sixty feet the fountain leapt 

II 

The hedge broke in, the banner blew. 
The butler drank, the steward scrawl’d, 
The fire shot up, the martin flew. 

The parrot scream’d, the peacock 
squall’d, 

The maid and page renew’d their strife. 
The palace bang’d, and buzz’d and 
clackt, 

And^lHhe long-pent stream of life 
Dash’d downward m a cataract 


III 

He comes, scarce knowing what 1 
seeks 

He breaks the hedge he ent« 
there 

The colour flies into his cheeks 

Pot nil f“ something fair 

For all his life the charm did talk 

Atom hi3 path, and hover near 
Nith words of promise in his walk. 
And whisper’d voices at his ear 


III 

And last with these the king awoke. 

And in his chair himself uprear d. 

And vawn’d, and rubb’d his face, and 
spoke, 

‘By holy rood, a royal beard ! 

How say you? we have slept, my lords 
' grown into my lap ’ 

• barons swore, wnih many words, 
Twas but an after-dinner’s nap 

IV 


IV 

and close 


his 


More clove 
wind 

® '“s heart 

n^-qmcHand quicker, till he find 

The quia chamber fat apart. 


footsteps 


r^y, return’d the king, « but still 
Aly joints are somewhat stiff or so 
-'Ij lord, and shall we pass the bill 
1 ^ mention’d half an hoar ago?’ 

, The chancellor, sedate and vmin, 

‘ return’d replv 

, mi jjjg qyggjjjjjj 
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^O^iyiaJoiex^.annj5he leant, 

And round her wu^t she fell it fold, 
And far across the hills thej xi ent 
In that new world which is the old 
Across the hills, and far away 
Bcjond their ntniost purple nm, 

And deep into the d>ing daj 
The happy princess follow’d him 

71 

‘ I’d sleep another hundred aears, 

O loxe, for such another kiss 
' 0 wake for cier, love,’ she hears, 

*0 love, ’twas such as this and this ’ 
^d o’er them many a sliding star. 

And many a merry wand was borne, 
And, stream’d thro’ many a golden bar. 
The iwalight melted into mom 

HI 

' O eyes long laid in happy sleep *’ 

‘ O happy sleep, that lightly fled ’ 

‘O happy kiss, that woke thy sleep ’’ 
iss w oiild w ake the dead ' 
\nd o’er them many a flowing range 
Of vapour buoy’d the crescent-bark. 
And, rapt thro* many a rosy change, 

The twalight died into the dark 

IV 

*A hundred summers 1 can it be? 

And whiihergocst thou, tell roe where’’ 
‘ 0 seek my father’s court watb roe. 

For there are greater xvonders there ’ 
And o’er the hills, and far away 
Beyond their utmost purple nm. 
Beyond the night, across the day’, 

Thro’ all the world 'he follow’d him 

MORAL 

1 

1 

So, Lady Flora, take my lay. 

And if you find no moral there, 
fhi, look in any glass and say, 

^Vhat moral is in being fair 
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Oh, to what uses shall we put 
Thewaldweed-flowerthat simply blows? 
An d, is the re any moral.shut 
AVith in the bomm of the r ose? 

II 

But any man that walks the mead. 

In bud or blade, or bloom, may find. 
According as his humours lead, 

A meaning suited to his mind 
And liberal applications he 

In Art like Nature, dearest friend , 

So ’twere to cramp its use, if I 
Should hook It to some useful end 

L’ENVOI 

I 

You shake your head A random stnng 
Your finer female sense offends. 

Well — W’ere it not a pleasant thing 
To fall asleep w ith all one s friends , 
To pass wnth all our social ties 
To silence from the paths of men , 

And exeiy hundred years to nse 

And learn the w orld, and sleep again 
To sleep thro’ terms of mighty wars. 

And wake on science grown to more. 
On secrets of the brain, the stars, 

As wild as aught of fairy lore , 

And all that else the years wall show. 

The Poet-forms of stronger hours, 

The last Republics that may grow. 

The Federations and the Powers , 
Titanic forces taking birth 
In dncrs seasons, diiers climes , 

For we are Ancients of the earth, 

And m the morning of the times 

II 

So sleeping, so aroused from sleep 
Thro’ sunny decads new and strange. 
Or gay quinquenniads would we reap 
The flower and qumtessence of change 

III 

Ah, yet would I — and would I might ' 

So much your eyes my fancy take — 

Be still the first to leap to light 
That I might kiss those eyes awake ' 


AMPmON 



For, am I nght, or am 1 \vrong, ] 

To choose your own you did not care , 
You’d ha\e my moral from the song, 

And I will tahe my pleasure there 
And, am I nght or am 1 wrong, ^ 
hly fancy, ranging thro’ and thro’. 

To search a meaning for the song. 

Perforce will still rcaert to you , 

Nor finds a closer truth than Ais 
All graceful head, so nchly curl’d, 

And evermore a costly kiss 

The prelude to some brighter world 

TV 

For since the time when Adam first 
Embraced his E\e in happy hour, 

And every bird of Eden burst 
In carol, every bud to flower. 

What eyes, like thine, have waken’d 
hopes, 

What lips, like thine, so sweetly 
join'd ? 

Where on the double rosebud droops 
The fulness of the pensive mind , 
Which all too dearly self involved, 

Yet sleeps a dreamless sleep to me , 

A sleep by kisses undissolved. 

That lets thee neither hear nor see 
But break it In the name of wife. 
And in the rights that name may 
gtlCi 

Are clasp’d the moral of thy life, 

And that for which I care to live 


EPILOGUE 1 

I 

So, Lady Flora, take my lay, 

And, if you find a meaning there, 

O whisper to your glass, and say, 

‘ What wonder, if he thinks me fair’’ 
What wonder I was all unwnse, 

To shape the song for your debgbt 
Like long tail’d birds of Paradise 
That float thro’ Heaven, and cannot 
light? 

Or old world trams, upheld at court 
By Cupid-boys of blooming hue — 

But take it — earnest wed with sport. 

And either sacred unto you 


amphion. 

M\ father left a park to mt, 

But It IS wild and barren, 

A garden loo with scarce a tree, 

And waster than a warren 
Yet say tht ncighliours when they call. 

It IS not bad but good land. 

And m it is the germ of all 

lliat grows within the woodland 

O had I lived when song was great 
In days of old Amphion, 

And ta’cn my fiddle to the gate. 

Nor cared for seed or scion I 
And had I lived alien song was great. 
And kgs of trees were limber, 

And ta’cn my fiddle to the gate, 

And fiddled in the timber ’ 

’Tis said he had a tuneful tongue, 

Such happy intonation, 

V. herevet he sat down and sung 
He left a small plantation , 

Wherever in a lonely grove 
He set up his forlorn pipes, 

The gouty oak bc^an to move, 

And flounder into hornpipes 

The mountain stin’d its bushy crown, 
And, as tradition teaches, 

Young ashes pirouetted down 
Coquetting witli young bccclics , 

And bnony-vine and ivy -wreath 
Ran forward to his rhyming, 

And from the valleys underneath 
Came little copses climbing 

The linden broke her ranks and rent 
The woodbine wreaths that bind her. 
And down the middle, buzzl she went 
With all her bees behind her 
The poplars, in long order due, 

With cypress promenaded. 

The shock-head willows two and two 
By nvers gallopaded 

Came wet-shod alder from the wave. 
Came yews, a dismal colene , 

Each pluck’d his one foot from the grave 
Poussettmg with a sloe tree ' 
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Old elms came brealung from the vine, 
The vine slream’dont to follow, 

And, sweating rosin, plump’d the pine 
From many a cloudy hollow' 

And ■vrasn’l it a sight to see, 

When, ere Ins song was ended. 

Like some great landslip, tree by tree. 
The countrv -side descended , 

And shepherds from the mountain eaves 
Look’d down, half-pleased, half-fnght- 
en’d. 

As dash’d about the drunken leaves 
The random sunshine hgliten’d ' 

Oh, nature first was fresh to men, 

And wanton without measure , 

So }outhful and so flexile then, 

You moved her at jour pleasure 
Twang out, my fiddle ' shake the 
twigs' 

And make her dance attendance , 
Blow, flute, and stir the stifT-sct spngs. 
And scirrhous roots and tendons 

Tis vain I in such a brassy age 
I could not move a thistle , 

The very sparrows in the hedge 
Scarce answer to mj whistle , 

Or at the most, when three parts sick 
With strumming and vvath scraping, 

A jackass hediaws from the nek, 

The passive oxen gaping 

But what IS that I hear ? a sound 
Like sicepj counsel pleading , 

OLord I — 'tis m my neighbour’s ground. 
The modem Muses reading 
Thej read Botanic Treatises, 

And Works on Gardening thro’ there, 
And Methods of transplanting trees 
To look as if they grew there 

Tlie walher’d Misses ' how they prose 
O’er books of travell’d seamen. 

And show jou slips of all that grows 
From England to Van Diemen 
They read in arbours dipt and cut, 

And allej's, faded places. 

By squares of tropic summer shut 
And warm’d m crystal cases 


But these, tho’ fed with careful dirt. 
Are neither green nor sappy , 
Half-conscious of the garden-squirt, 

The spindlings look unhappy 
Better to me the meanest weed 
That blows upon its mountain, 

Tlie vilest herb that runs to seed 
Beside Its native fountain 

And I must work thro’ months of toil, 
And years of cultivation, 

Upon my proper patch of soil 
To grow my own plantation 
I’ll take the showers as they fall, 

I w ill not vex my bosom 
Enough if at the end of all 
A little garden blossom 

ST AGNES’ EVE. 

Deep on the convent-roof the snows 
Are sparkling to the moon 
My breath to heaven hke vapour goes 
May my soul follow soon 1 
The shadows of the convent-towers 
Slant down the snowy sward, 

Still creeping with the creeping hours 
That lead me to my Lord 
Make Thou my spirit pure and clear 
As are the frosty skies, 

Or this first snowdrop of the year 
That in my bosom lies 

As these white robes ate soil’d and dark, 
To yonder shimng ground , 

As this pale taper’s earthly spark. 

To jonder argent round , 

So shows my soul before the Lamb, 

My spirit before Thee , 

So in mine earthly house I am. 

To that I hope to be 
Bleak up the heavens, O Lord ' and far, 
Thro’ all yon starlight keen, 

Draw me, thy bnde, a glittermg star, 

In raiment white and clean 

He lifts me to the golden doors , 

The flashes come and go , 

All heaven bursts her starry floors, 

And strows her lights below. 


no 


S/K GALAtlAD 
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And deepens on md up ' the ttJes 

RoUhack, and farwiihin 

Fot me the Ileavcnl> Kride.’.tn-un ua«*s. I ««;»? » 

TomaUmepmeof^n I P ,y ?,1' at! . - 

The sablnihs of EiernU)i 

One sabMlh deep and »uk- | 

x\ light upon the shining sea— j 

The Bndegroom with hiv btidc ' j 




Sot '•tie <•. on I'meJ) mf>antiiti4;^* 

1 I n I a r V f baf' . 

j.o helm'mart 


\jrt!c>'i’ *, nil a ift ’ h, }•• *’ ^ 

1 htee s*'f e< I'-at the h lij 

fo’ i feet, t S i's’-" of 'vUitC, 
On \ i',' '.i e> t'th 

\h, IV M a 

Mj api It f*-"! h-f n i r.a} f-ae . 

V d n n /I til. t( ! ' iJ t {,f> O 
Alii )'ar-Ji!.e i i**' v. *!, t^ e «>»« 


" SIR GALMIM) 

M\ good blade carac« the ea'ojuci of t un, 

M) tough lance thrus.ctli sme, 
strength is as the strength of t.ii, 

Becau^e nij heart is pure 
The shattering trumpet shttllcth hipb, 

The hard brands shiser on Ih. steel. 

The splinter’d spot shafts craeV. and •!>. 1 ,, 

The horse and ruler reel t ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

n 'll , 


j Whet o" nt) I'l''!!) c'wu t ' 

I Ihio* drra 'in ’ ’iitsf If’. ' 

Tic c's I. «* loss r’c Ohtr ‘•tx'a.s 

, i‘i in 

I he "rei' ’ ••ic di nb asi.U y- ,s - 


The> reel, ihej toll in clanging ]i^s 
And when the tide of combat stand'. 
Perfume and flowers fall tn showers. 
That hghtl) ram from ladies' hand. 

Flow sweet are leniks that ladi., bend 
On whom their fax oars fall ' 

Fur them 1 battle till the end, 

To sa'c from shame and thrall 
But all mj heart is drawn "lio'e. 

My knees arc bow'u in enrol 
slinne 

I ne'er fell the kiss of lose, 

Nor maiden's hand in mine 
iMore bounteous aspects _on me beam, 

^ Me mtghUcr transnorts mox e and thrill 
So keep I lair thro’ faith and prayer 
A virgin heart m work and will' 


{ But o'er tl * dx'k - j b^a s{ 'c-dv, 
hnd j'lld' the di»'u l ail ' 

> I I'savc the p'sHi, 1 rln m 'he h'-'gl I « 
No bran bj ihi.li’ '.Iter jiel*', 
j ll.ii blc- •'1 ormi in "httmnp ‘fto'inv > 
* I Ij o’er ' ■’'•c tc ' s and will'}' t c’d' ’ 


Wlien down the storm) crescent goi>, 

A light before me sw ims, 

Between dark stems the forest glows, 

I hear a noise of h)nins 
Then by some secret shrine I tide , 

I hemr a voice hut none are there , 
The stmls are void, the doors are wide. 
The takers burning fair 
Pair gleams the sno-w> altar clotlt, 

.y*®*®'* eJwn. 

The shrill bell tings, the censer swings, 
And solemn channts resound between 


\ riaide-j krtnn' — to roe t‘ }* 'cn' 
and } biich hope, t I now no* fc'i , 

5 I )carn to bre. til'* the a.ts of heaven 
I That often mec’ me 1 '•jr 
' 1 muse on ji>j ilm will no. 

1 Ihire^jsi'accs Clu h' I itv bvin,; l-cari 
j I’ure liiic' of cten il {loce, 
j \\ lio'w odour, 1 *>ur» n*) dreams : 

1 And, strirlea bj an arge’ s hand,’*' 
This mortal aimoiir tl "t I wear -< 

I Tfus weight ana «e, thr- bc-rt and 
e)cs, 

\tc loudt d, ate turn d to lintrit ati 




The clouds are bruVen m the rkj , 

And thro’ the mo intain walls 
A tolling organ harmoti) i 

Swells up, and shaken and falls, - - 
Then move the trees, the c^cs nod/ 
Wings flutter, soices hover clear 
‘ O just and faithful knight of God f 
Ride on > the pnic ts near ' 



Ill 


EDWAUD GJtAY 

> I 


So piss I h ostel, hall, and g^ng.e , 

By bndge and ford, by pafC*afid pale, 
AU'irm’d I ndc, whate’er betide. 

Until I find the holy Grail 

EDWARD GRAY 

Sweet Emma Moreland of yonder town 
Met me walking on yonder way, 

‘ And hi\ e y on lost y our heart ? ’ she said ; 
•iVnd are you mimed yet, Edwird 
Gray ?’ 

Sweet Emma Moreland spoke to me 
Bitterly weeping 1 tum’o away 
‘Sweet Emma Moreland, Io\e no more 
Can touch the heart of Edward Gray 

' Ellen Adair she Im ed me w'ell. 

Against her father’s and mother’s will 
To-day I sat for an hour and wept, 

By Ellen’s grave, on the windy hill 

‘Shy she was, and I thought her cold , 
Thought herproud, and fled oi erthesea 
Fill’d I was with folly and spite, 

M’hen Ellen Adair was dying for me 

Cruel, cruel the words I said ' 

Cruelly came they back to day 
“You’re too slight and fickle,” I said, 

“ rotroubletheheartof EdwardGray ” 

There T put my face in the grass — 
Whisper’d, “ Listen to my despair 
repent me of all 1 did 
Speak a little, Ellen Adair 1” 

‘Then I took a penal, and wrote 
On the mossy stone, as I lay, 

“ Here lies the body of Ellen Adair , 

And here the heart of Edward Gray ’’ 

‘ Love may come, and love may go. 

And fly, like a bird, from tree to tree , 
But I will love no more, no more. 

Till Ellen Adair come back to me 

‘ Bitterly wept I over the stone 
Bitterly weeping I turn’d away 
There lies the body of Ellen Adair ’ 

And there the heart of Edward Gray ’ ' 


WILL WATERPROOF’S 
LYRICAL MONOLOGUE 

MADE AT THE COCK, 

0 PLUMP head-waiter at The Cock, 

To vv Inch I most resort. 

How goes the time ? ’Tis five o’clock, 
Go fetch a pint of port 
But let It not be such as that 
You set before chance-comers, 

But such whose father-grape grew fat 
On Lusitanian summers. 

Ko vam libation to the Muse, 

But may she still be kind. 

And whisper lovely words, and use 
Her influence on the mind. 

To make me write my random rhymes, 
Ere they be half-forgotten , 

Nor add and alter, many times. 

Till all be npe and rotten 

1 pledge her, and she comes and dips 
Her laurel in the wine. 

And lays it thrice upon my lips. 

These favour’d lips of mine , 

Until the charm have power to make 
New lifeblood warm the bosom. 

And barren commonplaces break 
In full and kindly blossom 

I pledge her silent at the board , 

Her gradual fingers steal 
And touch upon the master-chord 
Of all I felt and feel 
Old wishes, ghosts of broken plans, 
i And phantom hopes assemble , 

I And that child’s heart within the man’s 
Begins to mov’e and tremble 

Thro’ many an hour of summer suns, 

By many pleasant ways, 

Against Its fountain upward runs 
' The current of my days 
{ I kioS the bps I once have kiss’d , 

The gas-light waivers dimmer , 

* And softly, thro’ a vinous miat, 

‘ My college fnendships glimmer 
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I grow m worth, and wit, and sense, 
Unbodmg cntic pen. 

Or that eternal want of pence. 

Which vexes public men. 

Who hold their hands to all, and cry 
For that which all deny them— 

Who sweep the crossings, wet or drj. 

And all the world go b> them 

Ah yet, tho’ all the world forsake, 

Tho’ fortune clip my wings, 

I will not cramp my heart, nor take 
Half-views of men and things 
Let Whig and Tory stir their blood , 
There must be stormy weather , 

But for some true result of good 
All parties work together 

Let there be thistles, there are grapes , 

If old things, there are new , 

Ten thousand broken lights and shapes, 
Yet glimpses of the true 
Let ra^ be rife in prose and rhyme, 

We lack not rhymes and leasons. 

As on this whirligig of Time 
We circle with the seasons 

This earth is nch in man and maid , 
With fair horizons bound 
This whole wide earth of light and shade 
Comes out a perfect round 
High over roaring Temple bar, 

And set m Heaven’s third story, 

I look at all things as they are, 

But thro’ a kind of glory 


Head-waiter, honour’d by the guest 
Half-mused, or reeling npe, 

The pint, yon brought me, was the best 
That ever came from pipe 
But tho’ the port surpasses praise. 

My nerves have dealt with stiffer 
Is there some magic m the place ? 

Or do my peptics differ? 

For since I came to live and learn. 

No pint of white or red 
Had ever half the power to turn 
This wheel within my head, 


Which bears a season’d brain about, 
Unsubject to confusion, 

Tho’ soak’d and saturate, out and out. 
Thro’ cieiy coniolution 

For I am of a numerous house. 

With many kinsmen gaj , 

Where long and largely we carouse 
As who shall «a> me naj 
Each month, a birth-da> coming on, 
We dnnk defjnng trouble, 

Or sometimes two would meet in one, 
And tlien wc drank it double , 

Whether the vintage, j ct unkept. 

Had relish fiery new. 

Or tlbow-deep in sawdust, slept, 

As old as Waterloo , 

Or stow’d, when classic Canning died, 
In musty bins and chambers. 

Had cast upon its crusty side 
The gloom of ten Decembers 

The Muse, the jolly Muse, it is ’ 

She answer’d to my call, 

She changes with that mood or this, 
Is all in-all to all 

She lit the spark within mj throat. 

To make my blood run quicker, 

® Used all her fiery will, and smote 
Her life into the liquor 

And hence this halo lives about 
The waiter’s hands, that reach 
To cacli his perfect pint of stout. 

His proper chop to each 
He looks not like the common breed 
That with the napkin dally , 
t 1 think he came like Ganymede, 
From some delightful valley 

The Cock was of a larger egg 
Than modem poultry drop, 

Stept forward on a firmer leg, 

And cramm’d a plumper crop , 
Upon an ampler dunghill trod, 
Crow’d lustier late and early, 

Sipt wine from silver, praising God, 
And raked in golden barley 
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A pn^-ite life -IS all hii> joj, 

Till in a court he saw 
A something-pottle bodied boj 
lhat bnachled at the taw 
He stoop’d and clutch'd him, fur and 
good, 

ric \ f)\cr roof and daacment 
His brothers of the weather stood 
Stock still for sheer amarement 

But he, by farmstead, thorpe and spire. 
And follow’d with acclaims, 

A sign to many a staring shire 
Came crowing osair Thames 
Rig'd down b> smokj Paul's thej bore, 
Till, where the street grows straitcr. 
One fix’d for eier at the door. 

And one became head waiter 


But whither would mj fancy go^ 

How out of place she makes 
The aaolct of a legend blow 
Among the chops and steaks I 
Pis bat a sic I'rd of the can, 

One shade more plump than common , 
As just and mere a ser\ing-man 
As any bom of woman 

I ranged too high what draws me dowm 
Into the common day ? 

Is It the weight of that half crown, 
>Yhich I shall haac to pay? 

For, something duller than at first, 

Nor wholly comfortable, 

I sit, my empty glass reaersed, 

And thrumming on the table 

Half fearful that, with self at strife, 

1 take myself to task , 

Lest of the fulness of my life 
I Icaac an empty flask 
For 1 had hope, by' something rare 
To prove myself a poet 
But, while I plan and plan, my hair 
Is gray before I know it 

So fares it since the y'cars began, 

Till they be gather’d up , 

The truth, tnat flies the floiving can, 

Will haunt the vacant cup • 

T 


And others’ follies teach us not. 

Nor much tlieir wisdom leaches ; 

And most, of sterling worth, is what 
Our own experience preaches 

Ah, let the rusty theme alone 1 
V\e know not what we know 
I But for my pleasant hour, ’lis gone , 
j ’Tis gone, and let it go 
I ’Tis gone a thousand such ha\c slipt 
‘ Away from my embraces. 

And fall’n into the dusty crypt 
Of darken’d forms and faces 

Go, therefore, thou I thy belters w'cnt 
Long since, and came no more , 

, With peals of genial clamour sent 
j From many a tax cm door, 

I With twisted quirks and happy hits. 
From misty men of letters , 

The tiiem hours of mighty wits — 
Thine elders and thy betters 

Hours, when the Poet’s words and looks 
Hrd yet their native glow 
Nor yet the fear of little books 
Had made him talk for show , 

But, all his vast heart shcrris-w arm’d. 
He flash’d his random speeches, 

Ere days, that deal in ana, swarm’d 
His literary leeches 

So mix for ever with the past, 

Like all good things on earth ' 

For should I prize thee, couldst thou 
last, 

At half thy real worth? 

I hold It good, good things should pass 
With time I will not quarrel 
It is but yonder empty glass 
That makes me maudlin-moral 

Head-waiter of the chop-house here, 

To which I most resort, 

I too must part I hold thee dear 
For this good pint of port. 

For this, thou shalt from all things suck 
Marrow of mirth and laughter , 

And wheresoe’er thou move, good luck 
Shall fling her old shoe after 
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But thou unit never move from hence, 
The sphere th} fate allots 
Thy latter days increased with pence 
Go down among the pots 
Thou hattenest bj the greasy gleam 
In haunts of hungry sinners, 

Old boxes, larded with the steam 
Of thirty thousand dinners 

We fret, we fume, would shift our skins. 
Would quarrel with our lot , 

Thy care is, under polish’d tins. 

To serve the hot-and-hot , 

To come and go, and come again. 
Returning like the pewit. 

And watch’d by silent gentlemen. 

That tnfle with the cruet. 

Liie long, e'e from thy topmost head 
The thick set hazel dies , 

Long, ere the hateful crow shall tread 
The comers of thine eyes 
Lue long, nor feel in head or chest 
Our changeful equinoxes. 

Till mellow Death, like some late guest, 
Shall call thee from tlie boxes. 

But when he calls, and thou shalt cease 
To oace the gritted floor, 

Ai^, laying down an unctuous lease 
^ Of life, shalt earn no more , 

^ ^“es. the types of Death, 

bhall show thee past to Heaven 
But carved cross-pipes, and, underneath, 
A pint-pot neatly graven 


lady CLARE 

It was the time when lilies blow. 
And clouds are highest up in air. 
Lord Ronald brought a Iily-white do 
to give his cousin, Lady Clare, 

T trow they did not part in scorn 

Lovers long betrolh’a were they 

in^j O will wed die marrow mom 
won s b'essmg on the day « 

' He dots not love me for my birth, 
.Nor fe- ray lands so broad and lai 

” A tme worth, 

And that IS well,’ aa.d Lady CtS 


In there came old Alice the nurse. 

Said, ‘WTio was this that went from 
thee ?’ 

* It was my cousin,’ said Lady Clare, 

‘ To-morrow he weds with me ’ 

‘O God be thank’d!’ said Ahce the 
nuisc, 

‘ That all comes round so just and fair 
Lord Ronald is heir of all your lands. 
And yon are not the Lady Clare ’ 

‘Are ye out of your mmd, my nurse, 
my nurse?’ 

I Said Lady Clare, ‘that ye speak so 
I wnld?’ 

‘As God’s above,’ said Alice the nurse, 

‘ I speak the truth you are my child 

‘The old Earl’s daughter died at my 
breast, 

I speak the truth, as I live by bread ' 

I buried her like my own sw eet child. 
And put my child in her stead ’ 


‘Falsely, falsely have ye done, 

O mother,’ she said, ‘ if this be true, 
To keep the best man under the sun 
So many years from his due ’ 

‘h*ay now, my child,’ said Alice the 
nurse, 

‘ But keep the secret for your life, 

And all yon have wiU be Lord Ronald’s, 
HTien yon are man and wife ’ 


11 1 m a beggar bom,’ she said, 

, speak out, for I dare not he 
Pull off, pull off, the brooch of gold. 
And fling the diamond necklace by ’ 

‘Nay now, my child,’ said Alice f 
nurse, 

> cu" ’ 

• If?!, ’ but I will Know 

i W ‘here be any faith m man’ 


now, wnat faith?’ 


a.Liu Alice 


nurse, 




THE CAPTAIN 
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* Yet give one loss to your mother dear » 
Alas, my child, I sinn’d for thee ’ 

'O mother, mother, mother,’ she said, 
‘So strange it seems to me 


THE CAPTAIN 

A LEGE:!tD OF THE KAVY 


' Yet here’s a kiss for my mother dear, 
M} mother dear, if this be so. 

And lay your hand upon my head. 

And bless me, mother, ere I go ’ 

She clad herself m a russet gown. 

She was no longer Lady Clare 
She went by dale, and she went bj down, 
"With a single rose m her hair 

The lily-white doe Lord Ronald had 
brought 

Leapt up from where she lay, 

Dropt her head m the maiden’s hand, 
And follow’d her all the way 

Down stept Lord Ronald from his tower 
‘ O Lady Clare, you shame j ourworth • 
V\Tiy come you drest hke a I’dli^ maid. 
That are the flower of the eai^ ?’ 

‘ If I come drst hke a village maid, 

I am but as my fortunes are 
1 am a beggar bom,’ she said, 

‘And not the Lady Clare ’ 

‘ Play me no tncks,’ said Lord Ronald, 
‘For I am yours in word and in deed 
Play me no tncks,’ said Lord Ronald, 
‘Your nddle is hard to read ' 

O and proudly stood she up * 

Her heart within her did not fail * 

She look’d mto Lord Ronald’s eyes. 

And told him all her nuise’s tale 

He laugh d a laugh of merry scorn 
He turn’d and kiss’d her where she 
stood . 

‘ If yon are not the heiress bom, 

I,’ said he, ‘ the next m blood — 

‘ If you are not the heiress bom. 

And I,’ Slid he, ‘ the lawful heir, 

We two will wed to-morrow mom. 

And you shall still be Lady Clare ’ 


He that only rules 1^ terror 
Doeth gnei ous wrong 
Deep as Hell I count his error 
Let him hear my^ song 
Brave the Captain was the seamen 
. Made a gallant crew. 

Gallant sons of Engbsh freemen, 
Sailors bold and tme 
• But they hated his oppression, 

I Stem he was and rash , 
j So for every light transgression 
I Doom’d them to the lash 
Dav by day more harsh and crael 
Seem’d the Captam’s mood 
Secret wrath like smother’d fuel 
Burnt m each man’s blood 
Yet he hoped to purchase glory , 
Hoped to make the name 
Of his \essel great m story. 
Wheresoe’er he came 
So they past by capes and islands. 
Many a harbour-mouth. 

Sailing under palmy highlands 
Far withm Ae South 
On a day when they were gomg 
O’er fte lone expanse, 

In the north, her canvas flowing. 

Rose a ship of France 
Then the Captam’s colour heighten’d, 
Joyful came his speech 
But a cloudy gladness lighten’d 
In the eyes of each. 

‘Chase,’ he said the ship flew for 
ward. 

And the wnnd did blow , 

Stately, lightly, went she Norward, 
Till she nem^d the foe 
Then they look’d at him they hated 
Had what they desired . 

Mute with folded aims they waited — 
Not a gun was fired 
But they heard the foeman’s thunder 
Roaring out their doom , 

All the air was tom in sunder. 
Crashing went the boom. 
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THE LORD OF hVRLElGH 


Spars weresplmter’djdecksnere shatter’d, 
Bullets fell like ram , 

Over mast and deck were scatter’d 
Blood and brains of men 
Spars were splinter’d , decks w ere broken 
Every mother’s son — 

Doivn they dropt — no w ord was spoken — 
Each b<»idc his gun 
On the decks as they were lying, 

Were their faces gnm 
In their blood, as they hj dying. 

Did they smile on Lm 
Those, m whom he had reliance 
For his noble name. 

With one smile of still defiance 
Sold him unto shame 
Shame and wrath his heart confounded. 
Pale he turn'd and red, 

Till himself was deadly wounded 
Falling on the dead 
Dismal error I fearful slaughter ! 

Years have wander’d by, 

Side by side beneath the water 
Crew and Captain lie , 

There the sunlit ocean tosses 
O’er them mouldering. 

Arid the lonely seabird crosses 

With one waft of the wing 


THE -LORD OF BURLEIG: 

In her ear he whispers gaily, 

And a ^n 

Hp tlTi maiden she 

He to lips, that fondly falter 
Presses his witbont 
Leads her to the villair»^u'’^ 

And they 

‘Icanmakenotaa“^’*'=*™'>f 

L>ttlecanIg.ve^M 

Love will make our i 

And I love thee Pheasant 

They by parks andTo^ We’ 


Summer woods, about them blowing, 
Made a murmur in the land. 

From deep thouclit himself he roUiCS, 
Saj-s to her that loses him well, 

‘ L"t us sec these handsome houses 
Where the wealthy nobles dwell ’ 

So she goes by him attended. 

Hears him lovingl) converse, 

Secs whatever fair and splendid 
Eaj betwixt his home and hers , 
Parks w ith oat and chestnut shad}, 
ParLs and order'd gardens great, 
Ancient homes of lord and lad), 

Built for pleasure and for state 
All he shows her makes him dearer 
Evermore she seems to gare 
On that cottage growing nearer. 

Where they Uiam vv ill spend their days 
O but she will love him trul) ’ 

He shall have a cheerful home; 

She wall order all things duly. 

When beneath Ins roof they come 
Thus her heart rejoices greatty, 

Till a gateway she discerns 
With armorial beanngs stately, 

And beneath the gate she turns , 

Secs a mansion more majestic 
Than all those she saw Ijeforc 


Hiany a gallant gay domestic 
Bows before him at the door 
And they speak in gentle murmur. 
When they answer to his call, 
^^^nle he treads with footstep firmer, 
Leading on from hall to hall 
And, while now she wonders blindly, 
Jvor the meaning can divine. 
Proudly turns he round and kindly, 

‘ All of this IS mine and tliine ’ 
Here he lives in st,atc and bounty, 
Lord of Burleigh, fair and free, 
«ot a lord m all the county 
Is so great a lord as he 
All at once the colour flushes 
Her sweet face from brow to clun 
® shame she blushes. 
And her spmt changed within 
i hen her countenance all over 
T>, , hgain as death did prove 

Aad he cheer’d her soul with love 



TJIE VOYAGE 


So she sUo\ e against her weakness, 

Tho’ at times her spirit sank 
Shaped her heart with woman’s meekness 
To all duties of hci rank • 

“^nd a gentle consort made he. 

And her gentle mind w as such 
That she grew a noble lady. 

And the people Io\cd her much 
Uul a trouble weigh’d upon her, 

And perplex’d her, night and morn, 
\yi*llJ-the burthen of an honour 
Unto which she was not bom. 

Faint she grew, and eier fainter, 

And she murmur’d, ‘ Oh, that he 
W ere once more that landscape-painter, 
hidi did wan mj heart from me ' ’ 

So she droop’d and droop'd before him, 
Fading stow Ij from his side 
Three fair cluldrcn first she bore him. 
Then before her time she died 
Weeping, weeping late and early. 
Walking up and pacing dowai, 

Deeplj mourn’d the Lord of Burleigh, 
Burleigh-liouse b) Stamford-town 
And he came to look upon her, 

And he look’d at her and said, 

'Bring the dress and put it on her, 

ITiat she wore when she was wed ’ 
Then her people, softly treading, 

Bore to earth her body, drest 
In the dress that she was wed m. 

That her spirit might have rest 

VOYAGE"' I 

I 

* I 

We left bdiind the painted bgoy 
ITiat tosses at the harbour mouth , 

And madly danced our hearts with jo). 

As fast we ficeted to the South 
How fresh was etery sight and sound ! 

On open mam or winding shore 1 
kWe knew the merry world was round, | 

ji And wo might sail for evermore, , 'I 

** •*** * j * 

II 

Warm broke the breeze against the | 

brow, j 

Hiy Sang the tackle, sang the sad • , 


II? 

The Lady’s-liead upon the proiv 

Caught the shrill salt, and sheer’d the 
gale 

1 he broad seas swell’d to meet the keel, 
And swept behind , so quick the run, 
We felt the good ship shake and reel, 
We seem’d to sail into the Sun 1 

HI 

How oft w e saw the Sun retire, 

And bum ^cAhresholdjjQligjnght, ' ' 
Fall from his pci^ jane. of fire, 

And sleep beneath his pillar’d light 1 
How oft the purple-skirted robe 
Of twilight slowly downward draivn, 
As thro’ the slumber of the globe 
Again we dash’d into the dawn ' 

IV 

New stars all night above tlie brim 
Of waters lighten’d into view ; 

They climb’d as quickly, for the nm 
Changed ever}' moment as we flew. 

Far ran the naked moon across 
The houseless ocean’s heaiang Held, 

Or flying shone, the silver hsss 
Of her own halo's dusky shield , 

V 

The peaky islet shifted shapes, 

High towns on hills were dimly seen, 
We past long lines of Northern capes 
And dewry Northern meadows green 
We came to warmer avaves, and deep 
Across the boundless east we drove, 
Where those long swells of breaker sweep 
The nutmeg rocks and isles of clove 

VI 

By peaks that ^api.e^s or* uH i® shade, 
Gloom'd the low coast and qmvenng 
brine 

With ashy rams, that spreading made 
" Fantastic plume or sable pine , 

By sands and steaming flats, and floods 
Of mighty mouth, we scudded fast, 

And hills and scarlet-mingled woods / 
Glow’d for a moment as we past. ■ 


SIX LAUNCELOT and queen GUJEEV1.RL 


xtis 


VII 

O hundtea shores of happ) dimes, 

How swiftly stream’d ) e bj the barlv 1 
At times the whole sea bum'd, at times 
With ivahcs of fire we lore the dark , 

At times a carven craft would shoot 
From haiens hid in fairy boweis, 

With naked limbs and flowers and fruit. 
But we nor paused for frmt nor flow ets 

Tin 

For one fair Vision eier fled 

Down the waste waters day and night, 
And still we follow’d where she led, 

In hope to gam upon her flight j‘ 

Her face was ciermore unseen. 

And fixt upon the fat sca-line , 

But each man murmur’d, ‘ O mj Queen, 

I follow till I make thee mine ’ 

». 

And now we lost her, now she gleam’d 1 
Like Fancy made of golden air, 

Now nearer to the prow she seem’d 
Like Virtue firm, like Knowledge fair, 
Now high on waves that idly burst 
Like Hcaaenly Hope she crown’d the j 
sea. 

And now, the bloodless point rcicrsed. 
She bore the blade of Liberty Jj 

X. 

And only one among us — him 
We pleased not — he was seldom 
pleased 

He saw not far his eyes were dim 
But ours he sivore were all diseased 
‘ A ship of fools,’ he shriek’d m spite, 

‘A ship of fools,’ he sneer’d and 
wept. 

And overboard one stormy night 
He cast his body, and on we swept. 

XI 

And never sail of outs was fiiiFd, 

Nor anchor dropt at eve or morti ,* 

« e lov'd the glones of the world, 

^ws of nature were our scorn 


For blasts wonld rise md nvc and censt. 
But whence were those that drove the 
sail 

Across the whirlwind’s )icirt of peace, 

And to and thro’ the counter gale? 

MI 

Again to colder climes we came. 

For still wc follow’d wliere she led ♦ 
Now male is blind and captain lame. 

And half the crew art. sick or dead, 
But, blind or lame or sicl or sound, 

\\c follow that which flies before 
Wt know the merry world is round, 

And wc may sail for tvennorc 

- SIR LAUNCELOT AND 
QUEEN GUINEVERE 

n FRAGMENT 

Like souls that balance yoy and pain, 
With tears and smiles from heavui again 
The maiden Spring upon the pbm 
Came in a sun lit fall of rain 

In crystal vapour everywhere 
Blue isles of beaten laugh’d between, 
And far, in forest deeps unseen, * 

Tlie topmost elm tree gather’d gretn 
. From draughts of balmy air 

Sometimes the linnet piped his song 
Sometimes the throstle whistled strong 
i Sometimes the sparhawk, wheerd along, 
> Hush’d all tlie groves from fear of wrong 
By grassy capes with fuller sound 
In curves the yellowmg nver tan, 

And drooping chestnui-buds began 
To spread into the perfect fan, 

Above the teeming ground 

Then, in the boyhood of the y tar, 

Sir Launcclot and Queen Guinevere 
Rode thro’ the covens of the deer. 

With blissful treble nnging clear 

She seem'd a part of yoyous Spring 
A gown of grass green silk she wore. 
Buckled with golden clasps before , 

I A hght.green tuft of plumes she bore 
1 Closed m a golden irag 
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n -nir rrc.GiR maid— the eagif 


Vow OT I'*} * 

Sf>w by ssvvc ►irblmi; nv)lc% 

13 ’*jC'<jPc« niT>t ^vitb 

H« citai' vihut liinlc h*? pritt'n 

An-i fittJcr now c slimmtl Otc 

p.-’in'; 

T’'tn «;hc \u'r<^ t-Fin i»*t ccr cpring^ 
r% nii;H^ 'o cerv ^-nrbd 

Wr* ■'b chra'nenui: iwo-irhiiil nry^ 
\\r j ;ir!:,*>*^C brulk ti. ns 

\5 r-. i bo 4’-’l {''"<•» sun '••’ll si wk, 

TioV.vs "i’ «r 

r.b lunr ‘K’s* f«u the lini'l 
Shi h-ol !‘ so nnclj, n? she «« ’v « 
n c icjn wi»h «1 ‘>n'> 

A. insn h'’il g 'cn **11 o’h-r h’ts«, 

A'-d n^j h s wnrldK no-th for ihis, 

T w is!c 1 v-» \\5io*e 1 uan in one kiss 
I yen her ’serf'^t lij's 


• In robe nnd crown the king slept down. 

To meet and greet her on her waj , 

‘ It IS no wonder,’ said the lords, ^ 

* bhe IS more beautiful than daj ’ 

A^ chines the moon in clouded skies, 

She in her poor attire was seen 
One praised her ancles, one her ejes. 
Ore her dark hair and losesomc mien 
'to sweet a face, such angel grace, 

* In all that land had ntscr been 
; Cophetaa sware a rojal oath 

, ‘ This lieggar maid shall be m} queen 1 


THE EAGLE 

fragment 

Ht clasps the crag with crooked hands , 
1 Close to the sun m lonel} lands,, 
j Ringd with the ame world, he stands 


y A I>\RE\NTi:LL 

FijOW aocTi, col I mule*, to the sea, 

Thj tnbate was c deliver 

No mo'C b,' thee my steps shall Iw, 
!>.» tier and for ever 

Flow, sofiI> fow, bj l"wn end It.-, 
Aihaiklthca-’ riser , 

Ko vherc bj tbec mj s'tps ^ball be. 
For ever and for ei er. 

But here will sigh ihinc alder tree. 
And here thine jsjTjfii *1 » 

And here b> thee will bum the bee. 
For cstr and for cscr 

A thousand suns will <tripm on thee, 
A thousand moons w ill gb*' ^5 ’ 

. But not b\ thee my steps shall 1«?, 
For ever and for cstr 


THE BEGGAR MAID 

Her arms across her brea-st she laid , 
She was more fair than words on saj 
Bare footed came the beggar maid 
Before the king Cophetua 


Tiic wnnkkd sea beneath him craw ls , 
He watches from his mountain walls, 
And like a thunderbolt he falls 


a E eastward, happy earth, and lease 
^on orange sunset waning slow 
im fnngcs of the faded e\e, 

5, happy planet, eastward go , 

I over Ihj dark shoulder glow 
rh> sihi.r sister-world, and rise 
lo glass herself in dew} c)es 
at w atch md'from the gkn below 

,, bear me with thee, smoothly borne, 
Dip forw.ard under stariy' light, 

A move me to my marnage-morn. 

And round again to happj night 

>ME not, when I am dead, 

To drop thy foolish tears upon mj 

0 trample round my fallen head, 

A^d V « the unhappy dust thou w oulds 

here le^thTwind sweep and the plover 
cry ; 

But thou, go bi 
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THE LETTERS — THE VISTON OP SW 


Child, if U were thine etror or thy crime 
1 care no longer, being all unblest 
Wed vfhom thou wit, but I am sick of 
Time, 

And I desire to rest 

Pass on, weak heart, and leave me where 
I he 

Go by, go by 
THE LETTERS 

I 

Still on the tower stood the vane, 

A black yew gloom’d the stagnant an, 

I peer’d athwart the chancel pane 
And saw the altar cold and bare 
A clog of lead was round my feet, 

A band of pain across my brow , 

‘ Cold altar. Heaven and earth shall meet 
Before you heat my marriage vow ’ 

II 

1 turn'd and humm’d a bitter song 
That mock’d the wholesome human 
heart, 

And then we met in wrath and wrong, 

We met, but only meant to part 
Full cold my greeting was and dry , 

She faintly smiled, she hardl} moved , 
I saw with halT-unconscious eye 
She vvore the colours I approved 

III 

She took the little ivory chest. 

With half a sigh she turn’d the key. 
Then raised her head with lips comprest. 
And gave my letters back to me 
And gave the trinkets and the rings. 

My gifts, when gifts of mine could 
please , 

As looks a father on the things 

Of his dead son, I look’d on these.* 

IV 

She told me all her friends had said , 

I raged against the public bar , 

She talk’d as if her love were 
But m my words were seeds of fire 


‘ No more of love , jour sex is known 
1 never will be twice decor ed 
Henccforlb I trust the man alone, 

The woman cannot be lieUeved 

V. 

‘Thro’ slander, meanest spawn of Hell— • 
And women’s slander is the worst, 

And you, whom once I loi’d so well, 
Thro’ you, mj life will be accurst ’ 

I spoke with heart, and heal and force, 

I shook her breast with vague alaims- 
I ikc torrents from a mountain «ourcc 
We rush’d into each other’s arms 

VI 

Wc parted sweetly gleam’d the stats, 
And sweet the vapour-braided blue. 
Low breezes fann’d the belfry bars, 

As homeward by the church I drew 
The very graves appear’d to smile. 

So fresh they rose m shadow'd swells 
‘ Dark porch,’ I said, ‘ and silent aisle, 
Tliere comes a sound of mamage bells. 

THE VISION OF SIN 

- 1 

I 

I HAD a vision when the night was late 
A youth came nding toward a palace gate 
He rode a horse with wings, tliat would 
have flown. 

But that his heavy ndet kept him down 
And from the palace came a child of sm. 
And took lum by the curls, and led him in, 
Where sat a company with heated eyes. 
Expecting when a fountain should arise 
A sleepy light upon their brow s and bps — 
As when the sun, a crescent of eclipse. 
Dreams over lake and lavvn, and isles and 
capes — 

Suffused them, sitting, lying, languid 
shapes, 

By heaps of gourds, and skins of wine, 
and piles of grapes 

' It 

Then methought I heard a mellow sound, 
Gathering up from all the lower ground , 



THE Vision OF SIH 
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JJarrowirg in to wl’eTe Ihej sat assembled j 
Low voluptuous music winding Iremoled, j 
\Yo> ’n m circles thej that heard it sigh’d, j 
ranted hand-in-hand Math faces pale, | 
‘^wung thcmsehes, and in low tones re- j 
plied , I 

TQl the fountain spouted, show enng wide 
Sleet of diamond-dnft and pcarlj hail , 
Then themusic touch’d the gatcsaiid died , 
Rose again from where it seem’d to fail, 
Storm’d in orbs of song a growing gale , 
Till thronging in and in, to where they 
waited, 

As ’iw ere a hundred-throated nightingale. 
The strong tempestuous treble throbbd 
and palpitateo ; 

Ran into its giddiest whirl of sound, | 
Caught the sparkles, and m circles, ! 
Rarple gauzes, golden hazes, liquid mazes, , 
Flung the torrent rainbow round | 

Then they started from their places, > 
Moied with aaolence, changed in hue, > 
Caugnt each Oiher with wald gnmac es, | 
Half-invisible to the view, '■ ” 

■Wheeling with precipitate paces 
To the mclod), till they flew, 

Hair, and ejes, and limbs, and faces, 
Twasted haxo m fierce embraces, 

Like to Funes, like to Graces, j 

Dasn’d together in blinding dew ' 

Till, loll’d wath some luvurious agony, 

Tlie nerve-dissoh mg melod) 

Flutter’d headlong from the sky. 

ni. 

And then I look’d up towaird a mountain- 
tract. 

That gut the region wath high chff and 
lawai 

1 saw that e%cry morning, far withdrawal 
Rejond the darkness and the cataract, 

God made Himself an aw ful rose of dawn, 
Unheeded and detaching, fold bj fold. 
From those still heights, and, slowlj 
drawang near, 

A vapour heavj, hueless, formless, cold. 
Came floating on for many a month and 
jear. 

Unheeded and I thought I would have 
spoken, 


And warn’d that madman ere it grew too 
late 

But, ns m oreams, I could not Mine 
was broken, 

WTien that cold vapour touch’d the palace 
gate. 

And Imk’d agam I saw within my head 
A graj and gap-tooth’d man as lean as 
death, 

Who slowly rode across a wither’d heath, 
And lighted at a min’d mn, and said 

IV 

‘ Wrmkled ostler, gnm and thin ’ 

Here is custom come jour waj , 

Take my brute, and lead him m. 

Stuff his nbs with mould> hay 

* Bitter bannaio, waning fist * 

See that sheets are on my bed ; 

^Vhat 1 the flower of life is past 
It IS long before )ou wed 

‘ Shp'shod waiter, lank and sour. 

At the Dragon on the hea'h 1 
Let us have a quiet hour, 

Let us hob ana-nob with Death 

‘ I am old, but let me drmk , 

Bring me spices, bring me wine ; 

I remember, wnen I think, 

That my jouth was half dmna 

Wine IS good for shnv ell’d lips, 

When a blanket wraps the daj, 

A\Tien the rotten woodland anps, 

And the leaf is stamp’d m clay 

‘ Sit thee down, and have no shame. 
Cheek by jq^ and knee by knee • 
What care I for anj name ? 

What for order or d^ee ? 

‘ Let me screw thee up a peg 

Let me loose thy tongue v ith wine 
Callest thou that thing a leg? 

Which IS thinnest ? thine or mine? 

‘Thou shalt not be saved by works . 

Thou hast been a smner too ; 

Rnin’d trunks on wither’d forks. 

Empty scarecrows, I and jou I 
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THE VISION OF SIN 


‘ ¥iU the cup, and fill the can 
Ha\e a rouse before the mom 
, Every moment dies a man, 

{ Every moment one is bom 

I ‘ We are men of ruin’d blood , 

Therefore comes it we ate wise 
fish^are we that love the mud, 

, Rising to no fancy-flies 

‘ Eame and fame I to fly sublime 
Thro’ the courts, the camps, the 
schools. 

Is to be the ball of Time, 

"Bandit by the hands of fools 

‘ Friendship ' — ^to be two m one — 

Let the cajitmg liar pack ' 

Well I know, 'when I am gone. 

How she mouths behind my back 

‘Virtue I — ^to be good and just — 

"Every heart, when sifted well, 

Is a clot of warmer dust, 

Mix’d with cunning sparks of hell 

‘ 0 ' we two as well can look 
Whited thought and cleanly life 
As the pnest, above his book 
J Leering at his neighbour’s wife 

i"' “ 

‘ Fill the cup, and fill the can 
Have a rouse before the mom 
'(Every moment dies a man, 

' Every moment one is bom 

‘ Dnnk, and let the parties rave 
They are fill’d with idle spleen , 
Rising, falling, like a wave. 

For they know not what they mem 

* He that roars for liberty 
Faster binds a tyrant’s power , 

And the tyrant’s cruel glee 
Forces on the freer hour 

‘Fill the can, and fill the cup 
All the wmdy ways of men 
Are but dust that nses up, 

And IS lightly laid again 


‘ Greet her with applausive breath. 
Freedom, gaily doth she tread , 

In her nght a civic wreath 

In her left a human head 1 

‘ No, I love not what is new , 

She is of an ancient house 
And I think we know the hue 
Of that cap upon her brows 

‘ Let her go I her thirst she slak^ 
Where the bloody imnduit runs, 
Then her sweetest meal she makes 
On the first -bom of her sons. 

‘ Dnnk to lofty hopes that cool — 
Visions of a perfect State 
Dnnk we, last, the public fool, 
Frantic love and frantic hate 

‘ Chant me now some wicked stave , 
Till thy drooping courage rise, 

And the glow-worm of the grave 
Glimmer in thy rheumy eyes 

* Fear not thou to loose thy tongue , 
Set thy hoary fancies free , 

What IS loathsome to the young 
Savours well to thee and me 

‘ Chaise, reverting to the years. 
When thy nerves could understand 
What there is in loving tears. 

And the warmth of hand m hand 

‘ Tell me tales of thy first love — 
Apnl hopes, the fools of chance , 

I Till the graves begin to move, 

I And the dead begin to dance 

Fill the can, and fill the cup 
All the windy ways of men 
Are but dust that rises up. 

And is lightly laid again 

* Troopu^ firom their mouldy dens 
The chap fallen circle spreads 
Welcome, fellow-citizens. 

Hollow hearts and empty heads I 
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* You are bones, and \\hat of that ? 

E\ery face, however full, 
l^added round with flesh and fat, 

Is but modell’d on a skull 

* Death is king, and Vu at Rex 1 

Tread a measure on the stones, 

Madam — ^if I know jour sex. 

From the fashion of jour bones 

* No, I cannot praise the fire 

In your cje — ^nor jet jour hp 
All the more do I admire 
Joints of cunning workmanship 

* Lo ’ God’s likeness — the ground plan — 

Neither modell’d, glazed, nor framed 
Buss me, thou rough sketch of man, 

Far loo naked to be shamed ' 

‘ Drink to Fortune, dnnk to Chance, 
While we keep a little breath 1 
Dunk to heavy Ignorance ' 

IlQ^a pd-nob with brother Death 1 

'Thou art mazed, the night is long. 

And the longer night is near 
What 1 I am not all as wrong 
As a bitter jest is dear 

‘Youthful hopes, by scores, to all, 

When the locks are ensp and curl’d ; 
Unto me my maudlin gall 
And my mockeries of the world 

* Fill the cup, and fill the can 

Mingle madness, mingle scorn ’ 

Dregs of life, and lees of man • 

Yet we wall not die forlorn ’ 

V 

The voice grew faint there came a 
further change 

Once more uprose the mj’stic mountain- 
range 

Below were men and horses pierced wnth 
worms, 

And slowly quickening into lower form^ 
By s hards and ss.urf of salt, and^scgirnf 
^ dross, ■ 

Old plash of rains, and refuse patch d 
"^th moss 


Then some one spake . ‘ Behold I it was 
a crime 

Of sense avenged by sense that wore wnth 
time ’ 

Another said * The enme of sense 
became 

The crime of malice, and is equal blame ’ 
And one ‘ He had not wholly quench’d 
his power , 

A little grain of conscience made him 
sour ’ 

At last I heard a voice upon the slope 
Cry to the summit, ‘ Is there any hope ?’ 
To which an answer peal’d from that high 
land. 

Hut in a tongue no man could understand , 
And on the glimmering limit far with- 
dmwn 

God made Himself an awful rose of dawn ^ 
TO 

AFTER READING A LIFE AND LETTEl™ 

' Cursed be he that moves my bones ’ 

l>JiaXtspeare's Efitaph 

You might have w'on the Poet’s name. 

If such be worth the wiiming now, 

And gain’d a laurel for your brow 
Of sounder leaf than I can claim , 

But you have made the wiser choice, 

A life that moves to gracious ends 
Thro’ troops of unrecording friends, 

A deedful life, a silent voice 

And you have miss’d the irreverent doom 
Of those that wear the Poet’s crown 
Hereafter, neither knave nor clown 
Shall hold their mgies at your tomb 

For now the Poet caimot die. 

Nor leave his music as of old, 

But round him ere he scarce be cold 
egins the scandal and the cry 

‘ Proclaim the faults he would not show 
Break lock and seal betray the trust 
Keep nothmg sacred 'tis but just 
The many-headed beast should know ’ 
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10 E ON HIS TRAVELS IN GREECE 


Ah diameless * for he did but sing 
A song that pleased us from its m orth , 
Ko public life Mas his on earth, 

ISo blazon’d statesman be, nor king 

lie gave the people of his best 

His worst he kept, his best he ga\e 
My Shakespeare’s curse on clown and 
knaae 

Who will not let his ashes test I 

\\ho make it seem more sweet to be 
The little life of bank and bner, 

The bird that pipes his lone desire 
And dies unheard watbin his tree. 

Than he that warbles long and loud 
And drops at Glory’s temple-gates, 
For whom the camon vulture waits 
To tear his heart before the crowd ' 


TO E L, ON HIS TRAVELS 
IN GREECE 

ILX.YRIA^ woodlands, echoing falls 
Of water, sheets of summer glass, 

The long divine Peneian pass, 

The vast Akrokeraunian walls, 

Tomohnt, Athos, all things fair, 

With such a pencil, such a pen, 

You shadow forth to distant men, 

1 read and felt that I was there . 

Ano trust me while I turn'd the page. 
And track’d jou still on classic grouna, 
I grew m gladness till I found 
My spirits m the golden age 

For me the torrent ever pour’d 
And glisten’d — here and there alone 
The broad -limb’d Gods at random 
thrown 

By fountem urns and Naiads oar’d 

-A. glimmering shoulder under gloom 
Of cavern pillars , on the swell 
The silver lily heaved and fell , 

And many a slope was rich m bloom 


From him that on the mounUiin lea 
By dancing rivulets fed his flocks 
To him who sal upon the rocks, 
And (luted to the morning sea 


Break, break, break. 

On thy cold gray stones, O Sea ' 

And I would that my tongue could utter 
The thoughts that arise in me 

O well for the fisherman’s boy, 

That he shouts with his sister at play ! 

O well for the sailor lad, 

That he sings in his boat on the 

And the stately ships go on 
To thur haven under the hill , 

But O for the toucli of a vanish’d liand, 
And the sound of a voice that is still I 

Break, break, break, ‘ 

At the foot of thy crags, O Sea ’ 

But the tende* grace of a day that is dead 
Will never come back to me 

THE POET’S SONG 

The rain bad fallen, the Poet arose, 

He pass’d by tiic town and out of the 
street, 

A light wind blew from tne gates of the 
sun. 

And waves of shadow went over the 
wheat. 

And he sat him down in a lonely place, 
And chanted a melody loud and sw eet. 
That made the wild-sv an pause in her 
cloud, 

And the lark drop down at his feet 

The swallow stopt as he hunted the flv 
The snake slipt under a spray. 

The wild hawk stood with tne down on 
his beak, 

And stared, with bis foot on the prey*. 
And the nigbUngale thought, ‘1 have 
sung many songs. 

But never a one so gay, 

For he sings of what the world will be 
hen the ^cars ha\e died away * 
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AND OTHER POEMS, 


ENOCH ARDEN 

Long hncs of cliff brcikmg hve left a 
chisin , 

And in the cliasm are foam and jellow 
sands j 

Btjond, red roofs about a narrow wharf 
In cluster , then a moulder’d church , and 
higher 

A long street climbs to one tall tower’d 
mill ; 

Ana high in heaven behind it a graj down 
With Danish barrows , and a hazelwood, 
By autumn nutters haunted, flounshes 
Green in a cuplike hollow of the dowai 

Here on tins beach a hundred j ears ago, 
Three children of three houses, Annie Lee, 
The prettiest little damsel in the port, 
And Philip Ra> the miller’s only son. 
And Enodi Arden, a rough sailor’s lad 
Made orphan by aivintcr shipwreck, play'd 
Among the waste and lumber of the shore. 
Hard coilsof cordage, swarthy fishing-nets, 
Anchors of rusty fluke, and boats up- 
drawm , 

And built their castles of dissohang sand 
To watch them oi erflow ’d, or following up 
And flying the white breaker, daily left 
The little footprint daily wash’d away 

A narrow caie ran in beneath the cliff 
In this the children play’d at keeping 
house 

Enoch was host one day, Philip the next. 
While Annie still was mistress , but at 
times 

Enoch would hold possession for a week 
‘ This IS my house and this my little avife ’ 

* Mine too ’ said Philip ‘ turn and turn 
about ’ 

When, if they quarrell’d, Enoch stronger- 
made 


\\ as master then would Philip, his blue 
eyes 

All flooded with the helpless w'rath of 
tears. 

Shriek out ‘I hate you, Enoch,’ and at 
this 

The little wife w ould w’ecp for company, 
And pray them not to quarrel for her 
sake. 

And say she would be little wife to both 

But when the dawn of rosy childhood 
past. 

And the new warmth of life’s ascending 
sun 

Was felt by either, either fixt his heart 
On that one girl , and Enoch spoke his 
lose. 

But Philip loved in silence , and the girl 
Seem’d kinder unto Philip than to him , 
But she loved Enoch , tho’ she knew it 
not. 

And would if ask’d deny it. Enoch set 
A purpose evermore before his ey'es. 

To hoard all savings to the uttermost. 

To purchase his own boat, and make a 
home 

For Annie and so prosper’d that at last 
A luckier or a bolder fisherman, 

A carefuller in peril, did not breathe 
For leagues along that breaker -beaten 
coast 

Than Enoch Likeivise had he served a 
year 

On board a merchantman, and made 
himself 

Full sailor , and he thnee had pluck’d a 
life 

From the dread sweep of the down-stream- 
ing seas 

And all men look’d upon him favourably 
And ere he touch’d his one-and-tw entieth 
May 
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lie purchased his own boat, and rnide a 
home 

For Annie, neat and nestlihc, halfv ay up 
The narrow street that clatnlwr’d tow art! 
the mill 


Then, on a golden autumn ctci.tidi., 
The joungtr people mikirg holidaj, 
With bag and sack and basl et, grt^a* and 
small. 

Went nutting to the haieU Philip staj d 
(His father Ijing sick and needing him) 
An hour behind , but os he climb’d the hill. 
Just where the prone edge of the wooti 
began 

To feather toward the hollow”, 'aw the 
pair, 

Enoch and Annie, sitting hand-in hand. 
His large graj c)es and WLathcr-bcalen 
face 

AH kindled bj a still and sacreil lire. 
That bum'd as on an altar Philip look’d, 
And in their ejes and faces re-d his doom , 
Then, as their faces drew together, 
groan’d. 

And slipt aside, and like a wounded life 
Crept down into the hollows of the wootl 
There, while the rest were loud in merrj 
making. 

Had his dark hour unseen, and rose and 
past 

Bearing a lifelong hunger in his heart 


So these were wed, and merrily rs 
the bells, ^ 

And memly ran the )ears, sesen bar 
years, ‘ 

Seven happy jears of health and cc 
petcnce, 

WifhS*' tod . 

" ‘th chUdren , first a daughter In h 

'’=‘^e’s first cry, the no 

To save all earnings to the uttermost 

^d give lus child a better bringing u 

^=‘"‘'^,^,“^^«n.orhers.a^wfsh 

^en two years after came a bov to I 

The rosy Idol of her sohtudi ”^ ^ 


W hilc llrocli V as ab'cr* I on w rathfe! teas, 
Or often journcMtig land lard; for in truth 
Tnoch's whiit 11000, erd rno^h’s rcesn 
spod 

III ocean 'tiu.'’ing o-icr, end his face, 
Uough redden’d wi>h " tho»«ar.tl s in’tr 
pile', 

Vot only to the rati t • r o , were I nor-n 
Put in the Ic'fy I-rc' 1 hir 1 th'“ dour, 

I ar as the poral w-tding lion whelp, 
\nd pcactvcl- \i wtuo. o' the lonely llslt 
Wlo'c Friday fare a-'s Lnoch's jiuni’e' 
inp 


Then came .•> char,’-, av a'l th.ngt 
human ch-n i* 

I cii milc' to no’thss ir 1 of the na’iow yiort 
Open'd a larger 1 '\tn tl d’cr u"*d 
1 noch at timei to go 1 j land or f'a , 
Ard once when the c, -1, 1 clar-lrenn/o- 
1 1 n't 

In Inrbnnr, by mi -h-nce 1 e slipt end 
fell ^ 


A bmb wn broken wh-n they lif.td 
him , 

And while he lay recuanng tlcre, I-* 
wife 

lion. Imn another <on. a sickly one 
pother hand ertp' too icroas hts trade 
Taking her breaii and tl cir> and on hi"! 
fell, 

Altho’ a grave and v'aid Ooa-fcarirg 
mm 


lie seem d, as in a n ghtm-re of the ni"!! 

lo see his children Ic-dirg evermore 

V®" «’>'"-rable lives ofliand-to mouth 

And her, he loved, a lieggar. then I 
pray’d 

• Save Uicm from this, whatc-cr comes I 
me 

And while he pray d, the master of *Ii 
ship 

Enoch in, heating his mi 

Came, for he knew the man and value 
him, 

And wanting yet a boatswain Woul 
he go? 
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There yet were many weeks before she 
sail’d, 

Sail’d from tins port Would Enoch 
ha\e the place? 

And Enoch all at once assented to it. 
Rejoicing at that answer to his prayer 

So now that shadow of mischance 
appear’d 

No graver than as when some little cloud 
Cuts off the fiery highway of the sun, 
And isles a light in the offing yet the 
wife — 

When he was gone — the children — ^ivhat 
to do? 

Tlien Enoch lay long -pondering on his 
plans , 

To sdl the boat — and yet he loved her 
well — 

How many a rough sea had he weather’d 
in her ' 

He knew her, as a horseman knows his 
horse — 

And yet to sell her — then with what she 
brought 

Buy goods and stores — set Annie forth 
in trade 

With all that seamen needed or their 
wives — 

So might she keep the house while he 
nas gone 

Should he not trade himself out yonder? 

go 

This voyage more than once? yea twice 
or thnee — 

As oft as needed — ^last, returning neb. 
Become the master of a larger craft, 

With fuller profits lead an easier life. 
Have all his pretty young ones educated. 
And pass his days in peace among his 
oivn 

Thus Enoch in his heart determined all 
Then moving homeward came on Annie 
pale, 

Nursing the sickly babe, her latest-bom 
Toru'ard she started with a happy cry, 
And laid the feeble infant in liis arms , 
Whom Enoch took, and handled all his 
hmhs. 


Appraised his weight and fondled father 
hke, 

But had no heart to break his purposes 
To Annie, till the morrow, when he spoke 

Then first since Enoch’s golden ring 
had girt 

Her finger, Annie fought against his will 
Yet not with brawling opposition die. 
But manifold entreaties, many a tear. 
Many a sad kiss by day by night renew’d 
(Sure that all evil would come out of it) 
Besought him, supplicating, if he cared 
For her or his dear diildren, not to go 
He not for bis oivn self caring but her, 
Her and her children, let her plead in vain , 
So gnevmg held his wall, and bore it thro’ 

For Enoch parted with his old sea 
fnend, 

Bought Annie goods and stores, and set 
his hand 

To fit their little streetward sitting-room 
With shelf and comer for the goods and 
stores 

So all day long till Enoch’s last at home, 
Shaking their pretty cabin, hammer and 
axe. 

Auger and saw, while Annie seem’d to 
hear 

Her own death -scaffold raising, shrill’d 
and rang, 

Till this was ended, and his careful 
hand, — 

The space was narrow, — having order’d 
all 

Almost as neat and close as Nature packs 
Her blossom or her seedling, paused , 
and he. 

Who needs would work for Annie to the 
last, 

Ascendmg tired, heavily slept till mom 

And Enoch faced this morning of fare 
well 

Brightly and boldly All his Annie’s fears. 
Save, as his Annie’s, were a laughter to 
him 

Yet Enoch as a brave God-feanng man 
Bow’d himself down, and in that mystery 
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Where God-in man is one with man m- 
God, 

Pray’d for a blessing on his wife and babes 
Whatever came to him and then he said 
'Annie, this voyage by the grace of God 
Will bring fair weather j et to all of us 
Keep a clean hearth and a clear fire for me, 
For I’ll be back, my girl, before you 
know It ’ 

Then lightly rocking baby’s cradle ‘ and 
he. 

This pretty, puny, w eakly little one, — 
Nay — for I love him all the better for it — 
God bless him, he shall sit upon my knees 
And I wall tell him tales of foreign parts. 
And make him merry, when I come home 
again 

Come, Annie, come, cheer up before I go ’ 

Him running on thus hopefully she 
heard. 

And almost hoped heiself , but when he 
turn’d 

The cunent of his talk to graver things 
In sailor fashion roughly sermonuing 
On providence and trust m Heaven, she 
heard, 

Heard and not heard him , as the village 
girl. 

Who sets her pitcher underneath the 
spring. 

Musing on him that used to fill it for her, 
Hears and not hears, and lets it overflow 

At length she spoke ‘O Enoch, you 
are wise , 

And yet for all your wisdom well know 
That I shall look upon your face no more 

‘ Well then,’ said Enoch, ‘I shall look 
on yours 

Annie, the ship I sail in passes here 
(He named the day) get you a seaman’s 
glass. 

Spy out my face, and laugh at all your 
fears ’ 

But when the last of those last moments 
came, 

‘Annie, my prl, cheer up, be comforted 

Look to the babes, and till I come again 


Keep everything shipshape, for I must go 
And fear no more for me , or if you feat 
Cist ill your cares on God , ihit anchoi 
holds 

Is He not yonder in those uttermost 
Parts of the morning ? if I flee to these 
Cm I go from Him ? and the sea is His, 
The sea is IIis He mide it ’ 

Enoch rose, 

Cast his strong arms about his drooping , 
wife, 

And kiss’d his wonder-stneken little ones. 
But for the third, the sickly one, who slept 
After 1 night of fev erous w akefulncss, 
Wlien Annie would hive raised him 
Enoch said 

Wake him not , let him sleep , how 
should the child 

Remember this’’ and kiss’d him in his 
cot 

Blit Annie from her biby ’s forehead clip’ 
A tiny curl, and gave it this he kept 
Thro’ all his future, but now hastily 
caught 

His bundle, waved his hand, and went 
his way 

She when the day, that Enoch 
mention’d, came. 

Borrow’d a glass, but all in vain perhaps 
She could not fix the glass to suit her eye 5 
Perhaps her eye was dim, hand tremulous, 
She saw him not and while he stood on 
deck 

Wavang, the moment and the vessel past 

Ev’n to the last dip of the v anishing sad 
She watch’d it, and departed weeping for 
him , 

Then, tho’ she mourn’d his absence as his 
grave. 

Set her sad wall no less to chime with his^ 
But throve not m her trade, not being bred 
To Iwrter, nor compensating the want 
By shrewdness, neither capable of lies. 
Nor asking overmuch and taking less. 
And still foreboding ' what would Enoch 
say?’ 

For more than once, in days of difficulty 
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And prc'isure, hid she sold her wares for 
less 

Than whit she gave m buving whit she 
sold 

She fill’d and sadden’d knowing it , and 
llvts, 

Expeclant of tint news w hich never cimCj 
Gim’d for her ovvn a scant) svi«:tcnance, 
And lived i life of silent nielinchol) 

Now the third child was sickl)-bom 
ind grew 

Vet sicklier, tho* the mother cired for it 
With ill a mothers care nevertheless, 
W'Jietlier her business often cill d her from 
It, 

Or thro’ the wint of whit it needed most. 
Dr means to pi) the voice who best could 
tell 

WTnt most it needed — howsoe’er it was, 
After 1 lingering, — ere she wis iwire, — 
Like the caged Inrd csciping siiddcnl). 
The little innocent soul flitted aw a) 


‘ I came to speak to you of w'hat he 
w isli’d, 

Enoch, )our husband I have ever said 
\ ou chose the best among us — a strong 
man 

For where he fi\t his heart he set his hand 
j To do the thing he will’d, and bore it thro’ 

1 And wherefore did he go this weary way, 
I And leiv e ) ou lonel) ? not to see the 
world — 

I For pleasure? — na), but for the where 
I withil 

. To give his bibts i better bnnging-up 
Than his had been, or )ours that wis 
< his wish 

I And if he come again, vest will he be 
I To find the precious morning hours were 
lost 

, And It V ould v ex him even in his grave, 

I If be could know his babes were running 
wild 

I Like colts about the waste So, Annie, 

' now — 


In that same week when Annie buned 

Philips true hem, which hunger d for her 
peace 

(Since Enoch left he hid not look’d upon 
her), 

Smote him, is hav ing kept aloof so long 
‘ Surelv sa d Philip, ‘ I miy see her now , 
Ma) be some little comfort,’ therefore 


Have we not known each other all our 


I lives? 

i l do beseech )ou b) the love you bear 
Him and his children not to say me nay — 
j For, if )ou will, when Enoch comes again 
, Why then he shill repay me — ^if you will, 
, Annie — for I im rich ind well-to-do 


t Now let me put thebo) and girl to school 
! This is the favour that I came to ask ’ 


went. 

Past thro’ the solitai) room m front. 
Paused for a moment at an inner door. 
Then struck it ihnce, and, no one opening, j 
Enter'd , but Annie, seated w ith her gnef, I 
Fresn from the bunil of her little one, i 
Cared not to look on my human face, ! 
But turn’d her ovvn toward the wall md ! 

wept 1 

Then Philip standing up said falteriiigly j 
‘Annie, I came to ask 1 favour of you ’ j 

I 

He spoke , the passion in her moan'd { 
rcpl) ; 

‘Favour from one so sad and so forlorn t 
As I am * ’ half abash’d him , yet unask’d, ( 
Hts bashfulncss and tenderness at war, | 
He set himself beside her, saying to her 


Then Annie with her brows against thf 
will 

Answer’d ‘I cannot look )ou in the face 
I seem so foolish and so broken down 
When you came in my sorrow broke me 
down , 

And now I think your kindness breaks 
me down , 

But Enoch lives , that is borne in on me 
He w ill repay you money can be repaid , 
Not kindness such as )Ours ’ 

And Philip ask’d 
‘Then you will let me, Annie?’ 

There she turn’d. 
She rose, and fixt her swimming eyes upon 
him, 


T 
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And dwelt a moment on his kindly face, 
Then calling doivn a blessing on his head 
Caught at his hand, and wrung it passion 
atel>. 

And past into the little garth be}ond 
So lifted up in spirit he moved awaj 


Going we know not wlicre and so ten 
years, 

Since Enoch left his hearth and natitc 
land, 

Fled forward, and no news of Enoch 
came 


Then Philip put the boy and girl to 
school. 

And bought them needful books, and 
everyway. 

Like one who does his duty by his own, 
Made himself thins , and tho’ for Aniue’s 
sake, 

Feanng the lazy gossip of the port. 

He oft denied his heart his dearest wish, 
And seldom crost her threshold, yet he 
sent 

Gifts bj the diildren, garden-herbs and 
fruit, 

The late and early roses from his wall. 

Or conies from the down, and now and 
then, 

With some pretext of fineness in the meal 
To save the offence of charitable, flour 
From his tall mill that whistled on the 
waste 


But Philip did not fathom Annie’s 
mind 

Scarce could the woman when he came 
upon her, 

Out of full heart and boundless gratitude 

Light on a broken word to thank him 
wnth 

But Philip was her children s all m all , 

From distant corners of the street they 
ran 


To ^eet his hearty welcome heartiK , 
I-ords of his house and of his mill w 
they, 

Worned his p^we ear ^vlth petty wtoi 
Or pleasures, hung upon him, play’d w 
him 


And call’d him Father Philip P 
gain’d 

As Enoch lost , for Enoch seem’d to , 
Faint as a figure seen in early datvn 

^o-natthefarendofana^eSu™ 


It chanced one evening Annic’schildren 
long’d 

To go with others, nutting to the wood, 
And Annie would go with them, then 
thej begg’d 

For Father Philip (as thev call’d him) looi 
Him, like the working bee m blossom 
dust. 

Blanch’d with his mill, they found, and 
saying to him 

‘ Come with us Father Philip’ he denied, 
But when the children pluck’d at him to 

go. 

He laugh’d, and yielded readily to their 
wish. 

For was not Annie with them? and they 
went 

But after scaling half the wcarv down. 
Just where the prone edge of the wood 
began 

To feather tow ard the hollow, all her force 
Fail’d her , and sighing, ' Let me rest ’ she 
said 

So Philip rested with her well-content; 
While all the younger ones with jubilant 
cries 

Broke from their elders, and tumultuously 
Down thro’ the whitening hazels made a 
plunge 

To the bottom, and dispersed, and bent 
or broke 

The lithe reluctant boughs to tear away 
Their tavvny clusters, crying to each other 
And calling, here and there, about the 
wood 

But Philip sithng at her side forgot 
er presence, and remember’d one dark 
hour 

Here in this wood, when like a wounded 
life 

He crept into the shadow at last he said- 
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Lifting his honcs*^ forelieid, ‘Listen, 
Annie, 

Hon merr^ lhc> ire doivn j onder in the 
wood 

Tired, Annie? for she did not spc'ik a 
word 

‘ Tired ? but her face had fall’n upon her 
hands ; 

At nhich, as nith a kind of anger in him, 
‘The ship w^s lost,’ he said, ‘the ship 
was lost ' 

No more of th-'t ' whj should jou kill 
> ourself 

iVnd make them orphans quite?’ And 
Annie said 

* I thought not of it but — I know not 
nhj — 

Their \oices make me feel so solitary ’ 

Then Philip coming someuhat closer 
spoke 

' Annie, Uicrc is a thing upon mj mind. 
And It has been upon mj mind so long. 
That tho’ 1 knon not when it first came 
there, 

I know that it will out at last 0 xVnnie, 
It IS beyond all hope, against all chance, 
That he who left >ou ten long jears ago 
Should still be hung , well then — let me 
speak 

I gne\ c to sec j ou poor and w anting help 
I cannot help jou as I wish to do 
Unless — the> say that women are so 
quick — 

Perhaps }ou know* what I would base 
}ou know — 

I wash you for mj wife I fain would 
prove 

A father to jour children I do think 
They love me as a father I am sure 
That I love them as if they were mine 
own. 

And I believe, if you were fast my wife. 
That after all these sad uncertain jears, 
^^e might be still as happy as God 
grants 

To any of his creatures Think upon it 
For I am well-to-do — ^no km, no care. 

No burthen, save my care for you and 
yours 




And we have known each other all our 
lives, 

And 1 have loved jou longer than you 
know ’ 

Then answer’d Annie, tenderly she 
spoke 

‘You have been as God’s good angel in 
our house 

God bless jou for it, God reward you for 

It, 

Philip, with something happier than mj- 
self 

Can one love twice? can jou be ever 
loved 

As Enoch was? what is it that jou ask?’ 

‘ I am content’ he answer’d ‘ to be loved 

A little after Enocli.’ ‘ O ’ she cned, 

Scared as it were, ‘deir Philip, wait a 
while 

If Enoch comes — but Enoch will not 
come — 

Yet wait a jear, a year is not so long 

Surelj I shall be wiser m a jear 

0 wait a little 1’ Philip sadly said 

‘ Annie, as I have waited all my life 

1 well maj wait a little’ ‘Nay’ she 

cned 

‘ I am bound j'ou have my promise — in 
a year 

Will you not bide jour j'ear as I bide 
mine?’ 

And Philip answer’d ‘I wall bide my 
year ’ 

Here both were mute, till Philip glanc- 
ing up 

Beheld the dead flame of the fallen daj 

Pass from the Damsh barrow overhead , 

1 hen fearing night and chill for Annie, 
rose 

And sent his voice beneath him thro’ the 
wood 

Up came the children laden with then 
spoil , 

Then all descended to the port, and there 

At Annie’s door he paused and gave his 
hand, 

Sajang gently ‘Annie, when I spoke to 
you, 
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That was your hour of weaknus, I was 
wrong, 

I am always Ixiund to >oi«, but }on arc 
free ’ 

Then Annie weeping answer'd '1 am 
bound ' 


She spoke , ana in one moment is it 
were. 

While jet she went about her household 
waj-s, 

Ev’n as she dwelt upon his latest words, 

That he had loitd her tonger than she 
knew, 

That autumn into autumn flash’d again, 

And there he stood once more before her 
face, 

Claiming her promise • Is it a jear’ 
she ask’d 

‘ \ es, if the nuts’ he said ‘ be npe again 

Come out and see’ But she— she put 
him off — 

So much to look to — such a change a 

month — 

One her a month— she knew that she was 
bound — 


A month— no more. Then Phibp watl 
his ejes 

Full of that lifelong hunger, and his loir 
Snaking a little like a drunkard’s hand, 
‘Take jour own time, Annie, take jo’n 
own time.’ 

And Annie could have wept for piti o 
him, ^ 

^d jet she held him on dclajanglj 
«ith manj a scarce belieaable excuse, 
long-sufferance, 

Till half-another jear had slipt awaj 


By tins the lazy gossips of the pori 
Abhorrent of a calculation crost, 

to chafe as at a personal avion 
borne thought that Philip did but I 
with her. 

Some that she but held off to draw him 
^d overs laugh’d at her and Philip 
As simple folk that knew not tliei? 

initiu3| 

And one, m whom all enl fancies cli 
>Ve fcrpent eggs together, laughing] 


Would hint at vorsf* ir eitner Her oar 
sor 

Was siluit, tho’ he often ioou’d liia wash. 
But ciennorL Uie d'ughti-r jirea* ujioti liti 
To wed the rnin so dear to all of them 
Ard lift the hf)u«ehold out of j>oxcrt\ , 
And Philip’s rovy f'cc conir-cting grew 
Careworn and wan , and *11 these thtnp 
fell on her 
Sharp "s rcptoacn 


At last one night it ch*r,ccd 
Tliat Annie could no* sleep, but earnestly 
Praj d for a simi * mj Tnoch i' he gone? 
llitn compass d ro'ind l>j tin. blind wnl' 
of night 

Brook’d no, tin, expectant terror of her 
htait, 

Started from lied, and s*t 'ck herself a 
I'ghl, 

Then dcspcratclj semd the Imlj B-iok, 
Suddenly set it wnk to find a sign, 
SuddenU put htr fipeur on the text, 

* Under the p dm tret ' That wxs nothing 

to her 

No meaning there she closed the Hock 
and slept 

WTicn lo ' her Enoch sitting on a height 
Under n palm-tree, oerr him the Sun 

* He IS gone,' she thought, ‘ he is liappj, 

he is singing 

^^ 2 nna in the highest jondcr shines 
The Sun of Righteousness, and these be 
palms 

Wliercof the happj people strowing cned 
‘ Hosanna in the highest litre she 
woke, 

Rcsohed, sent for him and said wildlj to 
him 

There is no reason whj we should not 
wed ’ 

‘Tlien for God s sake,’ he answer'd, ‘both 
our lakes. 

So jou will wed me, let it be at once ’ 


and meml} rang 




they were ssed 

A ^ heart 

A footstep seem’d to fall beside her path 
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She knev not whence ; i nhfjpcr on her 
enr. 

She knew rojwlnt, nor lo\edshc to be left 
Alone nt home, nor \cn>uicd out Mono 

hat ail'd her then, that ere she enter’d, 
often 

Her hand dv^ eli Imgenngl} on the latch. 
Fearing to enter; Philip thought he kne \ 
Such doub >; and fears were common to 
her •itate, 

licing w ith child but w hen her child w as 
bom. 

Them her new child w as as herself renew ’d. 
Then the new mother came about her 
heart, 

Fhcn her good Philip w as her all in all. 
And that m)slenoes instinct WI10II3 died 

.\nd where was Enoch? prosperous!} 
sail d 

fhe ship 'Good Fortune,' tlio’ at se'ting 
forth 

The Di'W}, roughlj ndging eastward, 
shook 

\nd almost oierwhelm'd her, jet umext 
She slip: across the summer of the world, 
Then after a long tumble about the Cape 
knd frequent interchange of foul and fair. 
She passing til ro’ die summer world again, 
The breath of heaven came conunuallj 
And sent her swcetlj bj the golden isles. 
Till silent in her onenud haicn 

There Enoch traded fc himself, and 
bought ^ 

Quaint monsters for the market of those 
limes, 

A gilded dragon, also, for the babes 

Less lucky her home-ioyage at first 
indeed 

Thro’ man) a fair sea-circle, day o> daj, 
fccarcc-rocking, her full-busted figure-head 
Stared o’er the npple feathenng from her 
bows 

Then follow’d calms, and then wands 
lanable. 

Then bafilmg, a long course of them ; and 
last 

Storm, such as droieher under moonless 
heavens 
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Till J.ard upon theciyof ‘breakers’ came 
The crash of ruin, and the loss of all 
But Enoch and two others. Half the 
night, 

Buo\ ’d upon floating tackle and broken 
sp-»rs, 

These dnfted, stranding on an isle at mom 
Rich, but the loneliest m a loncl) sea 

Now ant was there ofhuman sustenance, 
Soft froitage, might) nuts, and nourishing 
roots 

Nor sa\e for pity was it hard to take 
The helpless life so w ild that it w as tame 
There in aseaward-gazing mountain-gotge 
The) built, and thatch d with leaies of 
palm, a hut. 

Half hut, half natue ca\em So the 
three, 

Set m this ^en of all plenteousness, 
Dwelt with eternal summer, ill-content 

' For one, the ) oungest, hardly more than 
boy, 

Hurt in that night of sudden rum and 
wreck, 

La) lingenng out a fi\e-) ears’ death m- 
life 

They could not leaie him After he was 
gone, 

Ihe two remaining found a fallen stem , 
And Enoch’s comrade, careless of himself, 
Tire-hollowang this in Indian fashion, fell 
Sun-stricken, and that other Ined alone 
In those two deaths he read God’s warn 
mg ‘wait ’ 

The mountain wooded to the peak, the 
lawns 

.\nd winding glades high up like ways to 
Heaien, 

The slender coco’s aroopmg crown of 
plumes, 

The lightning flash of insect and of bird. 
The lusUe of the long comolvuluses 
That cod’d around the stately stems, and 
ran 

E\’n to the limit of the land, the glows 
And glones of the broad belt of the world, 
All these he saw , but what he fain had 
seen 
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That was your hour of weakness. I was 
wrong, 

I am always bound to you, but you are 
free.’ 

Then Annie weeping answer’d *I am 
bound ’ 


She spoke , and in one moment as it 
were, 

While >et she went about her household 
ways, 

Ev’n as she dwelt upon his latest words. 

That he had loved her 'onger than she 
knew. 

That autumn into autumn flash’d again. 

And there he stood once more before her 
face. 

Claiming her promise ‘ Is it a year ’’ 
she ask’d 

'Yes, if the nuts’ he said ‘ be ripe again 

Come out and see ’ But she— she nut 
him off — * 

So much to look to— such a change— a 
month — 


Give her a month— she knew that she wr 
bound — 

A month— no more Then Philip wit 
ms ejes 

Full of that lifelong hunger, and his loic 
Shaking a little like a drunkard’s hand, 
fake your own time, Annie, take lot 
own time ’ 

^him ' 

With many a scarce-believable excuse 
Tr^ng his truth and his long sufferance 
TUI half another year had s^t awl“ 


By this the la^ gossips of the n 
Abhorrent of a calculation crost ^ 
BegantochafeasatapersS’w. 

>» 

minaSi 

tike ‘■“‘cies 

ike serpent eggs together, laughi 


Would hint nt worse in cither Her own 
son 

Was silent, tho’ he often look’d his wish. 
But evermore the daughter prest upon her 
To wed the ni.in so dear to all of them 
And lift the household out of poverty , 
And Philip’s rosj' face contracting grew 
Careworn and wan , and all these things 
fell on her 
Sharp as reproaen 


At lost one night it chancco 
That Annie could not sleep, out camestl) 
Praj’d for a sign ‘ mj Enoch is he gone?' 
Then compass d round by the blind wall 
of night 

Brook’d not the expectant terror of her 
heart, 

Started from bed, and struck herself a 

Then desperately seued the holy Book, 
Suddenly set it wade to find a sign. 
Suddenly put her finger on the text, 

‘ Under the palm tree ’ That w as nothing 
to her 

No meaning there she closed the Book 
and slept 

Enoch sitting on a height, 
l^der a palm-tree, over him the Sun 
‘ He IS gone,’ she thought, ‘ he is happy, 
he IS singing 

in the highest yonder shines 
The Sun of Righteousness, and these be 
palms 

^^Tiercof the happy people strovving cned 
Hosanna in the highest Here she 
woke. 

Resolved, sent for him and said wildly to 
him 

There is no reason why we should not 
wed ’ 

Then for God’s sake,’ he answer’d, ‘both 
our sakes, 

So you Will wred me, let it be at once ’ 


memly rang th( 

hells and they were wed 

A footciff*^ ”*omly beat Annie’s heart 
A footstep seem’d to fall beside her path. 
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She knew not whence, a whisper on her 
car, 

She knew no* w hat , nor loved she to be left 
Alone at home, nor \entured out alone 
'3 hat ail d ln.r then, that ere she enter’d, 
often 

Her hand dwelt lingcnnglj on the latch. 
Fearing to enter • Phihp thought he knew 
Such doubts and fears were common to 
htr state. 

Being w nil child but w hen her child w as 
bom. 

Then her new child was ns herself renew’d. 
Then the new motlier came about her 
heart, 

Tlien her good Philip was her all in all, 
iVnd that mjstcnous instinct wholly died 

And where was Enoch? prosperously 
sail d 

fhe ship ‘ Good Fortune,’ tho' at setting 
forth 

The Biscay, roughly ndging eastward, 
shook 

.\nd almost otent helm’d her, jet unvext 
She slipt across tlie summer of the world, 
Tlicn after a long tumble about the Cape 
And frequent interchange of foul and fair. 
She passing thro’ the summer world again, 
The breath of heaien came continually 
And sent her sw eetly bj the golden isles. 
Till silent m her oriental haten. 

There Enoch traded fo' himself, and 
bought 

Quaint monsters for the market of those 
times, 

A gilded dragon, also, for the babes 

Less lucky her home-voyage, at first 
indeed 

Thro’ many a fsir sea circle, day oy day, 
Scarcc-rocking, her full-busted figure-head 
Stared o’er the ripple feathering from her 
bows 

Then follow’d calms, and then winds 
I’anable, 

Then baffling, along course of them; and 
last 

Storm, such as dro\e her under moonless 
heavens 


Till hard upon the crj of ’breakers’ came 
The crash of rum, and the loss of all 
But Enoch and two others. Half the 
night, 

Buoy’d upon floating tadde and broken 
spars, 

These drifted, stranding on an isle at mom 
Rich, but the loneliest in a lonely sea 

Now ant w as there of human sustenance. 
Soft fruitage, mighty nuts, and nourishing 
roots , 

Nor sa\c for pity was it hard to take 
The helpless life so wild that it was tame 
There m aseaward-gazing mountain-gorge 
j They built, and thatch’d with leaves of 
palm, a hut, 

Half hut, half nati\e cavern So the 
three, 

Set in this Eden of all plentcousness. 
Dwelt with eternal summer, ill-content 

For one, the j oungest, hardly more than 
boy, 

Hurt in that night of sudden rum and 
avreck. 

Lay lingering out a five-years’ dcatb-in- 
Iife 

They could not leave him After he was 
gone, 

The two remaining found a fallen stem , 
And Enoch’s comrade, careless of himself 
1 ire-hollowang this in Indian fashion, fell 
Sun-stricken, and that other lived alone 
In those two deaths he read God’s warn 
ing ‘wait ’ 

The mountain wooded to the peak, the 
lawns 

And winding glades high up like ways to 
Heaven, 

The slender coco’s drooping crown of 
plumes, 

The lightning flash of insect and of bird, 
The lustre of the long convolvuluses 
That coil’d around the stately stems, and 
ran 

Ev’n to the limit of the land, the glows 
And glones of the broad belt of the world, 
All these he saw , but what he fain had 
seen 
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He could not see, the kindly human face, 

Not ever hear a kindlj voice, but heard 
Themyriad shnek of n heeling oceaL fowl, 
The league long roller thundering on the 
reef, 

The moving uhisper of huge trees that 
branch d 

And blossom’d in the zenith, or tlie sweep 
Of some precipitous nvuitt to the wave. 

As down the shore he ranged, or all day 
long 

Sat often m the seaward-goang goige, 

A shipuaeck’d sailor, wailing for a sail 
No sail from day to day, but everj day 
The sunnse broken into scarlet shafts 
Among the palms and ferns and precipices , 
The blaze upon the waters to the east , 

The blaze upon his island overhead , 

The blaze upon the waters to the west , 
Then the great stars that globed them- 
selves in Heaven, 

The ho lower bellowing ocean, and again 
The scarlet shafts of sunnse — ^but no sail 

There often os he watch’d or seem’d to 
watch. 

So still, the golden lizard on him paused, 

A phantom made of many phantoms 
moved 

Before him haunting him, or he himself 
Moved haunting people, thingsand places, 
known 

Far in a darker isle beyond the line , 

The babes, then babble, Annie, the small 
house, 

The chmbing street, the mill, the leafy 
lanes. 

The peacock-jewtree and the lonely Hall, 
The horse he drove, the boat he sold, the 
chill 

November dawns and dew7 • glooming 
dowTis, 

The gentle shower, the smell of dyinc 
leaves, ^ 

And the low moan of leaden-colour’d seas. 

Once likevnse, m the rmging of his 
ears, 

Tho’ faintlj mernly_far and far away— 
He heard the pealmg of his parish bells , 


Then, tho’ he knew notwlierefore, started 
up 

Shuddering, and when the beauteous 
hateful isle 

Return’d upon him, had not his poor heart 
Spoken with Tliat, which being every 
where 

Lets none, who speaks with Him, seem 
all alone, 

Surely the man had died of solitude 

Thus over Enoch’s early -silvering head 
The sunny and rainy seasons came and 
went 

I Year after year His hopes to see his own, 

I And pace the sacred old familiar fields, 
Not yet had pensh'd, when his lonely 
doom 

Came suddenly to an end Another ship 
(She wanted water) blown by baffling 
w inds. 

Like the Good Fortune, from her destined 
course, 

Stay’d by this isle, not knowing where 
she lay 

For since the mate had seen at early dawn 
Across a break on the mist-wreathen isle 
The silent water slipping from the hills, 
They sent a crew that landing burst away 
In search of stream or fount, and fill’d the 
shores 

With clamour Downward from his 
mountain gorge 

Slept the long-hair’d long-bcarded solitary. 
Brown, looking hardly human, strangely 
dad, 

Muttenng and mumbling, idiothke it 
seem’d, 

With inarticulate rage, and making signs 
They knew not what and yet he led the 
way 

To where the nvulets of sw eet w ater ran , 
And ever as he mingled with the crew, 
And heard them talking, his long-bounden 
tongue 

Was loosen’d, till he made them under- 
stand , 

Whom, when their casks W’ete fill’d they' 
took aboard 

i And there the tale he utter’d brokenly. 
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Then down the long street ha\ ingslowly 
stolen, 

Hk heart foreshadowing all calamity. 

Ills eyes upon the stones, he reach’d the 
home 

Wliere Annie h\cd and loacd him, and 
his babes 

In those far-off scacn happy years were 
born , 

Rut finding neither light nor murmur there 

(A bill of sale gleam’d thro’ the drizzle) 
crept 

Still downward thinking ‘dead or dead 
to me ’’ 

Down to the pool and narrow wharf he 
went, 

Seeking a tavern which of old he knew, 

A front of tiniber-crost antiquity , 

So propt, worm-eaten, ruinously old. 

He thought it must have gone, but he 
was gone 

Wio kept It, and his widow Minam 
Dane, 


Stiller, with yet a bed for wandering men 
There Enoch rested silent many days 

But Mmam Dane w as good and garni- 
lous. 

Nor let him be, but often breaking in, 
Told him, with other annals of the port. 
Not knowing — Enoch was so brown, so 
bow’d, 

So broken — all the story’ of his house 
Ills baby’s death, her growang poverty. 
How Philip put her little ones to school. 
And kept them m it, his long wooing her. 
Her slow consent, and marriage, and the 
birth 

Of Philip’s child and o’er his counte- 
nance 

No shadow past, nor motion any one. 
Regarding, well had deem’d he felt the 
tale 

Less than the teller • only when she closed 
‘ Enoch, poor man, was cast away and 
lost’ 
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He, shaking his gra.} head pathetically. 
Repeated muttenng ‘cast awaj and lost 
Again in deeper imiard uhtspers ‘lost •’ 

But Enoch j earn’d to see her face 
again, 

‘ If I might look on her sweet face ogam 
And know that she is happy ’ So the 
thought 

Haunted and harass’d him, and dro\e 
him forth. 

At e\ening when the dull Is oi ember d'} 
Was growing duller twilight, to the hill 
There he sat do\/n gazing on all below , 
There did a thousand memories roll upon 
him. 

Unspeakable for sadness. By and by 
The ruddy square of comfortable light. 
Far-blazing from the rear of Philip’s 
house. 

Allured him, as the beacon-blaze alluies 
The bird of passage, till he madly strikes 
Against It, and beats out his weary life 


Stout, rosy, with his babe across Klc 
knees , 

And o'er her second father stoopt a girl, 

A later but a loftier ^nnic Lee, 

Fair-hair d and tall, and from her lifted 
hand 

Dangled a length of nblion and a nng 

To tempt the babe, who rear’d his creasy 
arms. 

Caught at and eier miss’d it, and they 
laugh’d ; 

And on the left hand of the hearth he saw 

The mo'her glanang often toward her 
babe. 

But turning now and then *o speak with 
him 

Her son, who stood beside her tall and 
strong, 

And saying that which pleased him, for 
he smiled 

Now when the dead man come to life 
beheld 


For Philip’s dwelling fronted on the 
street. 

The latest house to landward , but be- 
hind. 

With one small gate that open’d on the 
waste. 

Flourish’d a little garden square and 
wall’d 

And m it throve an anaent evergreen, 

A yeworee, and all round it ran a walk 

Of shingle, and a w alk divided it 

But Enoch shunn’d the middle walk and 
stole 

Up by Ae wall, behind the yew , and 
thence 

That which he better might have shunn’d 
if gnefe ’ 

Like his have worse or better, Enoch 
saw 

For cups and silver on the bumish’o 
board 

Sparkled and shone, so genial was the 
hearth 

And on the right hand of Ae hearth he 
saw 

Fhihp, the sbghted suitor of old times. 


His wife his wife no more, and saw the 
babe 

Hers, yet not his, upon the father’s knee^ 

And all the warmth, the peace, the 
happiness. 

And his own children tall and beautiful. 

And him, that other reigning in his place. 

Lord of his rights and of his tdiildrcn’s 
lot e, — 

Then he, tho’ Minam Lane had told him 
all. 

Because things seen are mightier than 
things heard, 

Stagger d and shook, holAng the branch, 
and fear’d 

^send abroad a shnll and terrible cry. 

Which m one moment, Ifl-e the blast of 
doom, 

^ ould Aatter all the happiness of Ae 


r^rti, r® iofrly like a thiel 

^ sl^nglt should grate under 

Lest he should swoon and tumble and b 

ZOUDd, 
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Crept to the gate, and open’d it, and 
closed. 

As lightly as a sick man’s chamber-door. 
Behind him, and came out upon the 
v,aste 

And there he nould have knelt, but 
that his knees 

Were feeble, so that falling prone he dug 
His fingers into the wet earth, and 
pra)'’d 

’ Too hard to bear ' why did they take 
me thence > 

0 God Almighty, blessed Sanour, Thou 
That didst uphold me on my lonely isle. 
Uphold me. Father, in my loneliness 
A little longer ' aid me, giae me strength 
Not to tell her, never to let her know 
Help me not to break in upon her peace 
My children too < must I not speak to 
these? 

They know me not I should betray 
myself 

Neier No father’s kiss for me — the girl 
So like her mother, and the boy, my 
son ’ 

There speech and thought and nature 
fail’d a little, 

And he lay tranced , but w hen he rose 
and paced 

Back toward his solitary' home again, 

All down the long and narrow street he 
went 

Beating it in upon his weary brain, 

As tho’ It were the burthen of a song, 

‘ Not to tell her, never to let her know’ ’ 

He was not all unhappy His resolve 
Upbore him, and firm faith, and ever- 
more 

Prayer from a living source wnthm the 
' W'lll, 

And beating up thro’ all the bitter world. 
Like fountains of sweet water in the sea, 
Kept him a living soul ‘ This miller’s 
wife ’ 

He said to Minam ‘ that you spoke about. 
Has she no fear that her first husband 
lives?’ 


‘Ay, av, poor soul’ said Minam, ‘feai 
enow > 

If you could tell her y’ou had seen him 
dead. 

Why, that would be her comfort,’ and 
he thought 

‘ After the Lord has call’d me she shall 
know, 

I wait His time,’ and Enoch set himself. 
Scorning an alms, to w ork w hereby to hv e 
Almost to all thmgs could he turn his 
hand 

Cooper he w as and carpenter, and wrought 
To make the boatmen fishing-nets, or 
help’d 

At lading and unlading the tall barl^s, 
That brought the stinted commerce of 
those day’s , 

Thus earn’d a scanty living for himself 
Yet since he did but labour for himselfi 
Work without hope, there was not life 
in It 

Whereby the man could live , and as the 
year 

Roll’d Itself round again to meet the day 
When Enoch had return’d, a languor 
came 

Upon him, gentle sickness, gradually 
Weakening the man, till he could do no 
more, 

But kept the house, his chair, and last his 
bed 

And Enoch bore his weakness cheerfully 
For sure no gladher does the stranded 
wreck 

See thro’ the gray skirts of a lifting squall 
The boat tliat beais the hope of life 
approach 

To save the life despair’d of, than he saw 
Death dawning on him, and the close of 
all 

For thro’ that dawning gleam’d a kind- 
lier hope 

On Enoch thinking ‘ after I am gone, 
Then may she learn I lov’d her to the last 
He call’d aloud for Minam Lane and said 
‘Woman, I have a secret — only swear. 
Before I tell you — swear upon the book 
Not to reveal it, till you see me dead ’ 
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‘Dead,’ clamour’d the good \\oman, ‘hear 
him talk ' 

I n arrant, man, that we shall bring you 
round ’ 

‘Swear’ added Enoch sternly ‘on the 
book ’ 

And on the book, half-frighted, hlinam 
swore 

Then Enoch rolling his gray eyes upon her, 

'Did jou know Enoch Arden of this 
town ?’ 

‘ Know him ?’ she said ‘ I knew him far 
away 

^j, aj, I mind him commg down the 


‘Woman, disturb me not now at the 
last. 

But let me hold my purpose till I die 
Sit dow n again , mark me and understand, 
While I have power to speak I charge 
you now', 

^^^len JOU shall see her, tell her that I died 
Blessing her, praying for her, loving her. 
Save for the bar between us, loving her 
As when she laid her head beside my oivn 
And tell my daughter Annie, whom I saw 
So like her mother, that my latest breath 
Was spent in blessing her and praying for 
her 


street , 

Held his head high, and cared for no man, 
he ’ 

Slowly and sadlv Enoch answer’d her , 
‘His head is low, and no man cares for 
him 

I think I have not three days more to live , 

I am the man ’ At which the woman gave 
A half incredulous, half-hystencal cry 
‘You Arden, you < nay, — sure he was a 
foot 

Higher than you be ’ Enoch said again 
My God has bow’d me down to what I 
am , 

My gnef and solitude have broken me , 
iNeiertheless, know you that I am he 
Who married— but that name has twice 
been changed — | 

I married her who married Philip Ra\ 

Sit, listen’ Then he told her of his 
vojs^e. 

His wreck, his lonely life, his commg back. 
Ills gazing m on Annie, hm resolve, 

Ami ho / he kept it As the woman 
heard, 

Fwt flow’d the current of her easy tears 
To rash abro^ all round the little haven. 
But and promise-bounden she for- 
IrKe beforeyougo* 

" hu4 ® 

A momeu' on her words, but thenrephed 


And tell my son that I died blessing him 
And say to Philip that I blest him too , 
He never meant us anj' thing but good 
But if my children care to see me dead. 
Who hardly knew me living, let them 
come, 

I am tlieir father , but she must not come. 
For my dead face would \ex her after-life 
And now there is but one of all my blood 
Who will embrace me in the w orld to-be 
This hair is his she cut it off and gave it. 
And I ha\e borne it with me all these 
years 

And thought to bear it with me to my 
grave. 

But now my mind is changed, for I shall 
see him, 

My babe in bliss wherefore when I am 
gone. 

Take, give her this, for it may comfort 
her 

D will moreoaer be a token to her. 

That I am he ’ 

,, , ceased, and Minam Lane 

^de such a voluble answ er promising all. 
That once again he roll’d his eyes upon 

Repeating all he wish’d, and once again 
one promised ^ 

Vhile Enoch slumber’d motionless and 
pale. 

And Minam watch’d and dozed at inter 
vals, 
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There came so loud a calling of the sea, 
That all the houses m the haven rang 
He woke, he rose, he spread his arms 
abroad 

Crying with a loud voice ‘A sail ' a sail 1 
I am saved , ' and so fell back and spoke 
no more 

So post the strong heroic soul away 
And when they buned him the little port 
Had seldom seen a costlier funeral 

THE BROOK 

Here, by this brook, ive parted , I to the 
East 

And he for Italj — too late — too late 
One uhom the strong sons of the world 
despise , 

For lucky rhymes to him were scrip and 
share. 

And mellow metres more tnan cent for 
cent ; 

Nor could he understand how money 
breeds, 

Thought It a dead thing; yet himself 
could make 

Tlie thing that is not as the thmg that 

IS 

0 had he lived * In our schoolbooks we 

say, 

Of those that held their heads above the 
crowd, 

They flourish’d then or then , but life in 
him 

Could scarce be said to flourish, only 
touch’d 

On such a time as goes before the leaf, 
When all the wood stands m a mist of 
g*een. 

And nothmg perfect yet the brook he 
loved. 

For which, in branding summers of 
Bengal, 

Or ev’n the sweet half-English Neilghetry 
air 

1 panted, seems, as I re-listen to it. 
Prattling the pnmrose fancies of the boy. 
To me that loved him , for ‘ O brook,' 

he says. 


‘ O babbling brook,’ says Edmund in his 
rhyme, 

‘ Whence come you?’ and the brook, why 
not? replies 

I come from haunts of coot and hem, 

I make a sudden sally. 

And sparkle out among the fem. 

To bicker down a valley 

B) thirty hills I hurry down, 

Or slip between the ndges. 

By twenty thorps, a little town. 

And half a hundred bridges 

Till last b} Philip's form I flon 
To join the hnmming nver, 

For men may come and men may go, 

But I go on for ever 

‘Poor lad, he died at Florence, quite 
worn out. 

Travelling to Naples There is Damley 
bndge, 

It has more ivy , there the nver , and there 

Stands Philip’s farm where brook and 
nver meet 

I chatter over stony ways, 

In little sharps and trebles, 

I bubble into eddying hays, 

1 babble on the pebbles 

With many a curve m> hanks I fret 
By man> a field and fallow, 

And many a fairy foreland set 
With willow weed and mallow 

I chatter, chatter, as 1 flow 
To join the brimming nver, 

For men ina> come and men may go. 

But I go on for ever 

‘ But Philip chatter’d more than brook 
or bird , 

Old Philip , all about the fields you caught 

His weary da>long chirping, like the dry 

High-elbow’d gngs that leap m summer 
grass 

T wind about, and in and out, 

With here a blossom sailing, 

And here and there a lusty trout. 

And here and there a grayling, 

And here and there a foamy flake 
Upon me, as 1 travel 
With many a silvery waterhreak 
Above the golden gravel, 
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And dram them all along* and flow 
To join the bnmming nver, 

Po** men ma> come and men maj go, 

But 1 go on for ever 

‘O darling Katie "Willows, his one 
child ' 

A maiden of our century, yet most meek , 
A daughter of our meadows, jet not 
coarse , 

Straight, but as lissome as a hazel wand , 
Her ej-es a bashful azure, and her hair 
In gloss and hue the chestnut, wrhen the 
shell 

Divides threefold to show the fruit wathm 


‘She told me She and James had 

quarrcll’d Why ? 

WTiat cause of quarrel ? None, she said, 
no cause , 

James had no cause but wrhen I prest 
the cause, 

I learnt that James had flickering jea 
lousics 

Which anger’d her Who anger’d James ? 
I said 

But Elatie snatch’d her eyes at once from 
mine, 

And sketching with her slerder pomted 
foot 


* Sweet Katie, once 1 did her a eood 
turn. 

Her and her far off cousin and betrothed, 

James Willows, of one name and heart 
with her 

For here I came, twenty years back — the 
week 

Before I parted with poor Edmund , crost 

Bj that old bndge which, half in rums 
then. 

Still makes a hoatj ejebrow for the gleam 

B«ondit, where the waters many — crost, 

UTiistling a random bar of Bonny Boon, 

And push’d at Philip’s garden gate The 
gafCi 

Half parted from a weak and scolding 
hinge. 

Stuck , and he clamour’d from a case- 
ment, “Run” 

To Katie somewhere in tlie walks below, 
Run, Katie ' " Katie never ran sht 
moved 

To meet me, ivinding under woodbine 
Doweis, 

Fresh apple blossom, blushing for a boon 

‘\\hat was It? less of senUment that 
sense 

nor of those 

Divorce^the^Feeling from her mate th> 


Some figure like a wizard pentagram 
On garden gravel, let my query pass 
Unclaim’d, m flushing silence, till I ask’d 
If James were coming “ Coming every 

day,” 

She answer’d, “ever longing to explain, 
But evermore her father came across 
With some long-winded tale, and broke 
him short , 

And James departed vext with him and 
her ” 

How could I help her? “Would I — was 
It wrong ? ” 

(Claspt hands and that petitionary’ grace 
Of sweet seventeen subdued me ere she 
spoke) 

O would I take her father for one hour, 
For one half-hour, and let him talk to me ' ’ 
-And even while she spoke, I saw where 
James 

Made toward us, like a wader m the surf, 
■Beyond the brook, waist-deep in meadow - 
sweet 


,v ini i ouucr u lor j'our saxe 
For m I went, and call’d old Philip out 
To show the farm full willingly he rose 
He led me thro’ the short sweet-smellm 
lanes 

Of his wheat-suburb, babbling as he weni 
He praised his land, his horses, hi 
machines , 

his guinea 
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His pigeons, who in session on then roofs 
Approied him, bowing at their own 
deserts ' 

Then from the plaintiie mother’s teat he 
took 

Her blind and shuddering puppies, naming 
each, 

And naming those, his fncnds, for whom 
they were 

Then crost the common into Damlc) 
chase 

To show Sir Arthur’s deer In copse 
and fern 

Twinkled the innumerable ear and tail 
Then, seated on a serpent-rooted beech. 
He pointed out a pasturing colt, and 
said 

“That was the four-year-old I sold the 
Squire ” 

And there he told a long long-winded tale 
Of how the Squire had seen the colt at 
grass, 

And how it was the thing his daughter 
wish'd. 

And how he sent the bailiff to the farm 
To learn the pnce, and what the price he 
ask'd, 

And how the bailiff sw'ore that he was 
mad, 

But he stood firm , and so the matter 
hung. 

He gave them line and fi\e days after 
that 

He met the bailiff at the Golden Fleece, 
Who then and there had offer’d something 
more, 

But he stood firm , and so the matter 
hung. 

He knew the man , the colt would fetch 
its pnce , 

He gave them line and how by chance 
at last 

(It might be May or April, he forgot. 

The last of xVpnl or the first of May) 

He found the bailiff riding bj the farm, 
And, talking from the point, he drew 
him in, 

And there he mellow 'd all his heart writh 



‘Then, while I breathed in sight ol 
haien, he, 

Poor fellow, could he help it ? recom- 
menced, 

And ran thro’ dl the coltish chronicle, 
Wild Will, Black Bess, Tantny, Tallyho, 
Reform, White Rose, Bellerophon, the 

Arhaces, and Phenomenon, and the rest, 
Till, not to die a listener, I arose, 

And wath me Philip, talking still , and so 
We turn’d our foreheads from the falling 
sun, 

And following our own shadows thrice 
as long 

As when they follow'’d us from Philip’s 
door, 

Amied and found the sun of sweet con 
tent 

Re-nsen in Katie’s ejes, and all thing 
well 

I steal b} lawais and grassy plots, 

I slide b} hazel coters, 

I move the sweet forget me,nots 
That grow for happy lovers 

I slip, I slide, I gloom, I glance. 

Among my skimming swallows , 

I make the netted sunbeam dance 
Against my sandy shallows 

1 murmur under moon and stars 
In brambly wildernesses , 

I linger by my shingly bars , 

I loiter round my c'esses , 

And out again I curve and flow 
To join the bnmming nver. 

For men may come and men ma} go, 

But I go on for e\ cr 

Yes, men may come and go , and these 
are gone, 

All gone My dearest brother, Edmund, 
sleeps, 

Not by the well-known stream and rustic 
spire, 

But unfamiliar Arno, and the dome 
Of Brunelleschi , sleeps in peace and he. 
Poor Philip, of all his lavish waste of 
words 

Remains the lean P W on his tomb * 


f42 


AYLMER'S FIELD 


I scraped the hchen from it Katie walks 

By the long wash of Australasian seas 

Far off, and holds her head to other stars, 
breathes in April autumns All 
are gone.’ 

So Lawrence Aylmer, seated on a stile 

In the long hedge, and rolling in hts 
mind 

Old waifs of rhyme, and bowing o’er the 
brook 

A tonsured head in middle age forlorn. 

Mused, and was mute On a sudden a 
low breath 

Of tender air made tremble in the 
hedge 

The fragile bindweed- bells and bnon^ 
rings. 

And he look’d up There stood a maiden 
near. 

Waiting to pass In much amaze he 
stared 

On eyes a bashful azure, and on hair 

In gloss and hue the chestnut, when the 
shell 

Divides threefold to show the fruit with- i 
in J 

Then, wondering, ask’d her ‘Are you 
from the farm ?’ 

‘ Yes ’ answer’d she ‘ Pray stay a little 
pardon me , 

What do they call you ? ’ ‘Katie ’ ‘ That 
were strange 

What surname?’ ‘Willows’ ‘No*’ 

‘ That IS my name ’ 

Indeed'* and here he look’d so self- 
perplext. 

That Katie laugh’d, and laughing blush’d, 
till he 

Laugh’d also, hut as one before he 
wakes. 

Who feels a glimmenng strangeness in 
his dream 

Then looking at her , ‘ Too happy, fresh 
and fair. 

Too fresh and fair in our sad world’s best 
bloom. 

To be the ghost of one who bore your 
name \ 

About these meadows, twenty years ago ’ 


‘Have you not heard?’ said ICabe, 
‘ we came back 

We bought the farm wc tenanted before 
Am I so like her ? so they said on board 
Sir, if you knew her m her English day^ 
Mj mother, as u seems you did, the davs 
That most she loics to talk of, come 
with me 

My brother James is m the harvest-field 
But she — ^you will be welcome — 0, come 
in’’ 
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Dust are our frames , and, gilded dust, 
our pnde 

Looks only for a moment whole and 
sound ; 

Like that long-buned body of the king, 

Found lying with his urns and ornaments. 

Which at a touch of light, an air oi 
heaven, 

Shpt into ashes, and was found no more. 

Here is a story which m rougher shape 

Came from a gnzrJcd cnpplc, whom 1 
saw 

Sunning himself in a waste field alone — 

Old, and a mine of memories — vvho had 
scried. 

Long since, a bygone Rector of the place. 

And been himself a part of what he told 

Sir AvLstFR Aylmer, that -'Imighiy 
man, 

The county God — in whose capacious 
hall, ^ 

Hung with a hundred shields, the family 
tree 

Sprang from the midnff of a prostrate 
king — 

blazing wynem weathercock’d the 
spire, 

Stood from his walls and wing’d his entry 
gates 

And swang besides on many a wandj 
sign — 

■Whose eyes from under a pyoamidal head 
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Saw from Ins windows nothing sa\e his 
own — 

Whal lovelier of lus own hid he thin 
her. 

Ills onl} child, his Ikiith, whom he loied 
As heircsS ina not hur rcgrafullj ? 

But *he tint niamcs her mimes her 
mme’ 

This fi”! soniewhit soothed himself ind 
wife. 

His w ife 1 faded heiiitj o*” the Baths, 
In'ipld as the Queen upon a card , 

Her all of thought and b'.inng hardly 
more 

Thin his own shadow in i sichl} sun 

A land of hops and poppj -mingled 
corn. 

Little about it slimng sai e a brook ’ 

A sleep} land, whore under the same 
wheel 

The same old rut would deepen }eir by 
}ear. 

Where almost all the sillagc hid one 
name ; 

\\'here A}lnit,r followed A}lmtr at the 
Hall 

And Ascnll Aicrill it the Rector} 

Thnce oser , so that Rectory and Hall, 
Bound in an immemonal intimic} f 
W'tre open to each otner , tho’ to dream 
That Lo\ e could bind them closer w ell 
had made 

The hoar hair of the Baronet bristle up 
With horror, worse Uian had he heard 
his priest 

Preach an inserted scnplurc, sons of men 
Daughters of God ; so sleepy wras the 
land 

And might not Avenll, had he will’d 
It so, 

Somewhere beneath his own low range 
of roofs, 

Ha\e also set his many-shidded tree? 
Tliere was an Aylmer- Avenll mamage 
once 

When the red rose was redder than itself. 
And York’s white rose as red as Lancas 
tor’s, 


Witli wounded peice which each had 
prick’d to death 

‘Not proven’ Avenll said, or laughingly 
‘Some other race of Avenlls’ — prov’n 
or no, 

\Miit cared he? what, if other or the 
same? 

He lean’d not on his fathers but lumself 
But Leolin, his brother, livmg oft 
With Avenll, and a year or two before 
Call’d to the bar, but ever call’d away 
By one low voice to one dear neighbour- 
hood, 

Mould often, in his walks with Edith, 
claim 

A distant kinship to the gracious blood 
That shook the heart of Edith heanng 
him 

Sanguine he was . a but less vivid hue 
Than of that islet in the chestnut bloom 
Flamed in his cheek, and eager eyes, 
that still 

Took joyful note of all things joyful, 
beam’d, 

Beneath a manelike mass of rollmg gold, 
Their best ind brightest, when they dwell 
on hers, 

Edith, whose pensive beauty, perfect else 
But subject to the season or the mood. 
Shone like a my sue star between the less 
And greater glory varying to and fro, 

M’e know not wherefore, bounteously 
made. 

And yet so finely, that a troublous touch 
Thinn’d, or would seem to thin her in a 
day, 

A joyous to dilate, as toward the light 
And these had been together from the 
first 

Leohn’s first nurse was, five years after, 
hers 

So much the boy foreran , but when his 
date 

Doubled her own, for want of playmates, 
he 

(Since Avenll was a decad and a half 
His elder, and their parents underground) 
Had tost his ball and flown his kite, and 
roU’d 
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His hoop to plcnsurc Edith, w ith her dipt 

Against the rush of the air in tlie prone 
suing, 

Made blossom -ball or dns> chain, ar 
ranged 

Her garden, sow’d her name and kept it 
green 

In Inang letters, told her fair} tales, 

Show’d her the fair} footings on the 
grass. 


Tall and elect, but bending from his 
lieirht 

With half allow Hip smiles for all the 
world. 

And might} courteous m the mam— his 
pnde 

Ea} deeper than to wear tt as his nng— 
lie, like an A}lnicr in liis A>lnicrisni, 
Would care no more for l*eolin’s walking 
sMih her 


The little dells of cowslip, fair} palms, 
The pett} niarcstail forest, fait} pines, 

Or from the tiny pitted target blew 
What look’d a flight of fair} arrow s aim’d 
All at one mark, all hitting make lie 
licves 

For Edith and himself or else he forged. 
But that was later, bo}ish histones 
Of battle, bold adsenture, dungeon, 
wTeck, 

Flights, terrors, sudden rescues, and true 
lose 

Crown’d after trial , skctclics rude and 
faint 

But where a passion yet unboni perhaps 
Lay hidden as tiie music of the moon 
Sleeps m the plain eggs of the nightingale 
And thus together, save for college times 
Or Temple eaten terms, a couple, fair 
As ever painter painted, poet ssng. 

Or Heaven in lasish bounty moulded 
grew ’ 

And more and more, tlie maiden woman- 
grown. 

He wasted hours witli Averill , there 
when first ’ 

The tented winter-field was broken up 
jmto that phalanx of the summer spears 
That soon should wear the garland , there 


again 

When burr and bine were gather’d 
lastly there 

At Christmas , c\er welcome at the Hal! 

On whose dull sameness his full tide < 
youth 

Broke with a phosphorescence charmui 
e\en 

My lady . and the Baronet yet had laid 

No bar between them dull and sel 
involved, , 


I 


Than for Ins old Ncwfouiiilland'f, when 
they ran 

1 o loose liiin at the stables, for he rryse 
Twofooied at the limit of his chain. 
Roaring to mal t, a third ami how should 
Lose, 

W hoin the cross lightnings of four chance 
met C}e, 

1 lash into fier} life from nothing, follow 
Such dear familianlits of dawn? 

Seldom, but when he docs, SJxstcr of all 


So these } o mg hearts not know mg that 
the} Io\e*J, 

Jvot she at least, nor conscious of a bat 
Between them, nor b} plight or broken 
nng 

Bound, but an niiinemorial intimac} , 
gander d at will, and oft accompanied 
By Aicrill his, -x brother's lose, that 
hung 

With wings of brooding shelter o’er her 
peace, 

other, sasc for Ivlin’s— 
\\lio knows? but so the} w andcr’d, hour 
b} hour 

Gather’d the blossom that rcbloom’d, and 
dnnlv 

The magic cup that fill'd itself anew 


A whisper half rescal’d her to herself 
or out bc}ond her lodges, where the 
brook 


p, mere a silence, 

By sallowy rims, arose the labour 
nomes, 

At other, h 


1 
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When others had been tested) there was 
one, 

A dagger, in nch sheath with jewels on it 
Sprinkled about in gold that branch'd 
Itself 

Fine as ice ferns on Janiiarj p'nes 
Made bj a breath I know no* whence 
at first, 

Nor of what race, the work , but as he told 
The storj, storming a hill fort of thicseS 
He got It , for their captain after fight, 
His comrades haaiiig fought their last 
helow. 

Was climbing up tlie sallcj , at whom 
he shot 

Down from the beetling crag to which he 
clung 

Tumbled the tawnj rascal at his feet. 
This dagger with him, which when now 
admired 

B> Edith whom his pleasure w as to please, 
At once the costlj bahib yielded to her 


And Leohn, coming after he was gone, 
Tost o\er all her presents petulantly 
And when she show’d the wealthy scab 
bard, sayang 

‘Look what a loaely piece of workman- 
ship 1 ’ 

Slight was his answer ‘Well — 1 care not 
for It ’ 

Then playnng with the blade he pnek’d 
his hand, 

‘A gracious gift to giae a lady, this I’ 
‘But would It be more gracious’ ask’d 
the girl 

‘Were I to gi\e this gift of his to one 
That IS no lady ?’ ‘Gracious? No ’said he 
‘ Me ?— but I cared not for it O pardon 
me, 

I seem to be ungraciousness itself ’ 

‘Take It’ she added sweetly, ‘tlio’ his 
gift. 

For I am more ungracious ea’n than you, 
I rare not for it either ,’ and he said 
‘Why then I love it ’ but Sir Aylmer 
past. 

And neither loved nor liked the thing he 
heard 


The ni.xt day cairc a neighboj- 
Bkies and n. ’s 

I ht-y talk’d of blues were *urc of it, 1 1 
thought 

Then of the lat(.'l fo\— where started— 
killd 

In such a bottom ‘ I’c'cr 1 d the bai'li, 
M\ Peter, first ' and did ‘'irAylnn.rkno.' 
That great pock pittcn fellow had l»ci.a 
caught ? 

Then made his pitas irc echo, hand tc 
hand 

\nd rolling ''s u were the sjlrtance of it 
Between his palnia a ni'miLni up and 
down — 

‘The birds were warm, lilt birds were 
wanii upon him . 

We hate him now ’ and had Sir Aylmer 
h^ard — 

Nay, hut he must — the land wasniiging 
of It — 

This blacksmith bordtr- marriage — one 
they kne v — 

Raw from the nursery — who could trust 
a child > 

That air&td 1 rance with htr tgalitics * 
And did bir Aylmti (dcfi-ientially 
With nearing chair and low cr d atcent) 
think — 

For people talk’d — that it w as wholly w isc 
To let that handsome Allow AmiiII walk 
So freely with Ins daughter? people 
talk’d— 

The boy might get a notion into him , 
The girl might be cniangltd ert she knew 
Sir Aylmer Aylitici slowly stiffening 
spoke 

‘The girl and boy, Sir, know thtir dificr- 
cnccs ’’ 

‘Good,’ said bis friend, ‘but watch*’ 
and he, ‘ Enough, 

More than enough. Sir ' I can guard my 
own ’ 

They parted, and Sir Aylmer Aylmer 
watch’d 

Pale, for on her the thunders of tin 
house 

Had fallen first, was Edith that same 
tught , 
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Pale as the Jephtha’s daughter, a rough 
piece 

Of early rigid colour, under which 
Withdraw ing by the counter door to that 
Which Leohn open’d, she cast back upon 
him 

A piteous glance, and \anish’d He, as 
one 

Caught in a burst of unexpected storm, 
And pelted with outrageous epithets, 
Turmng beheld the Powers of the House 
On either side the hearth, indignant, 
her, 

Cooling her false cheek with a featherfan. 
Him, glannfe, by his own stale devil 
spurr’d, 

And, like a beast hard-ridden, breathing 
hard 

‘Ungenerous, dishonourable, base. 
Presumptuous ! trusted as he was with 
her, 

The sole succeeder to their wealth, their 
lands. 

The last remaining pillar of their house. 
The one transmitter of their ancient name. 
Their child ’ • Our child ' ’ ‘ Our 

heiress ' ’ * Ours I ’ for still, 

Like echoes from beyond a hollow, came 
Her sicklier iteration Last he said, 

‘ Boy, mark me > for your fortunes are to 
make 

1 swear you shall not make them out of 
mine 

Now inasmuch as you have practised on 
her, 

Perplext her, made her half forget herself. 
Swerve from her duty to herself and us — 
Things in an Aylmer deem’d impossible. 
Far as we track ourselves — I say that 
this — 

Else I withdraw favour and countenance 
From you and yours for ever — shall you 
do 

Sir, when you see her — ^but you shall not 
see her — 

No, you shall wnte, and not to her, but i 
me 

And you shall say that hanng spoken 
with me. 

And after look’d mto yourself, you find | 


That you meant nothing — as indeed you 
know 

That you meant nothing Such a match 
as this * 

Impossible, prodigious ' ’ These were 
words, 

I As meted by his measure of himself, 

I Argmng boundless forbearance after 
which, 

And Leolin’s horror-stricken answer, ‘ I 
So foul a traitor to myself and her, 

Never oh never,’ for about as long 
As the ivind- hover hangs in balance, 
paused 

Sir Aylmer reddening from the storm 
within. 

Then broke all bonds of courtesy, and 
crying 

‘Boy, should I find you 1^ my doors 
again. 

My men shall lash you from them like a 
dog , 

Hence ' ’ with a sudden execration drove 
The footstool from before him, and arose; 
So, stammenng * scoundrel ’ out of teeth 
that ground 

As in a dreadful dream, w'hile Leohn still 
Retreated half-aghast, the fierce old man 
Follow’d, and under his ow lintel stood 
Storming with lifted hands, a hoary face 
Meet for the reverence of the hearth, but 
now. 

Beneath a pale and ummpassion’d moon, 
Vext with unworthy madness, and de- 
form’d 

Slowly and conscious of the rageful eye 
That watch’d him, till he heard the 
ponderous door 

Close, crashing with long echoes thro’ the 
land, 

Went Leohn, then, his passions all in 
flood 

And masters of his motion, furiously 
Down thro’ the bright lawms to his 
brother’s ran. 

And foam’d away his heart at Avenll’s 
ear 

Whom Avenll solaced as he might, 
amazed 
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The man vvas his, had been his father’s, 
fnend 

He must haie seen, himself had seen it 
long. 

He musthave known, himself had knon-n 
besides. 

He never yet had set his daughter forth 
Here in the woman-markets of the west. 
Where our Caucasians let themselves be 
sold 

Some one, he thought, had slander’d 
Leohn to him 

‘Brother, for I have loved you more as 
son 

Than brother, let me tell you I myself— 
WTiat IS their preti> saying ? jilted, is it? 
Jilted I was I say it for your peace 
Pain’d, and, as beanng m myself the 
shame 

The woman should have borne, humili- 
ated, 

I lived for years a stunted sunless life , 
Till after our good parents past away ’ 
Watdnng your growth, I seem’d again to 
grow 

Leohn, I almost sin in envying jou 
The very whitest lamb m all m> fold 
Loves you I know her the worst 
thought she has 

Is whiter even than her pretty hand 
She must prove true for, brother, where 
two fight 

The strongest wins, and truth and love 
are strength. 

And yon are happj let her parents be ’ 

But Leohn cned out the more upon 
them — 

Insolent, brainless, heartless ’ heiress 
wealth, ’ 

Their wealth, their heiress ! wealth 
enough was theirs 

For twenty matches Were he lord of 
this. 

Why twenty boys and girls should marrv 
on It, ' 

And forty blest ones bless him, and him- 
self 

Be wealthy stiU, ay wealthier He be- 
lieved 


This filthy mariiage-hindenng Mammon 
made 

The harlot of the cities nature crosl 
Was mother of the foul adultcnes 
That saturate soul with body Name, 
too ' name. 

Their ancient name ’ the) be 

proud ; its worth 

Was being Edith’s Ah how pale she 
had looVd 

Darling, to-night ’ they must have rated 
her 

Bc) ond all tolerance These old pheasant 
lords. 

These partridge -breeders of a thousand 
years. 

Who had mildew’d in their thousands, 
doing nothing 

Since Egbert — why, the greater their 
disgrace ' 

Fall back upon a name ' rest, rot in that’ 
Not keep It noble, make it nobler? fools, 
ith such avantage ground fornoblenessl 
He had Imown a man, a qmntessence o^ 
man. 

The lifeof all — ^who madly loved — and he, 
Thwarted by one of these old father-fools, 
Had noted his life out, and made an end 
He would not do it 1 her sweet face anc 
laith 

Held him from that but he had powers, 
he knew it 

Back would he to hisstudies, makeaname, 
^ame, fortune too the world should rmg 
of him 

To sname these mouldy Aylmers in then 
graves 

ChanceUor, or what 15 greatest would he 

O brother, I am gneved to learn your 
gnef— 

iv e me my fling, and let me say my say ’ 




“Ke one that sees his « 
excess, 

gna, and then was mute, 
presently ’ 

ept lie a storm and honest Aw 
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'■ Hovf low his brother’s mood had fallen, 
fetch’d 

- His nehest beeswing from a binn reserved 

For banquets, prai«ed thevianingred, and 
told 

The nntage — ^iihen //•« A}lmer came of 
age— 

Then drank and past it; till at length the 
two, 

Tho’ Lcolin flamed and fell again, agreed 

That much allowance must be made for 
men 

After an angry dream this kindlier glow 

Faded w ith morning, but his purpose held 


Yet once by night again the lo\ ers met, 
A perilous meeting under the tall pines 
That darken’d all the northward of her 
Hall 

Him, to her meek and modest bo^om prest 
In agony, she promised that no force, 

I ersuasion, no, nor death could alter her 
He, passionately hopefuller, would go. 
Labour for his owai Edith, and return 
In such a sunlight of prosperity 
He should not be rejected ‘ Wntc to 
me 1 

They loved me, and because I love their 
child 

They hate me there is war between us, 
dear, 

WTiich breaks all bonds but ours, we 
must remain 

Sacred to one another ' So they talk’d, 
F oor children, for their comfort the wind 
blew. 

The ram of heaven, and their own bitter 
tears. 

Tears, and the careless ram of heaven, 
mixt 

Upon their faces, as they kiss’d each other 
Indarkncss,and above them roar’d the pine 

So Leolm went, and as we task our- 
selves 

To learn a language known but smatter- 
ingly 

In phrases here and there at random, 
toil’d 


Mastenng the lawless saence of our law. 
That codeless myriad of precedent. 

That w ildcrness of single instances. 

Thro’ which a few, by wit or fortune led. 
May beat a pathway out to wealth and 
fame 

Tlie jests, that flash’d about the pleader’s 
room. 

Lightning of the hour, the pun, the 
scurrilous tale, — 

Old scandals buried nowseven decadsdeep 
In other scandals that have bved and died. 
And left the living scandal that shall die — 
Were dead to him already , bent as he was 
[ To make disproof of scorn, and strong m 
hopes, 

And prodigal of all bmm-Iabour he, 
Charier of sleep, and wine, and exercise, 
Except when for a breathing-while at eve, 
Some niggard fraction of an hour, he ran 
Beside the nver-bank and then indeed 
Harder the times were, and the hands of 
power 

Were bloodier, and the according hearts 
of men 

Seem’d harder too, but the soft nver- 
brecze, 

Which fann’d thegardensof that rival rose 
Yet fragrant in a heart remembering 
His former talks with Edith, on him 
breathed 

Far purelier in Ins rushings to and fro. 
After his books, to flush his blood with 
air, 

Then to his books agam My lady’s 
cousin, 

Half sickening of his pension’d afternoon, 
Drove in upon the student once or twice. 
Ran a Malayan amuck against the times. 
Had golden hopes for France and all 
mankind. 

Answer’d all queries touching those at 
home 

With a heaved shoulder and a saucy smile, 
And fain had haled him out into the 
world. 

And air’d him there his nearer friend 
would say 

‘ Screw not the chord too sharply lest it 
snap ’ 
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Then left alone he pluck’d her dagger 
forth 

From where his worldless heart had kept 
It warm, 

Kissing his vows upon it like a knight 
And wrinkled benchers often talk’d of 
him 

Approvingly, and prophesied liis rise ! 
For heart, I Uiink, help’d head her 
letters too, 

Tho’ far between, and coming fitfullj 
Like broken music, written as she found 
Or made occasion, being strictly watch’d. 
Charm’d him thro’ esery labyrinth till he 
saw 

An end, a hope, a light breaking upon him 

But they that cast her spirit into flesh. 
Her worldly wise begetters, plagued them 
selves 

To sell her, those good parents, for her 
good 

Whatever eldest bom of rank or wealth 
Might he within their compass, him they 
lured 

Into their net made pleasant by the baits 
Of gold and beauty, wooing him to woo 
So month by month the noise about tlieir 
doors, 

And distant blaze of those dull banquets, 
made 

The nightly warer of their innocent hare 
Falter before he took it All in vain 
Sullen, defiant, pitying, wroth, return’d 
Leolin’s reject^ rivals from their suit 
So often, that the folly taking wings 
Slipt o'er those lazy limits down the wind 
With rumour, and became in other fields 
A mockery to the yeomen over ale. 

And laughter to their lords but those at 
home. 

As hunters round a hunted creature draw 
The cordon close and closer toward the 
death. 

Narrow’d her goings out and comings m , 
Forbad her first the house of Avenll, 
Then closed her access to the wealthier 
farms. 

Last from her own home-circle of the 
poor 


1 hty harr’d her yet she bore it - y et hei 
check 

Kept colour wondrous 1 liut,Omysteiyt 
What amulet drew her down to that old 
oak, 

So old, that twenty years before, a part 
Falling had let appear the brand of John— 
Once grovclike, each huge arm a tree, 
hut now 

The broken bast of a black tower, a cave 
Of toiicliwood, with a single flourishing 
spray 

There the manorial lord too curiously 
Raking in that millennial touchwood-dust 
Found for himself a bitter treasure trove. 
Burst his ovvn wy vcm on the seal, and read 
Writhing a letter from his child, for which 
Came at the moment Lcolin's emissary, 

A crippled lad, and coming turn’d to fly, 
But scared w ith threats of jail and halter 
gave 

To him that fluster’d his poor parish wits 
The letter which he brought, and swore 
beside' 

To play their go between ns heretofore 
Nor let them know themselves betray’d, 
and then, 

Soul-stncken at their kindness to him, 
went 

Hating his own lean heart and miserable 

Thenceforward oft from out a despot 
dream 

The father panting woke, and oft, as dawai 
Aroused the black republic on his elms. 
Sweeping the frothfly from the fescue 
bnish’d 

Thro’ the dim meadow toward his 
treasure trove, 

Seized it, took home, and to my lady, — 
who made 

Adownw ard crescent oflicr minionmoutb, 
Listless in all despondence, — read , and 
tore, 

As if the living passion symbol’d there 
Were living nerves to feel the rent , and 
burnt, 

Now chafing at his own great self defied. 
Now staking on huge stumhlmg-blocks ot 
Bcom 
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In bab}Tsms, and dear diminuu\es 
Scatter’d all o^t.^ the rocabulary 
Of such a love ns hke a chidden child, 
After much wailing, hush’d itself at last 
l^opelcs^ of answ er then iho’ A% enll w rote 
And Ind him with good heart sustain 
hiinsclf — 

All would be well — the lor er heeded not. 
But pissionatel} restless came and w ent, 
And rusthngonce at night about the place, 
There bj a keeper shot at, slightl) hurt, 
Raging return’d nor was it well for her 
Kept to the garden now , andgror e of pines, 
Watch d even tlieic , and one was set to 
watch 

The watcher, and Sir Aylmer watch’d 
them all. 

Yet bitterer from his readings once 
indeed, 

W’arm’d with his wines, or taking pnde 
in her. 

She look’d so sw ect, he kiss’d her tenderly 
Not knowing what possess’d him that 
one kiss 

Was Lcohn’s one strong n\al upon earth , 
Seconded, for m} lady follow’d suit, 
Seem’d hope s returning rose and then 
ensued 

A, Martin’s summer of his faded love. 

Or ordeal by kindne<;s , after this 
He seldom crost his child without a sneer , 
The mother flow d in shallower acrimo- 
nies 

Never one kindlj smile, one kindly word 
So that the gentle creature shut from all 
Her charitable use, and face to face 
Whthtwcnij months of silence, slowly lost 
Nor greatl} cared to lose, her hold on life 
Last, some low fever ranging round to spy 
The weakness of a people or a house. 
Like flies that haunt a wound, or deer, or 
men, 

Or almost all that is, hurling the hurt — 
Save Chnst as we believe him — ^found the 
girl 

And flung her down upon a couch of fire. 
Where careless of the household facesnear. 
And crying upon the name of Leohn, 

She, and with her the race of Aylmer, 
past. 
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Star to star vibrates light may soul 
to soul 

Strike thro’ a finer element of her own ? 
So, — from afar, — touch as at once? or 
why 

That night, that moment, when she named 
his name, 

Did the keen shnek ‘ Yes lov e, yes, Edith, 
yes,’ 

Shnll, till the comrade of his chambers 
woke. 

And came upon him half-ansen from sleep, 
With a weird bright eye, sweating and 
trembling, 

His hair as it were crackling into flames, 
His body half flung forw -ird in pursuit. 
And his long arms stretch’d as to grasp a 
flyer 

Nor knew he wherefore he had made the 
cry, 

And being much befool’d and idioted 
By the rough amity of the other, sank 
As into sleep again 1 he second day. 
My lady’s Indian kinsman rushing in, 

A breaker of the bitter news from home, 
Found a dead man, a letter edged with 
death 

Beside him, and the dagger which h'mself 
Gave Edith, redden’d with no bandits 
blood 

‘ From Ediib ’ was engraven on the blade 

Then Avenll went and gazed upon he 
death 

And when he came again, his flock be 
lieved — 

Beholding how the years which are not 
Time’s 

Had blasted him — that many thousand 
days 

Were dipt by horror from his term of life. 
Yet the sad mother, for the second death 
Scarce touch’d her thro’ that nearness of 
the first, 

And being used to find her pastor texts. 
Sent to the harrow’d brother, praying 
him 

To speak before the people of her child, 
And fixt the Sabbath Darkly that day 
rose 
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Autumn’s mock sunshine of the faded 
woods 

Was all the life of it , for hard on these, 

A breathless burthen of low-folded heavens 
Stifled and chill’d at once , but ever} roof 
Sent out a listener many too had known 
Edith among the hamlets round, and 
since 

The parents’ harshness and the hapless 
loses 

And double death were widely murmur'd, 
left 

Their own gray toner, or plain-faced 
tabernacle, 

To hear him , all in mourning these, and 
those 

With blots of It about them, nbbon, glove 
Or kerchief, while the church, — one 
mght, except 

For greenish ghmmenngs thro’ the lancets, 
— made 

Still paler the pale head of him, who 
tower’d 

Aboie them, with his hopes in either 
grave 

Long o’er his bent brows linger’d 
Avenll, 

His face magnetic to the hand from which 
Li\id he pluck’d it ibrth, and labour’d 
thro’ 

His bnef prajer-prelude, gave the veree 
^ ‘ Behold, 

Your house is left unto j ou desolate I’ 

But lapsed into so long a pause s^in 
As half amazed half frighted all his flock 
Then from his height and loneliness of 
gnef 

Bore down m flood, and dash’d his anm 
heart 

Against the desolations of the world 

Never since our bad earth became one 
sea. 

Which rolling o’er the palaces of the 
proud, 

And all but those who knew the living 
God — 

Eight that were left to make a purer 
world — 


WHien since had flood, fire, earthquake, 
thunder, wrought 

Such waste and haiock as the idohtnes. 
Which from the low light of mortality 
Shot up their shadows to the Heaven ol 
Heavens, 

And vvorshipt their own darkness m the 
Highest? 

‘Gash thyself, pnest, and honour thy 
brute Ba^, 

And to thy worst self sacnfice thyself, 
For with thy worst self hast thou clothed 
th} God 

Then came a Lord in no wise like to 
Baal 

The babe shall lead the lion Surely now 
The wilderness shall blossom as the rose. 
Crown thyself, worm, and worship thine 
own lusts 1 — 

No coarse and blockish God of acreage 
Stands at thj ga*e for thee to grovel to — 
Thy God is far diffused in noble grov es 
And princely halls, and farms, and flowing 
lawns. 

And heaps of living gold that daily grow, 
j And title scrolls and gorgeous heraldnes 
In such a shape dost thou behold thy 
God 

Thou wilt not gash thy flesh for him , for 
thine 


Fares nchly, in fine linen, not a hair 
Ruffled upon the scarfskin, even while 
The deathless ruler of thy dying house 
Is wounded to the death that cannot die , 
And tho’ thounumberest with thefollowers 
Of One who cned, “Leave all and follow 




feet. 




Thee w ith His message nnging in thi 
ears. 

Thee shdl thy brother man, the Lord frc 
Heaven, 

Bom of a village girl, carpenter’s son, 
\\onderfiil, Ptmce of peace, the Migh 
God, 

Count the more base idolater of the tw^ 
Lroeller as not passing thro’ the fire 
Bodies, but souls—thy children’s— thi 
me smoke 
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The blight of low desires— darkening 
thine own 

To thine own likeness , or if one of tnese. 
Thy better bom unhappily from thee, 
Should, as by miracle, grow straight and 
fair — 

Friends, I was bid to speak of such a one 
By those who most ha\e cause to sorrow 
for her — 

Fairer than Rachel by the pilmj well, 
Fairer than Ruth among tlie fields of com, 
Fair as the Angel that said “ Hail 1” she 
seem’d, 

l\Tio entering fill’d the house wath sudden 
light 

For so mine owm was bnghten’d where 
indeed 

The roof so lowly but that beam of 
Heaven 

Dawn’d someurae thro’ the doorwa> ? 
whose the babe 

Too ragged to be fondled on her lap, 
Warm’d at her bosom ? The poor child 
of shame 

The common care whom no one cared 
for, leapt 

To greet her, wasting his forgotten heart, 
As with the mother he had never known. 
In gambols , for her fresh and innocent 
eyes 

Had such a star of morning in their blue. 
That all n^lected places of the field 
Broke into nature’s music when they saw 
her 

Low w'as her aoice, but won mysterious 
way 

Thro’ the seal'd ear to which a louder 
one 

Was all but silence — free of alms her 
hand — 

The hand that robed your cottage-walls i 
with Rowers 

Has often toil’d to clothe your little ones , 
How often placed upon the sick man’s 
brow 

Cool’d It, or laid his feverous pillow 
smooth ' 

Had you one sorrow and she shared it 
not? 

One burthen and she would not lighten it ? 


One spintual doubt she did not soothe? 

Or when some heat of difference sparkled 
out. 

How sweetly would she glide between 
your wraths. 

And steal you from each other I for she 
walk’d 

Weanng the light yoke of that Lord of 
love, 

TOio still’d the rolling wave of Galilee ’ 

And one — of him I was not bid to 
speak — 

Was always with her, whom you also 
knew 

Him too you loved, for he was worthy 
love 

And these had been together from the 
first , 

They might have been together till the 
last 

Fnends, this frail bark of ours, when 
sorely tned, 

May wreck itself vnthout the pilot’s guilt. 

Without the captam’s knowledge hope 
with me 

Whose shame is that, if he went hence 
with shame? 

Nor mire the fault, if losing both of these 

I cry to vacant chairs and widow’d walls, 

“ My house is left unto me desolate ” ’ 

1 While thus he spoke, his hearers w ept , 

I but some. 

Sons of the glebe, with other frowns than 
those 

That knit themselves for summer shadow , 
scowl’d 

At their great lord He, when it seem’d 
he saw 

No pile sheel-lightnings from afar, but 
fork’d 

Of the near storm, and aimmg at his 
bead, 

Sat anger-charm’d from sorrow', soldier- 
like. 

Erect but when the preacher’s cadence 
flow’d 

Softening thro’ all the gentle attributes 

Of his lost child, the wife, who watch’d 
bis &ce. 
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Paled at a sudden tmtch of his iron Lightens from her own ccntril Hell— 0 
mouth , there 

And ‘ O pray God that he hold up ’ she 1 he red froit of an old idolatry — 

thought The heads of chiefs and princes fall so 

‘ Or surely 1 shall shame myself and him ’ fast, 

They cling together m the ghastly* sack — 
‘ Nor yours the blame — for who beside The land all shambles — naked marriages 


your hearths 

Can take her place — if echoing me you 
cry 

" Our house is left unto us desolate ’’? 


Flash from the bridge, and ever murder’d 
France, 

By shores that darken with the galhenng 
w olf, 


But thou, O thou that killest, hadst thou Runs in a nver of blood to the sick sea. 


know n, 


Is this a time to madden madness then? 


0 thou that stonest, hadst thou under \\ os this a time for these to flaunt their 
stood pride ? 

The things belonging to thy peace and May Pharaoh’s darkness, folds as dense 
ours 1 as those 

Is there no prophet but the voice that WHiich hid tlie Holiest from the people’s 
calls ey es 

Doom upon kings, or in the waste “ Re Ere the great death, shroud this great sm 


pent ”? 


from all 1 


Is not our owai child on the narrow way, I Doubtless our narrow world must canvass 


Who down to those that saunter in the 
broad 


O rather pray for those and pity them, 

Cnes " Come up hither,” as a prophet to Who, thro’ their own desire accomplish’d, 
US? bring 

Is there no stoning save vvath flint and Their own gray hairs with sorrow to the 
rock ? g — 

Yes, as the dead we weep for testify — Who broke the bond which they desired 
JNo desolation but by sword and fire ? to break 

Yes, as your moamngs watness, and my- Which else had link’d their race with 
A , , , , , , times to come— 

Am lonelier, darker, earthher for my loss Who wove coarse webs to snare hei 


Give me your prayers, for he is past your 
prayers. 

Not past the Iivmg fount of pity m 
Heaven 


purity. 

Grossly contriving their dear daughter’s 
good — 


But I th^tZght myself long-suffering, 

Exceedmgjpoor m spirit ”-how the 

A rushing tempest of the wrath of God chUdren s laughter in their 

To blow these sacrifices thro’ the w orld n-..,, » j r 

Sent like the twelve-divided concubine Left oTanort,^” 

To inflame the tnbes but there— out Uat 1 “ it » Bght thing 

yonder-earth ‘ their host, their 

ancient fnend, 
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I made by these the last of all my race, 
Slust cty to these the lost of theirs, as 
cned 

Chnst ere His agony to those that swore 
Not by the temple but the gold, and made 
Their oivn traditions God, and slew the 
Lord, 

And left their memones a world’s curse — 
Behold, 

Your house is left unto you desolate”?’ 

Ended he had not, but she brook’d no 
more 

Long since her heart had beat remorse- 
lessly, 

Her crampt-up sorrow pain’d her, and a 
sense 

Of meanness in her unresisting hfe 
Then theur eyes vext her , for on entenng 
He had cast the curtains of their seat 
aside — 

Black ■velvet of the costliest — she herself 
Had seen to that, fain had she closed 
them now, 

Yet dared not stir to do it, only near’d 
Her husband inch by inch, but when she 

Wifelikc, her hand in one of his, he veil d 
His face wath the other, and at once, as 
falls 

A creeper when the prop is broken, fell 
The w'oman shrieking at his feet, ana 
swoon’d 

Then her own people bore along the naae 
Her pendent hands, and narrow meagre 
face 

Seam’d with the shallow cares of blty 
years 

And her the Lord of all the landscape 
round 

Ev’n to its last horizon, and of an 
Who peer’d at him so keenly, follow 

out , 

Tall and erect, but in the middle ais e 
Reel’d, as a footsore ov m crowded 

Stumbling^ across the market ^ I*®*^*; 

Unpitied , for he groped as blind, 
seem’d 

Always about to fall, grasping the pe 


And oaken finials till he touch’d the 
door. 

Yet to the lychgate, where his chanot 
stood, 

Strode from the porch, tall and erect 
again 

But nevermore did either pass the gate 
Sa\e under pall with bearers In one 
month. 

Thro’ w'eary and yet ever weaner hours, 
The childless mother went to seek her 
child , 

And when he felt the silence of his house 
About him, and the change and not the 
Chang , 

And those fixt eyes of painted ancestors 
Staring for ever from their gilded walls 
On him their last descendant, his own 
head 

Began to droop, to fall , the man became 
Imbecile , his one word was ‘ desolate , 
Dead for two years before his death was 
he. 

But when the second Christmas came, 

His keepers, and the silence which hefelti 
To Hnd a deeper in the narrow gloom 
By wife and child , nor wanted at his 
end 

The dark retinue reverencing death 
At golden thresholds, nor from tender 
hearts, ,,, 

And those who sonow’d o’er a vanish d 

race. 

Pity, the violet on the tyrant s grave 
Then the great Hall was wholly broken 

And the broad woodland parcell’d into 

And two contrived their 

Lies the hawk’s cast, the mole has made 

The hedgehog underneath the plantain 

bores, . , , 

The rabbit fondles his oivn harmlws face. 
The slow -worm creeps, and the thin 
weasel there 

Follows the mouse, and all is open field. 



DRnAuMS 


ISG 


SEA DREAMS 


A CITY clerk, but gently bom and bred , 

His wife, an unknown artist’s orphan 
child — 

One babe was theirs, a Mai^ret, three 
years old 

Thej, thinking that her clear germander 
eye 

Droopt m the giant factoried at) gloom, 

Came, with a month’s leaie gi\en them, 
to the sea 

For which hts gams were dock’d, how c\ er 
small 

Small were his gains, and hard his work , 
besides. 

Their slender household fortunes (for the 
man 

Had risk’d his little) like the little thrift, 

Trembled in penlous places o’er a deep 

And oft, when sitting all alone, his face 

Would darken, as he cursed his credulous> 


ness. 

And that one unctuous month which lured 
him, rogue, 

To buy strange shares m some Peruvian 
mine 

Now seaward bound for health they gain’d 
a coast, 

^ sand and cliff and deep inrunning cai e. 

At close of day, slept, woke, and went 
the next. 

The Sabbath, pious vaners from the 
church, 

To chapel , where a heated pulpiteer, 

Not preaching simple Chnsttosimplemen. 

Announced the coming doom, and ful- 
minated 

^^nst the scarlet woman and her creed 
or sidewa)s up he swung his arms, and 
shnek’d 


‘ Thus, thus wnth violence,’ ev’n as i 
held 

millstone, and hims 
' ere that great Angel , ‘ Thus 
violence 

^all Babylon be cast mto the sea , 
rhen comes the close’ The ee 
hearted wafe ® 


Sat shuddering *>1 the rum of a world ; 
He at his own but when the word) storm 
Had ended, forth the) came and paced 
the shore. 

Ran in and out the long sea-framing caves 
Drank the large air, and saw, but scarce 
bclicted 

(The sootflakt of so many a summer still 
Clung to thtir fancies) that they saw ,thesea 
So now on sand tht) walk'd, and now on 
cliff. 

Lingering about the th)m) promontories, 
Till all the sails were darken’d in the west, 
And rosed m the cast then homew ard and 
to bed 

Where she, who kept a tender Christian 
hope. 

Haunting a hoi) text, and still to that 
Returning, as the bird returns, at night, 
‘Let not the sun go down upon your 
wrath,* 

Said, ‘Lo\c, forgive him ’ but he did not 
speak. 

And silenced b) that silence lay the wafe, 
Remembering her dear Lord who died for 
all. 

And musing on the little lives of men. 
And how they mar this little by their feuds. 

But while the two were slcepmg^ a full 
tide 

Rose with ground -swell, which, on the 
foremost rocks 

Touching, npjetted m spirts of wild sea 
smoke. 

And scaled in sheets of wasteful foam, and 
fell 

In v^t sea-cataracts — ever and anon 
^ead claps of thunder from w ithin the cliffs 
Heard Aro’ the living roar At this the 
babe, 

Tlieir Margaret cradled near them, wail’d 
and woke 

T^e mother, and the father suddenly cried, 
A vvneck, a wreck I’ then turn’d, and 
groanmg said, 

* Forgive ' How many wall say, “ for- 
give,” and find 
of absolution in the sound 
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To hntff a hUle longer t No the 

That neither God nor man can \\cH for- 

llapocnw, I vow it m him ni once 

Is n so tree that second tlioughts are best? 

Not first, end third, w htch arc a nper first? 

Too npc, too late ! the) come too Htc 
for use 

.Vh lote, there surely Ii\cs in nnn and 
l«ast 

Something divine to a\-arn them of their 
foes* 

Am such a sense, when first I fronted him. 

Said, "Trust him not,*' but after \ hen 
I came 

To knos him more, 1 lost it, knew him 
less , 

Tough, With wint ecemd m> own tin 
chant) , 

Sat at his table ; drank his costl) wines , 

Made more and more allowance for hts 
tall ; 

^^e^l further, fool ’ and trusted him with 
all, 

All my poor scrapings from a dozen )ears 

Of duet and dtskwork there is no such 
mine, 

None; but a gulf of nun, swallow mg gold, 

N’ot making Kum’d 1 ruin'd 1 the sc” 
roars 

Rum* a fearful night ’’ 


“To Inc in 1” but in moving on T found 
uni) the landward exit of the cave, 
Bright with the sun upon the stream 
be)ond 

And near the light a giant woman sat, 
All over earthy, like a piece of earth, 

A pickaxe in her hand then out I slipt 
Into a land all sun and blossom, trees 
As high as heaven, and every bird that 
sings 

And here the night-light flickenng m my 

(.)CS 

Aw okc me ’ 

•That was then youi dream,’ she said, 

‘ Not sad, but sweet ’ 


‘ Not fearful , fair,’ 
said the good wife, ‘if cveiy star in 
heaven 

pan make it fair* ) ou do but hear the tide 
jiad )ou ill dreams?' 

‘O )cs,’ he said, ‘ I dream’d 
)/ such a tide swelling toward the land, 
^nd I from out the boundless outer deep 
iwcpl wiUi it to the shore, and enter’d one 
If those dark caves that run beneath the 
cliffs. 

thought thcmotion of the boundless deep 
'ore thro’ the cave, and I was heaved 
upon It 

n darkness then I saw one lovely S'ar . 
-arger and larger ‘ What a world,” I j 
thought, ' 


' So sweet, I lay,' said he. 
And mused upon it, drifting up the 
stream 

In fancy, till I slept again, and pieced 
1 he broken vision , for I dream’d that still 
The motion of the great deep bore me on, 
And that the woman walk’d upon the 
bnnk 

I wonder’d at her strength, and ask’d her 
of It 

“ It came, ’ she said, ” by working in the 
mines ” 

O then to ask her of my shares, I thought. 
And ask’d , but not a word , she shook 
her head 

And then the motion of the current ceased, 
And there was rolling thunder , and we 
reach’d 

A mountain, like a w’all of burs and 
thorns , 

But she with her strong feet up the steep 
hill 

Trod out a path I follow’d , and at top 
She pointed seaward there a fleet of 
glass, 

That seem’d a fleet of jewels under me. 
Sailing along before a gloomy cloud 
That not one moment ceased to thunder, 
past 

In sunshine nght across its track there lay, 
Down in the water, a long reef of gold, 

Or what seem’d gold and I was glad at 
first 



SLA DKEAMS 


ISS 


To think thit in our often ransack’d world 

Still so much gold wis left , and tiicn I 
fear’d 

Lest the gay navy there should splinter 
on It, 

And fearing waved my arm to warn them 
off, 

An idle signal, for the brittle fleet 

(I thought I could have died to save it) 
near’d. 

Touch’d, clink'd, and clash’d, and 
vanish’d, and I woke, 

I heard the clash so clearly Now I see 

My dream was Life, the woman honest 
WorK , 

And m) poor venture but a fleet of glass 

Wreck’d on a reef of visionary gold ’ 

‘Naj,’ said the kindly waft to comfort 
him, 

‘ You raised jour atm, jou tumbled dow*n 
and broke 

The glass with little Margaret’s medicine 
in It, 

And, breaking that, jou made and broke 
your dream 

A tnfle makes a dream, a trifle breaks ’ 


‘No tnfle,’ groan’d the nusband , 
‘ yesterday 

I met him suddenly in the street, ana ask’d 

That which I ask’d the woman in my 
dream 

Like her, he shook his head. «• Show me 
the books 1 ” 

He dodged me with a long ana loose 
account 


“Thebooks, the books'” buthc,hccoi 

not wait. 

When the great Books (see Darnel sev 
and ten) 

Were open’d, I should find he meant i 
well, 

And then began to bloat himself, and o< 
*^ff«=t«onate smile 

that makes the widow lean “My dear 
friend, 

^^'^“^"JJ^^^efaithl Wehvebyfaitl 


“And all thingswork together for the gooc 
Of those ” — It make-, me sick to quote bun 
— lost 

Gnpt my hand hard, and w nh God bless- 
yoti vvent 

I stood like one ilnt Lad received a blow 
I found a hard fni nd in his loose accounts, 
A loo«e one in the hard gnp of liis hand, 
A curse m his God-lilcss-jou then my 
eyes 

Pursued him down the street, and fj 
awav. 

Among the honest shoulders of thecrovvd, 
Read rascal in the motions of his back. 
And scoundrel in the supple sliding 1 nee ’ 


* Was he so bound, poor soul ?* said 
the good wife , 

' So are we all hut do not call him, love, 

Before you prove him, rogni., and proved 
forgive 

Hii gam IS loss , for he that wrongs his 
friend 

Wrongs himself more, and ever beats 
about 

A silent court of justice in his breast, 

Himself the judge and jury, and himself 

The prisoner at the bar, ever condemn’d 

And that drags oown his life then comes 
what comts 

Hereafter and he meant, nc said he 
meant. 

Perhaps he meant, or p-orth me.ant, you 
well ’ 


‘“With all his conscience and one eyo 
askew ” — 

Love, let me quote thece lines, that you 
may learn 

A man IS likewise counsel for himself, 

Too often, m that silent court of yours— 
"It" his consaence and one eye 
askew, 

So fidse, he portly took himself for true. 

Whose pious talk, when most his heart 
was dry. 

Made wet the crafty crowsfoot round his 
eye ; 

& “T God eacept for gam, 

So never took that useful name in ’ 
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Mnde Him his catspaw and the Cross his 
tool, 

And Chnst the bait to trip his dupe and 
fool , 

Nor deeds of gift, but gifts of grace he 
forged, 

And snak** like sinned his victim eie he 
gorged , 

And oft at Bible meetings, o’er the rest 
Arising, did his holy oil} best. 

Dropping the too rough H in Hell and 
Hcaien, 

To spread the Word b) nluch himself 
had thru on ” 

How like }ou this old satire?’ 

' Nay,’ she said, 

‘ I loathe It he had never kindly heart. 
Nor ever cared to belter his own kind. 
Who first wrote satire, watli no pit} in it 
But will } ou hear my dream, for I had one 
That altogether went to music’ Still 
It awed me ' 

Then she told it, having dream'd 
Of that same coast. 

— ^But round the North, a light, 

A belt. It seem’d, of luminous vapour, lay. 
And ever in it a low musical note 
Swell’d up and died , and, as it swell’d, 
a ridge 

Of breaker issued from the belt, and still 
Grew with the growing note, and when 
the note 

Had reach’d a thunderous fulness, on 
those cliffs 

Broke, mixt with awful light (the same as 
that 

Living within the belt) whereby she saw 
That all those hnes of cuffs were cliffs no 
more. 

But huge cathedral fronts of every age. 
Grave, florid, stem, as far as eye could see. 
One after one and then the great ndge 
drew, I 

Lessening to the lessening music, back, j 
And past into the belt and swell’d again ; 
Slowly to music ever when it broke 
The statues, king or saint, or founder fell , 


Then from the gaps and chasms of rum 
left 

Came men and women in dark clusters 
round, 

Some crying, ‘ Set them up ' they shall 
not fill 1’ 

And others, ‘ Let them he, for the} have 
fall’n ' 

And still they stroie and wrangled and 
she gneied 

In her strange dream, she knew not why, 
to find 

Their wildest wailings neier out of tune 
With that sweet note , and ever as their 
shrieks 

Ran highest up the gamut, that great waie 
Returning, while none mark’d it, on the 
crowd 

Broke, mixt wuth awful light, and show’d 
their eyes 

Glanng, and passionate looks, and sivept 
away 

The men of flesh and blood, and men of 
stone. 

To the waste deeps together 

* Then I fixt 

My wistful eyes on two fair images. 

Both crown’d with stars and high among 
the stars, — 

The Virgin Mother standing with her 
child 

High up on one of those dark minster 
fronts — 

Till she began to totter, and the child 
Clung to the mother, and sent out a cry 
Which mixt with httle Margaret’s, and I 
woke, 

And my dream awed me — well — but 
what are dreams ? 

Yours came but from the breaking of a 
glass. 

And mine but from the crymg of a 
child ’ 

‘Child? No ’’ said he, ‘but this tide’s 
roar, and his. 

Our Boanerges with his threats of doom. 
And loud-lung'd Antibabylonianisms 
(Altho’ I grant but httle music there) 
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Went both to make your dream but if 
there were 1 

A music harmonmng our wild cnes, : 
Sphere-music such as that you dream’d I 
about, 

WTiy, that would make our passions far 
too like 

The discords dear to the musician No — 
One shnek of hate w ould jar all the hj mns 
of heaven 

True Devils with no ear they howl in tune 
With nothing but the Devil I’ 

‘ “True” indeed 
One of our town, but later b} an hour 
Here than ourselvK, spoke with me on 
the shore , 

While }ou were running down the sands, 
and made 

The dimpled flounce of the sea-furbelow 
flap. 

Good man, to please the child She 
brought strange news 
Why were you silent when I spoke to 
night? 

I had set my heart on your forgiving him 
Before you knew We mmt forgive the 
dead,’ 

' Dead ' who is dead ?’ 

‘The man jour eye pursued 
A little after jou had parted with him, 

He suddenly dropt dead of heart-disease.’ J 

I 

‘Dead? he? of heart disease? what heart 
had he 

To die of? dead ’’ 

‘ Ah, dearest, if there be 
A devil in man, there is an angel too, 
And if he did that wrong jou charge him 
with. 

His angel broke his heart But your 
rough voice 

(You spoke so loud) has roused the child 
again 

Sleep, little birdie, sleep ' wall she not 
sleep 

Without her “litUe birdie”? well then, 
sleep. 

And I will smg you “ b tdie ’” 


Saying this, 

The woman half turn’d round from him 
she loved. 

Left him one hand, and reaching thrd 
the night 

Her other, found (for it was close be 
side) 

And half- embraced the basket cradle 
head 

With one soft arm, which, like the plian* 
bough 

That movang moves the nest and nestlmg, 

. sway’d 

rThe cradle, while she sang this baby song 

AVhat does little birdie say 
In her nest at peep of day ? 

Let me flj, says litt’e birdie. 

Mother, let me fly awaj 
Birdie, rest a little longer, 

Till the little w mgs are stronger 
■So she rests a little longer, 

Then she flies away 

What does little babj say. 

In her bed at peep of daj ? 

Baby says, like little birdie, 
i Let me rise and fly away 
Baby, sleep a little longer. 

Till the httie limbs are stronger 
If she sleeps a little longer, 

Baby too shall fly away 

‘She sleeps let us too, let all evil, 
sleep 

He also sleeps — anotner sleep than 
ours 

He can do no more wrong forgive him, 
dear. 

And I shall sleep the sounder ' ’ 

Then the man, 
‘ His deeds yet live, the worst is yet to 
come 

Yet let your sleep for this one night be 
sound 

I do forgive him » ’ 

[ * Thanks, my love,’ she said. 

Your own will be the sweeter,’ and they 
I slept. 
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Lucilia, Vrcdded to Lucietius^ found 
Her master cold , for when the morning 
flush 

Of passion and the first embrace had died 
Between them, iho’ he lov’d her none the 
less, 

Yet often i\hen the uoman heard his foot 
Return from pacings in the field, and ran 
To greet him with a kiss, the master took 
Small notice, or austere!}, for — ^his mind 
Half buned in some weightier argument, 
Or fancj-bome p<.rhaps upon the nse 
And long roll of the Hexameter — he past 
To turn and ponder those three hundred 
scrolls 

Left by the Teacher, rv horn he held divine 
She brook’d it not , but imthful, petulant, 
Dreaming some mal, sought and found 
a witch 

Who brew’d the philtre which had power, 
th<^ said, 

To lead an errant passion home again 
And this, at times, she mingled wntfa his 
dnnk. 

And this destroy’d him , for the wicked 
broth 

Confused the cheraic labour of the blood. 
And bckhng the brute bram within the 
man’s 

Made havock among those tender cells, 
and check’d 

His power to shape he loathed himself , 
and once 

After a tempest woke upon a mom 
That mock’d him with retummg calm, 
and cried . 

‘ Storm m the night ’ for thnce I heard 
the rain 

Rushing , and once the flash of a 
thunderbolt — 

Methought I never saw so fierce a fork — 
Strudr out the streammg mountain-side, 
and show’d 

A notous confluence of watercourses 
Blanching and billowing in a hollow of it, 
Where all bat yester-eve was dusty-dry 


‘Storm, and what dreams, ye holy 
Gods, what dreams I 
For thrice I w'aken’d after dreams Per- 
diance 

We do but recollect the dreams that come 
J ust ere the waking ternble 'font seem’d 
A void was made in Nature , all her bonds 
Crack’d , and I saw the flaring atom- 
streams 

And torrents of her myriad universe, 
Ruining along the illimitable inane. 

Fly on to clash together again, and make 
Another and another frame of thmgs 
For ever that was mine, my dream, 1 
knew It — 

Of and belonging to me, as the dog 
With inward yelp and restless forefoot 
plies 

His function of the woodland* but the 
next ’ 

I thought that all the blood by Sylla shed 
Came driving rainlike doivn again on 
earth, 

And where it dash’d the reddening mea- 
dow, sprang 

No dragon warriors from Cadmean teeth, 
For these I thought my dream would 
show to me, 

But girls, Hetairai, curious in their art. 
Hired animalisms, vile as those that made 
The mulberry -faced Dictator’s orgies 
worse 

Than aught they fable of the quiet Gods 
And hands they mixt, and yell’d and 
round me drove 

In narrowing arcles till I yell’d again 
Half-suffocated, and sprang up, and sau — 
Was It the first beam of my latest day ? 

‘ Then, then, from utter gloom stood 
out the breasts, 

The breasts of Helen, and hovenngly a 
sword 

Now over and now under, now direct. 
Pointed Itself to pierce, but sank down 
shamed 

At all that beauty , and as I stared, a fire, 
The fire that left a roofless Dion, 

Shot out of them and scorch’d me that 
I woke. 
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‘Is this th} vengeance, holj Venns, 
thine, 

Because I would not one of thmc oun 
doves. 

Not cv’n a rose, were offer’d to thee’ 
thine, 

Forgetful how tn} rich pronemion makes 

Thj glorj flj along the Italian field. 

In la)s that will outlast thj Deitj ’ 

‘Deitj? naj, thj worshippers Mj 
tongue 

Trips, or I speak profwglj Which of 
these 

Angers thee most, or angers thee at all ? 

Not if thou be’st of those who, far aloof 

From envj, hate and pity, and spite and 
scorn. 

Live the great life which all our greatest 
fain 

Would follow, center’d in eternal calm 

‘ Nay, if thou canst, O Goddess, like 
ourselves 

Touch, and be touch'd, then would I erv 
to thee 

To kiss thj Mavors, toll thj tender arms 

Round him, and keep him from the lust 
of blood 

That makes a steaming slaughter house 
of Rome 


*Ay, but I meant not thee , I mean 
not her, 

Whoin all the pines of Ida shook to see 
Slide from that quiet heaven of hers, ant 
tempt 

The Trojan, while his neat-herds wer 
abroad , 

Nor her that o’er her wounded hunte 
wept 

Her Datj false in human amorous tears 
Nor whom her beardless apple arb.ter 
Decided fnresL Rather, O ye Gods, 
Poet-hke, as the great Sicilian called 
Calliope to grace his golden verse— 
and this Kypns also— did I take 
rhat popular name of thine to shado’ 
forth 

The all generating pow ers and genial her 


Of Nature, when she strikes thro’ the 
thicl blood 

Of cattle, and light is large, and lambs 
arc glad 

Nosing the mother s udder, and the bird 
Makes his heart voice amid tlic blaze of 
flower? 

Wiich things appear the work of mighfj 
Gods 

‘The Gods' and if 1 go tuy work is 
left 

Unfinisli’d — tj I go The God-, who 
haunt 

The lucid interspace of world and vrorld, 
Wlierc never creeps a cloud, or moves a 
wind. 

Nor ever falls the least while star of 
snow , 

Nor ever lowest roll of thunder moans. 
Nor sound of human sorrow mounts to 
m^r 

Their sacred everlasting calm I and such, 
Not all so fine, nor so divane a calm, 

Not such, nor ■>11 unlikt it, man maj gam 
Letting his own life go The Gods, tl e 
Gods ' 

If all lie atoms, how then should the 
Gods 

Being atomic no* be dissoluble, 

Not follow the great law ? Mj master 
held 

That Gods there are, for all men so 
bchev c 

I prest mj footsteps into his, and meant 
Surelj to lead mj Mcmmius in a tram 
Of flowerj clauses onward to the proof 
That Gods there arc, and deathless 

Meant? I meant? 

I have forgotten wna* I meant mj mind 
Stumbles, and all mj faculties are lamed 

‘ Look where another of our Gods, the 
Sun, 

ApoUo, Delius, or of older use 
AU-seeing Hj-penon- what jou will— 
as mounted jonder; since he nevei 
sware, 

Except his wrath were wweak’d on 
^nxitched maiij 
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Ttttl he \\n«l 1 onij dune tl.e dcia 
Hcrcafrcr , t-’c*; ‘ for rertr vet on cvtlh 
Co *1(1 Oe-tl ilc<h cret-p, c-lnts of 
rn" ox 

*toan to »*(i the xp.i — not lvno\.x he 
vl. ' ’.e teer , 

Kir^j of the l>':t he 'cem, •'nd ijitl 
With so’-f ’i d ii'r.L'i ni fi'‘i;;rmcc,slo\tU 
\ t.<: 

Hix tjoiwtn feet o ttl o^c c*n]'wqMid <tnirs 
Tint dmli .«** thi vtndv hvli*? of 

\r<3 Itttc Ivs ’;i-nccs on xt\ c} e tie t -born. 
And p.‘« f\\r ‘;TC'‘i.4np bi*t " v-il of pun , 
And here •'■• s*tvx vjnn x ('cciirij orb 
That f'jn x-oum {;?-e upon hi n to the 

1 U» ' 

Ard heic npon -• xedo* cythd fill’n 
And cloxcd ht tliotc x ’»o noiim *• fnend 
m f.-i, 

No’ ihnl H that Jin tiouldcs are no 
tixire. 

And me, altlio’ Ins fire tx on mj face 
Bbndnj;, he et^ not, nor at •’ll can tell 
\\hether ! •nean this day to tnd myself. 
Or lord an ear to Plato xxhere ht sax', 
Thai ntn In c >olditrx m'}’ not quit tlic 
po'* 

Allotlcd bj the Go-ix but he that holds 
The Gods arc careless, xxhcrcforc need he 
core 

Greatlx fot them, nor rather plunge at 
once, 

Being Iroublcf’, xi holly out of sight, and 
«ml 

Paatc.-rthqu*'] e — and gout and stone, 
thrt brtal. 

Body toi ard death, and palsy, death in- 
hft, 

And xtretclied "ge — and xxorst disease of 
all, 

These prodigies of myriad nakednesses, 
And txxisletl shapes of lust, unspeal able, 
Aliominable, '■tiangtra at my hearth 
xxelcome, harpies minng ex cry dish, 
The phantom husks of something foully 
done, 

And fleeting thro' the boundless universe, 
And blasting the long quiet of roy breast 
Witli animal hca» and dire insanity’ 7 


* Hoxx should the mind, except it loxed 
them, clasp 

These idols to herself? or do they fly 
Now thinner, and noxx thicker, like the 
flakes 

In a fall of «iiox\ , and so press in, perforce 
Of inultittidt, as crouds that in an hour 
Of ax 1 C liiiniiU jam the doors, and bear 
Tlic keepers down, and throng, their rags 
and they 

The basest, far into that council-hall 
When, xit the bc«t and stateliest of the 
land ? 

*Can I not fling tins horror olT me 
agiin, 

Seeing with hou great ease Nature can 
smile, 

Balmier and nobler from her bath of 
storm, 

At random rax-age ? and hou cosily 
The mountain there has cast his cloudy 
slough, 

Nou toxx enng o’er him m serenest air, 

A mountain o’er a mountain, — ay, and 
xxithm 

All liollou os the hopes and fears of 
men ^ 

‘ But xrlio uax he, that in the garden 
snared 

Picus and Faunus, rustle Gods ? a tale 
To laugh at — more to laugh at in my’self— 
Tor look 1 uhat is it ? there ? yon arbutus 
Totters , a noiseless not underneath 
Stnkcs through the wood, sets all the 
tops quivenng — 

Tlic mountain quickens into Nyonph and 
Faun , 

And here an Oread — how the sun delights 
To glance and shift about her slippery 
sides, 

And rosy knees and supple roundedness, 
And budded bosom-peaks — who this xvay 
runs 

Before the rest— A satyr, a satyr, see, 
Folloivs , but him I proved impossible , 
Txvy natured is no nature yet be draws 
Nearer and nearer, and I scan him now 
Beastlier than any phantom of his kind 
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That ever butted his rough brother brute 

For lust or lusty blood or pro\ coder 

I hate, abhor, spit, sicken at him , and 
she 

Loathes him as well , such a precipitate 
heel. 

Fledged as it were \nth llcrcnry's ankle 
wing. 

Whirls her to me but will she fling 
herself. 

Shameless upon me ? Catch her, goat 
foot nay. 

Hide, hide them, million mjTtlcd wilder- 
ness. 

And cavem-shadoMing laurels, hide’ do 
I wish — 


What?— that the bush were leafless? or 
to whelm 

All of them in one massacre ? O j e Gods, 
I know you careless, yet, behold, to joii 
From childly wont and ancient use I 
call— 


1 thought I lived securely as yoursehes- 
No lewdness, narrowing envy, monkei 
spite, ^ 

No madness of ambition, aiance, none 
No larger feast than under plane or pin^ 
With neighbours laid along the grass t 
take ’ 

Only such cups as left us fnendly-warm 

Atfimmg each his oivn philosophy 

Nothing to mar the sober majesties 
Of settled, sweet. Epicurean life 

"°7ays 

His vsBt and filthy hands upon m> will 
Wrenching It backward into hJ, an 
spoils ’ 

My bliss in being , and it was not great 

ired of so much within our little life 
Or of so little in our little We_ ’ 

And since the nobler pleasure seems t 


Why should I, licastlike as I find myself, 

Not manlikccnd myself? — our pnvalege— 

Wliat beast has heart to do it ? And whal 
man. 

What Roman would be dragg d in tnumpli 
thus ? 

Not 1 , not he, who bears one name with 
her 

W hose death blow struck the dateless 
doom of kings, 

Wlicn, brooking not the Tarquin in her 
veins, 

*?hc made her blood in sight of Collabne 

And all his peers, flushing the guiltless 
air, 

Spout from the maiden fountain in liei 
heart 

And from it sprang the Commonwealth, 
which breaks 

As I am breaking now ' 


Ana tlicrcfore now 
I^t her, that is the womb and tomb of all. 
Great Nature, take, and forcing far apart 
Those blind beginnings that have made 
me man, 

Dwh them anew together at her wall 
hro all her cy cles — into man once mote, 
Or bcMtor bird or fish, or opulent flower 
uut till this cosmic order everywhere 
bhalter’d into one earthquake in one day 
t-racKs all to pieces,— and that hour 
perhaps 

momcntaij man 

bnall seem no more a something to him 
self, 

But he, Im hopes and hates, his homes 
and fanes, 

And even his bones long laid wathin Uic 

Van, A*’ e Itself shall pass, 

® v<»d. atom and void, 

Si that hour; 

And 'vheel, 

pi?ck?" ™2let snake, and 

^alls^^ «nimortal hell, 

ay, surely then it fads at 
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And pcnshes as I must , for O Thou, 
Passionless bnde, di>me Tranqmlhtj, 
Veam’d after bj the ■wisest of the wise. 
Who fail to find thee, being as thou art 
ANithoat one pleasure and without one 
pain, 

Howbeit I know thoa surely must be mine 
Or soon or late, jet out of season, thus 
I woo thee roughlj, for thou carest no* 
How roughlj men may woo thee so thej 
wm — 

Thus — ^thus . the soul flics out and dies 
m the air ’ 


With that he drove the knife into his 
side 

She heard him raging, heard him fall, 
ran m. 

Beat breast, tore hair, cned out upon 
herself 

As haaang fad’d m duty to him, shriek’d 

That she but meant to wan him back, fell 
on him. 

Clasp’d, kiss’d him, wad’d he answer’d, 
‘ Care not thou • 

Thj duty? \STiat is duty? Fare thee 
well!’ 
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PROtOGUE. 

Sir Walter Vivian all a summer’s daj 

Gave his oroad law ns until the set of sun 

Up to the people thither flock’d at noon 

His tenants, w ife and child, and thither 
half 

The neighbouring borough with their 
Institute 

Of which he was the patron I vas 
there 

From college, visiting the son, — ^thc son 

A Walter too, — wath others of our set, 

Five others we were seien at Vivian 
place. 

And me that morning Walter show’d 
the house, 

Greek, set with busts from vases in the 
hall 

Flowers of all heaiens, and lovelier tlian 
their names, 

Grew side by side , and on the pa^enlent 
lay 

Carved stones of the Abbey ruin in the 
park. 

Huge Ammomtes, and the first bones of 
Tune , 

And on the tables cverj dime and age 


Jumbled together , celts and calumets, 

Clajmore and snow shoe, toys m lata, 
fans 

Of sandal, amber, anaent rosanes. 

Laborious onent uorj sphere m sphere. 

The cursed Malajan crease, and battle 
clubs 

From the isles of palm and lugher on 
the walls, 

Betvn>.t the monstrous horns of elk and 
deer. 

His own forefathers’ arms and armour 
hung 

And ‘this’ he said ‘was Hugh’s at 
Agincourt , 

And that wras old Sir Ralph’s at As- 
calon 

A good knight he • we keep a chromcle 

With all about him ’ — ^which he brought, 
and I 

Dived m a hoard of tales that dealt with 
knights. 

Half- legend, half-histonc, counts and 
kings 

Who laid about them at then wulls and 
died; 

And mixt wuth these, a ladj, one that 
arm’d 





TH£ PRINCESS, A MEDLEl. 


167 


And here we ht on Aunt Elizabeth, 

And Liha w ith the res*, and lad} fnends 
From neighbour seats and there vas 
Ralph himself, 

A brohcn statue propt against the wall, 
As ga} as an} Lilia, wild with sport, 
Half child half woman as she was, had 
wound 

A scarf of orange round the stony helm, 
And robed the shoulders tn a ros} silk, 
That made the old wamor from his ivied 
nook 

Glow like a sunbeam . near his tomb a 
feast 

Shone, siher set ; about it laj the guests, 
And there we join’d them then the 
maiden Aunt 

Took this fair daj for text and from it 
preach’d 

An unncrsal culture for the crowd, 

And all things great ; but we, unworthier, 
told 

Of college he had climb’d across the 
spikes, 

And he had squccred himself betwat the 
bars 

And he had breathed the Proctor’s dogs ; 
and one 

Discuss’d hts tutor, rough to common 
men, 

But honeying at the whisper of a lord , 
iVnd one the Master, as a rogue in gram 
Veneer'd with sanctimonious theory. 

But while they talk’d, ahoae their heads 
I saw ■ 

The feudal warrior lad} .clad; which 
brought 

My hook to mind . and opening this I 
read 

Of old Sir Ralph a page or two that rang 
With tilt and tourney then the tale of 
her 

That droae her foes with slaughter from 
her walls. 

And much I praised her nobleness, and 
‘ Where,’ 

Ask’d Waller, paltmglalia’s head (she lay 
Beside him) ‘lives there such a woman 
now?’ 


Quick answer’d Lilia ‘ There are thou* 
sands now 

Such women, but contention beats them 
down 

It IS but bringing up , no more than that 
You men hate done it * how I hate you 
all' 

Ah, were I something great' I wish I 
i were 

Some mighty poetess, I would shame yon 
then, 

That love to keep us children ' O I wish 
That 1 1. ere some great pnneess, I would 
build 

Far off from men a college like a man’s. 
And I would teach them all that men are 
taught , 

Wc are twice as qmck •’ And here she 
shook aside 

The hand that play’d the patron with her 
curls 

And one said smiling ‘Pretty were the 
sight 

If our old halls could change their sex, 
and flaunt 

With prudes for proctors, dowagers for 
deans. 

And sweet girl-graduates in their golden 
hair 

I think they should not wear our rusty 
gowns, 

Butmo\e as rich as Emperor-moths, or 
Ralph 

Who shines so in the comer , yet I fear, 
If there were many Lilias m the brood, 
Howeier deep }ou might emhow-er the 
nest. 

Some ho} would spy it ’ 

At this upon the sward 
She tapt her tiny silken-sandal’d foot . 
‘That’s your light way 5 hut I would 
make it death 

For any male thing but to peep at us ’ 

Petulant she spoke, and at herself she 
laugh’d , 

A rosebud set with little wilful thorns. 
And sweet as English air could make her, 
she* 
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But "Walter hail’d a score of names upon 
her, 

^d ‘petty Ogress,’ and ‘ungrateful 
Puss,’ 

And snore he long’d at college, only 
long’d. 

All else was well, for she soaety 

They boated and they cncketed , they 
talk’d ^ 

At wine, in clubs, of art, of politics , 

They lost their weeks, they vext the 
souls of deans , 

They rode , they betted , made a hundred 
fnends. 

And caught the blossom of the flyine 
terms, “ 

But miss’d the mignonette oftTivian place. 

The little hearth-flower Lilia Thus he 
spoke, 

Part banter, part aflfection 

‘"We doubt not ttiaf. 
us much 

I'll stake my ruby 
did’ 


‘True,’ she said, 
O yes, you miss’d 

nng upon it you 


tin as a parrot turn 

Up thro gilt wires a crafty l^ng eye 

nd takes a lady’s finger with all care! 
Wm 

An J she shnek’c 

»p “> >« 

Were out of season npv^r t ti. , 

So moulder’d in a sine™" 


And whals my thought and when and 
where and horjo. 

And often told a tale from mouth to mouth 
As here at Chnstmas ’ 

She remember’d that 
A pleasant game, she thought she liked 
It more 

Than magic music, forfeits, all the rest 
But these — ^what kind of tales did men 
tell men, 

She wonder’d, by themselves? 

A half-disdam 
Perch d on the pouted blossom of her lips 
And Walter nodded at me , 'He began, 
^e rest would follow, each in turn, and so 
We forged a sevenfold story Kmd? 
what kind ? 

Chimeras, crotchets, Chnstmas solecisms, 
beven-headed monsters only made to kill 
Time by the fire m wmter ’ 


e ^lant ! kill him in the summer too,' 
baid Liha , ‘ Why not now ?’ the maiden 
Aunt 

^ summer’s as a winter’s tale! 
A tale for summer as befits the time. 
And something it should be to suit the 
place. 

Heroic, for a hero hes beneath, 
kirave, solemn I’ 

Tr, Walter warp’d his mouth at this 
To something so mock -solemn, that I 
laugh'd 

sudden-shnUing 

^ woodpecker, 

(A liiHp » till the maiden Aunt 

^ ® wrong had touch’d her 

With cofour) turn’d to me with ‘As you 

Hwoic If jou will, or what you wll 

Or be yourself your hero If ^ou S’. 


our’d h; ’ 
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*Then follow me, the Pnnce,’ 
I answer’d, * each be hero m his turn * 
Seven and jet one, like shadows in a 
dream — 

Heroic seems our Pnncess as required — 
But something made to amt with Time 
and place, 

A Gothic rum and a Grecian house, 

A talk of college and of ladies’ rights, 

A feudal knight in silken masquer'de, 
And, jondcr, shrieks and strange expen- 
nicnts 

For which the good Sir Ralph had burnt 
them all — 

This sfvwa medlej 3 we should have him 
back 

Who told the “Winter’s tale "to do it 
for us 

No matter we wall say whatever comes 
And let the ladies sing us, if they will. 
From time to time, some ballad or a song 
To give us breathing-space ' 

So I began. 

And the rest follow'd and the women 
sang 

Between the rougher voices of the men, 
Like linnets m the pauses of the wand 
And here I giv e the storj and the songs 

s 

A pnnce I was, blue-eyed, and fair in 
face. 

Of temper amorous, as the first of Maj , 
With lengths of yellow nnglet, like a girl. 
For on my cradle shone the Northern 
star 

There lived an ancient legend in out 
house 

Some sorcerer, whom a far-off gnmdsire 
burnt 

Because he cast no shadow, had fore- 
told, 

none of all our blood should 

The shadow from the substance, and that 
one 

Should come to fight walh shadows and 
to folk 

For so, my mother said, the story ran 


And, truly, waking dreams were, more or 
less, 

An old and strange affection of the house 
Myself too had weird seizures, Heaven 
knows what 

On a sudden in the midst of men and day. 
And while 1 walk’d and talk’d as hereto- 
fore, 

I seem’d to move among a w orld of ghosts, 
And feel m}’self the shadow of a dream 
Our great coutt-Galen poised his gilt-head 
cane, 

And paw’d his beard, and mutter’d 
‘catalepsj ’ 

My mother pitying made a thousand 
pnjers , 

Mj modier was as mild as any saint, 
Half-canonized by all that look’d on her, 
So gracious w as her tact and tenderness 
But my good father thought a king a kmg , 
He cared not for the affection of the house , 
He held his sceptre like a pedant’s wana 
To lash offence, and wath long arms and 
hands 

Reach’d out, and pick’d offenders from 
the mass 
For judgment 

Now it chanced that I had been, 
WTiile life was yet m bud and blade, 
betroth’d 

To one, aneighbounng Pnncess she tome 
Was pro\y-wedded with a bootless calf 
At eight j ears old, and still from time 
to time 

Came murmurs of her beauty from the 
South, 

And of her brethren, youths of puissance , 
And still I wore her picture by my heart, 
And one dark tress , and all around them 
both 

Sweet thoughuwould sw aim as beesabout 
their queen 

But when the days drew mgli that I 
should wed, 

Mj' father sent ambassadors with fiirs 
And jewels, gifts, to fetch her these 
brought hack 

A present, a great labour of the loom , 
And therewithal an answ er vague as vvmd 
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BesideSi they saw the king , he took the 
gifts. 

He said there was a compact , that was 
true 

But then she had a will , w as he to blame ? 
And maiden fancies , loved to hve alone 
Among her women, certam, would not 
wed 

That morning in the presence room I 
stood 

With Cynl and mth Flonan, my two 
friends 

The first, a gentleman of broken means 
(His father’s fault) hut given to starts and 
bursts 

Of revel , and the last, my other heart. 
And almost my half self, for still w e moved 
Together, twinn’d as horse’s ear and eye, ! 

Now, while they spake, 1 saw my 
father’s face ! 

Growlong and troubled like a nsingmoon. 
Inflamed with wrath he started on his 
feet. 

Tore the kmg’s letter, snow’d it down, 
and rent 

The wonder of the loom thro’ warp and 
woof 

From skirt to skirt ; and at the last he 
sware 

That he would send a hundred thousand 
men. 

And bni^ her in a whirlwind then he 
chew’d 

The thnce-tum’d cud of wrath, and cook’d 
his spleen, 

Communmg with his captains of the war 

At last I spoke ‘ My father, let me go 
It cannot be but some gross error lies 
In this report, this answer of a king, 
Whom all men rateaskind and hospitable 
Or, maybe, I myself, my bnde once 
seen, 

Whate’er my gnef to find her less than 
fame, 

May rue the bargain made’ And Flonan 
said. 

‘I have a sister at tin, foreign court. 


Who moies about the Pnneess j she, you 
know, 

Who w edded w ithanoblcmanfrom thence 
He, djing lately, left her, as I hear. 

The lady of three castles in that land ; 
Thro’herthismattcrinight be sifted clean ’ 
And Cj^ril whisper’d ‘ Take me with you 
too ’ 

Then laughing ‘whit, if these weird 
seizures come 

Upon you m those lands, and no one ncai 
To point you out the shadow from the 
truth ' 

Take me I’ll serve you better in a strait, 
I grate on rusty hinges here ’ but ‘ No 
Roar’d tlie rough king, ‘you shall not, 
we ourself 

Will crush her pretty maiden fancies dead 
In iron gauntlets break the council up ’ 

But when the council broke, I rose and 
past 

Thro’ the wald woods that hung about the 
j town , 

Found a still place, and pluck’d her like- 
ness out , 

Laid It on flowers, and watch’d it lying 
bathed 

In the green gleam of dewry-tassell’d trees 
What w ere those fancies'^ wherefore break 
her troth ? 

Proud look’d the lips but while I medi 
tated 

A wind arose and rush’d upon the South, 
And shook the songs, the whispers, and 
the shneks 

Of the wild woods together , and a Voice 
Went with it, ‘ Follov/, follow, thou shalt 
wm ’ 

Then, ere the silver sickle of that month 
Became her golden shield, I stole from 
court 

With Cynl and with Flonan, unperceived. 
Cat-footed thro’ the town and half in dread 
To hear my father’s clamour at our backs 
With Ho ' from some bay-wundow shake 
the night , 

But all was quiet from the bastion’d 
walls 
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Like thrcided spiders, one b}' one, we 
dropt, 

And flying Tcadi’d the frontier, then we 
crost 

To a Inchcr land , and so bj tilth and 
grange, 

And vines, and blowing bosks of wilder- 
ness, 

We gain’d the mother -city thick with 

towers 

And in the imperial pilace found the king 

His nme was Garni, crack’d and 
small his loice, 

But bland the smile that like 1 wnnklmg 
wind 

On glassy water drote his cheek in Imes , 
A htile dry old man, without a star, 

Not like a king three di} s he feasted us. 
And on the fourth 1 spake of why we 
came. 

And my betroth’d. ‘ You do us, Prince,’ 
he said, 

Airng a snow7 hand and signet gem, 

‘All honour We rememt«r love our- I 
sehes 

In our sweet ) outh there did a compact 
pass 

Long summers back, a kind of ceremony — 

1 think the j'Car in which our olives 
fail’d 

I would you had her, Pnnee, with all my 
heart, 

l\ith my full heart but there were 
widows here, 

Twowidovs, Lady Psyche, Lady Blanche, 
Phey fed her tlieones, in and out of place 
Maintaining that with equal husbandry 
The woman w ere an equal to the man. 
They harp’d on this , with this our ban 
quets rang , 

Our dances broke and buzz’d m knots of 
talk; 

Nothing but this , my very ears were hot 
To hear them knowledge, so my daughter 
held. 

Was all in all they had but been, she 
thought. 

As children , ^cy must lose the child, 
assume 


The woman then, Sir, awful odes she 
wrote, 

Too awful, sure, for what they treated of. 
But all she is and does is awful , odes 
About this losing of the child , and rhymes 
And dismal lyncs, prophesying change 
Bey ond all reason these the women sang. 
And they that know such things — I sought 
but peace , 

No critic I — would call them master- 
pieces 

They master’d t»e At last she b^g’d a 
boon, 

A certain summer-palace which I have 
Hard by your father’s frontier I said no, 
Yet being an easy man, gave it and 
there, 

All wild to found an University 
For miidens, on the spur she fled , and 
more 

We know not, — only this they see no 
men, 

Not ev’n her brother Arac, nor the twins 
Her brethren, tho’ they love her, look 
upon her 

As on a kind of pari^on , and I 
(Pardon me saying it) were much loth to 
breed 

Dispute betwixt myself and mine hut 
i smee 

(And I confess with right) you think me 
bound 

In some sort, I can give you letters to her , 
And yet, to speak the truth, I rate your 
chance 

Almost at naked nothing * 

Thus the king , 
And I, tho’ nettled that he seem’d to slur 
With garrulous ease and oily courtesies 
Our formal compact, yet, not less (all frets 
But chafing me on fire to find my bnde) 
Went forth again with both my friends. 
We rode 

Many a long league back to the North 
At last 

From hills, that look’d across a land of 
hope, 

We dropt with evening on a rustic town 
Set m a gleimmg mer’s crescent-curve. 
Close at the boundary of the liberties , 
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There, enter’d an old hostd, call’d mine 
host 

To counal, phed him with his nchest 
wines, 

And show’d the late wnt letters of the 
king 

He iTith a long low sibilation, stared 
As blank as death m marble , then ex* 
claim’d 

Averring it i^as clear agamst all rules 
For any man to go but as his bram 
B^an to melloM, ‘ If the kmg,’ he said, 

* Had given us letters, was he bound to 
speak? 

The kmg would bear him out ,’ and at 
the last — 

The summer of the vine in all his veins — 

‘ No doubt that we might make it worth 
his while 

She once had past that way , he heard 
her speidt. , 

She scared him , hfe ! he never saw the 
hke. 

She look’d as grand as doomsday and as 
grave 

And he, he reverenced his hege lady there , 
He always made a pomt to post with 
mares. 

His daughter and his housemaid were the 
boys 

The land, he understood, for miles about 
Was till’d Dy women , aU the swme were 
sows. 

And all the dogs ’ — 

But while he jested thus, 
A thougnt flash’d thro’ me which I clothed 
m act, 

Remembenng how we three presented 
Maid 

Or Njmph, or Goddess, at high tide of 
feast. 

In masque or pageant at my father’s court 
We sent mme host to purchase female 

XT ’ 

He brought it, and himself a sight to 
shake 

midnff of despair w^th laughter, holp 
To lace us up, till, eadi, in maiden 
plumes 


We rustled • him vve gave a costly bnbe 
To guerdon silence, mounted our good 
steeds. 

And boldly ventured on the lioerties 

We follow’d up the nver as we rode. 
And rode till midmght when the collie 
hghts 

Began to glitter firefly-like in copse 
And Imden allej then we past an arch, 
Whereon a woman 'Statue rose with 
wings 

From four wing’d horses dark against the 
stars , 

And some inscription ran along the front. 
But deep m shadow further on w e gam’d 
A httle street half garden and half house} 
But scarce could hear each other speak 
for noise 

Of clocks and chimes, hke silver hammers 
falling 

On silver anvils, and the splash and stir 
Of fountains spouted up and showering 
down 

In meshes of the jasmine and the rose 
And all about us peal’d the nightingale. 
Rapt in her song, and careless of the 
snare 

There stood a bust of Pallas for a sign. 
By two sphere lamps blazon’d like Heaven 
and Earth 

With constellation and with continent, 
Above an entry nding m, we call’d , 

A plump arm’d Ostleress and a stable 
wench 

Came runnmg at the call, and help’d us 
down 

Then stept a buxom hostess forth, and 
sail’d, 

Full-blown, before us into rooms which 
gave 

Upon a pillar’d porch, the bases lost 
In laurel her we ask’d of tliat and this. 
And who were tutors ‘Lady Blanche’ 
she said, 

‘And Lady Psyche’ ‘ WHiich was 
pretbest, 

Best-natured ?’ « Lady Psyche ’ ‘ Hers 
are we,’ 


TUh PJtlNtnSS, A MEDLEY, 


m 


One voice, wc criwl . nnd I sit down and 
vfrolci 

In <iich 1 hand as when a field of com 

Itcrtvs all .ts cars before the roinng East , 

'Tltrce Indies of the Northern empire 

r«r 

Yo'^r Highness wotild enroll them with 
joar own. 

As Lads rsyche's pupils * 

This 1 scil’d 

Tlie sen! was Cupid l>ent al>o\ c a scroll, 

And oc his head Umnnn Venus hung. 

And mstil the blinding Inndige from his 
ejes* 

I gave ‘he ktlcr to l« sent with dwn . 

And then to bed, where half in doze I 
seem’d 

To float about a glimmering night, and 
Vi''tch 

A full sea gl.azctl with niufilcd moonlight, 
svdl 

On some dark shore just seen that it was 
nch 


.\5 thro ihe land at cie we nen , 

Aid p'uct d l! e rrp'a d ears, 

VTe fe’' out, tn> w-rc sird I, 

O T'e fell out I lro‘v nc. » In , 

Aid lj«d oirtn wa h leiia 
Ard l7les*inp» on th* fallmi; oai 
Tlist all the nio'e endears, 

Wlien we fall owl wiili iho'c we lot* 

And Visa aeaui walh tears I 
For when we cave where lies the chtid 
ttelo iiio'hcriears, 

T1 ere atxne the Iitflc Rra'* 

' O there abose the little grate, 

Me loss'd again wi'h tears. 

At liTcak of d4ay the Collt^c Portress 
came 

She brought us Academic silks, m hue 
The lilac;, w ith a silken hood to each. 
And zoned with gold , and now when 
these were on, 

And we as nch as moths from dusk 
cocoons, 

She, curteevrng her olicisance, let us know' 
fhe, Princess Ida waited out we paced 


I first, and following thro’ the porch that 
sang 

*Vll round with laurel, issued in a court 
; Compact of lucid marbles, IxKs’d with 
lengths 

Of classic fnere, w ith ample aw nings gay 
Betwixt the pillars, and with great urns 
of flowers 

The Muses and the Graces, group’d m 
threes, 

Enring’d a billow ingfountain in Ihemidst, 
/Vnd here and there on lattice edges lay 
Or liook or lute , but hastil} we past. 
And up n flight of stairs into the hall 

There at a board by tome and paper 
sat, 

With two tame leopards couch’d beside 
her throne. 

All bcaulj compass’d in a female form. 
The Pnncc-ss , hker to the inhabitant 
Of some clear planet close upon the Sun, 
Than our man’s earth , such eyes were 
her head, • 

And so much grace and power, breathing 
down 

From oier her arch’d brows, with every 
turn 

Ln ed thro’ her to the tips of her long 
hands, 

.rind to her feet She rose her height, 
and said 

‘We give you w’elcome not without 
redound 

Of use and glory to yourselies ye come, 
The first-fruits of the stranger aftertime, 
And that full loice which circles round 
the grave. 

Will rank j ou nobly, mingled up with me 
What ' are the ladies of your land so 
tall?’ 

‘ We of the court ’ said Cynk * From 
the court * 

She answer’d, ‘then ye know the Prince?’ 
and he 

‘Tlic climax of his age I as tho’ there were 
One rose m all tlie world, your Highness 
that, 

He worships your ideal * ’ she replied 
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‘We scarce!} llioughl In out o\to hill to 
hear 

This barren \ erbiige, current among men, 

Light com, the tinsel clink of compliment 

Your flight from out }Our bookless Milds 
would seem 

As arguing love of knowledge and of 
power , 

Your language proses yoi still the child 
Indeed, 

We dream not of him when we set our 
hand 

To this great work, we purposed with 
ourself I 

Nevertoived Yon likcwiscwilldowtJI, I 

Ladies, in entering here, to cast and fling i 

The tncks, which mal c us to}‘s of men, I 
that so. 

Some future time, if so mdeed }ou will 

You may with those self styled ou' lords 
ally 

Your fortunes, justlier balanced, scale w itb 
scale ’ 


At those high words, we conscious of 
ourselves. 

Perused the matting , then an ofneet 

Rose up, and read the statutis, such as 
these 

Not for three years to correspond with 
home , 

Not for three years to cross the liberties. 

Not for three years to speak with any 
men. 

And many more, which hastily subscribed. 

We enter’d on the boards and ‘Now,’ 
she cned, ’ 

‘Ye are green wood, see ye warp not 
Look, our hall ' 

Our statues 1 — not of those that men 
desire. 

Sleek Odalisques, or oracles of mode, 

Nor stunted squaws of West or East bu* 
she 

That taught the Sabine how to rule, and 
she 


^e foundress of the Babylonian wall, 
•Tk Artemisia strong in war, 

Tte Rhodope, that built the pyramid, 
Clelia, Cornelia, with the Palmyrene 


That fovgh* \urthai, “na the Roman 
brows 

Of Agnppma. Dwell with these, and 
lose 

Convention 'incc to look onrobic fornn 
Mrl c- I oble thro the sensuous organism 
That which ts highe’’ O lift your natures 
up 

Embrace our nms work out your free 
dom Ctrl-., 

Knowledge i* now no more a fountain 
scal'd 

Dnnk deep, until the ha’ui'! of the slave, 
The sms of ciupiiness, gossip and spite 
And sland-r, diu Better not be at all 
Tnaii not lie noble Leave us vou may 
go 

To day the Lady Psyclie will harangue 
The fresh arrivals of the vvttk before , 

I or they press in from all the iirovmce». 
And fill the hive.’ 

She spoke, and lowing waved 
Dismissal back again a x crosl the court 
To Lad; Psyche s as we enter’d in. 
There sal along tlie forms, hke inoming 
doves 

That sun their milly bosoms on the 
thatch, 

A patient range of pupils , she lie'sclf 
Erect Ixthind a desk of satin wood, 

A quick brunette w ell moulded, falcon 
cyeal, 

And on the hither side, or so she look'd, 
Of twenty summers At her left, a child, 
In shining draperies, headed hke a star, 
Her maiden babe, a double April old, 
Aglaia slept We sat the L** dy glanced 
Then Flonan, but no livelier than the 
dame 

That whisper d ‘Asses' cars,’ among the 
sedge, 

‘ My sister ’ ‘ Comely , too, by all that’s 
fair,’ 

Said CyTil • Q hush, hush 1’ and she 
began 

This vv orld was once a fluid haze of 
light, 

Till tovvard the centre set the starry tides, 
\nd eddied into suns, that wheeling cast 
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The pJiriii" Then ine rionsier, then ihc 
man . 

Tattoo a or wn.-tlw’ wjn^cr chn in ^kms. 
Raw from ••'c prime and crushing down 
his mate ; 

As vet we lind .n Irtlnrous i->lc>. and 
here 

Vtnong the lowcsi 

Tncreiipon she tool 
A. bird’s eie-wev of -I! the nngncious 
T"<;t , 

GlarccQ nt the legcndni^ Amaron 
As cmblerontic o. a nobler nge , 
\ppru5cd iiic Ljoan custom, spohe ol 
those 

Tha* la\ nt wn: wi‘n Lir ana Lucumo; 
Ran do.im the Pers nri Grtann, Roman 
lines 

Of empire, and the v omnn’s state m each, 
How far from just , li'l warming inth her 
theme 

Shefulmined out hei scorn oi 1 1 isSaliquc 
And liltle-fojlcd Chma, touch’d on 
M.nhomet 

Wnn much contempt, ana esme to 
chnalij 

When some respect, howcicr 'light, wns 

pud 

To woman, superstiuon all awrj 
However then commenced the dawn a 
brntn 

Had slanted forward, fnll'ng m a land 
Of promise , fni»t would follow Deep, 
indeed, 

Their debt of thanks to her who first had 
dared 

To leap the rotten piles of prejudice, 
Disjok'c their reels from cu'tom, and 
assert 

^'o^e lordlier than themselves bat that 
which made 

Womin and man She had founded , 
thej must build 

Here might they lenm wliatcver men were 
taught 

Let them not fcni • some said their heads 
were less 

Some men’s were small ; not they the 
least of men , 

For often fineness compensated size 


Besides tht bram was like the hand, and 
grew 

With using , thence the man’s, if more 
WTs more , 

Ifc took idiantage of his strength to be 
First in the field some ages had been lost , 
Rut woman ripen’d earlier, and her life 
Was longer ; and albeit their glorious 
names 

Were fewer, scatter’d stars, jet smee in 
truth 

The highest is the measure of the man. 
And not the Kaffir, Hottentot, Malay, 
Kor those horn handed breakers of the 
glebe. 

Rut Homer, Plato, Venilam ; even so 
W itli w omin and in arts of got emment 
Elimbeth and others , arts of war 
The peasant 1 oan and others , artsof grace 
Sappho and o' hers tied with an; man 
And, list not least, she v ho haa left hei 
phcc, 

And bow’d her state to them, that thev 
might grow 

To use and power on this Oasis, lapt 
In the arms of leisure, sacred from the 
blight 

Of ancient influence and scorn 

At list 

She rose upon a wind of prophecy 
Dilating on the future , ‘ everywhere 
Two heads m counal, two beside the 
hearth, 

Two in the tingled business of the world. 
Two in the libcril offices of life, 

Two plummets dropt for one to sound 
the abjs» 

Of science, ana the secrets of the mmd 
Musiaan, painter, sculptor, cntic, more 
And cierjmhere the broad and bounteous 
Earth 

Should bear a double growth of those 
rare souls, 

Poets, whose thoughts ennch the blood 
of the vorld ’ 

She ended here, and beckon’d us the 
rest 

Parted , and, glowing full-faced welcome, 
she 
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Began to address us, and was mowng on 
In gntuHtion, till as uhcn a boat 
Tacks, and the slacken’d sail flaps, all 
her aoice 

Faltenng and fluttenng in her throat, she 
cried 

‘ My brother ' ’ ‘ Well, mj sister ’ ‘ O,’ 
she said, 

‘What do jou here? and in this dress? 
and these? 

WTiy who arc these? a wolf within the 
fold • 

A pack of woltcs ' the I^ord be gracious 
to me ' 

A plot, a plot, a plot, to nun all ' ' 

‘No plot, no plot,' he answer’d 
‘ Wretched bo>. 

How saw you not the inscription on the 
gate. 

Let no man enter in on pain op 
DEATH ? 

‘ And if I had,’ he answer’d, ‘ who could 
think 

The seller Adams of )our Academe, 

0 sister. Sirens tho’ thej be, were such 
As chanted on the blanching bones of 
men?’ 

‘ But you wall find it otherwasc ' she said 
‘You jest ill jesting with edge tools I 
my sow 

Rnds me to speak, and O that iron wall, 
That axelike edge untumable, our Head, 
The Pnneess ’ ‘ Well then, Psyche, take 
my life, 

And nail me like a weasel on a grange 
For warning bury me beside the gate, 
^d cut this epitaph above my bones , 
Ites a brother by a sister slant, 

All for the common good of vjomanktnd ’ 
Let me die too,’ said Cyril, ‘haiane 
seen *’ 

And heard the Lady Psyche ’ 




‘ Albeit so mask’d, Madam, I love 
truth. 

Receive it , and in me behold the Pn 
Tour countryman’ affianced years age 

And thus (what other way was lefi 
came ’ 


‘O Sit, O Prince, I base no conntij 
none , 

If an>, this , bat none, \\*hatc’cr I wa 
Disroolc-l, what I am is grafted here 
Affianced, Sir? loac*whisi)crs may no* 
breathe 

Within tins vestal limit, and how should 

I, 

WHio am not mine, saj , li\e the thundcr» 
liolt 

Hangs siknt but prepare I speak; it 
falls. ’ 

‘ Ytl pause,* I ‘aid . ' for that inscnptioa 
there, 

I think no more of dead!) lurks therein, 
Than in a chpjier clapp ng in a garth, 

To scare the fowl from Iruit if more 
tlierc lie. 

If more and acted oa, what follows? war, 
\our oin work matrd for this jour 
Academe, 

Whichever side be Victoi, in the halloo 
Will topple to the trumpet down, ana 

P'SS 

W’lih all fait tlicones onlj made to gild 
A stormlesv summer,’ • La the Pnnccsj 
judge 

Of that’ she s.aia ‘farewell, Sir — and 
to JOU 

I shudder at the sequel, but I go ’ 

'Arc JOU that Lady Psjchc,* I re 
join’d, 

'^e fifth m line from that old Flonan, 
^ ct hangs his jioilrait in mj father s hall 
CThe gaunt old Baron walh his beetle brow 
Sun shaded in tlie heat of dusty fights) 
As he bestrode my Grandsire, when he 
i fell. 

And all else fled? we point to it, and 
we say, 

loyal warmth of Flonan is not cold, 
But branches current jet in kindred 
veins ’ 

‘Are JOU that Psyche,’ Flonan added, 
'she 

With whom I sang about the morning 
hills, 

Flung ball, flew kite, and raced the 
purple fly, 
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And snared the squirrel of the glen ? are 
you 

That Psyche, wont to bind my throbbing 
brow, 

To smoothe my pillow, voix the foaming 
draught 

Of fever, tell me pleasant tales, and read 
My sickness down to happy dreams? are 
you 

That brother-sister Psyche, both in one? 
You were that Psyche, but what are you 
now?’ 

‘You are that Psyche,’ Cyril said, for 
whom 

I would be that for ever which I seem. 
Woman, if I might sit beside your^feet. 
And clean your scatter’d sapience 

Then once more, 

* Are you that Lady Psyche,’ I began, 

‘ That on her bndal mom before she p^t 
From all her old companions, when the 

Kiss’d her^ pale cheek, declared that 
ancient ties 

Would still be dear beyond the southern 

hills , , 

That were there any of our people there 
In want or peril, there was one to hear 
And help them > look ' for such are these 

‘ Are you that Psyche,’ Flonan ask d, 

‘ to whom, , 

In gentler days, your arrow-wounded fa^ 
Came flying while you sat beside the well? 
The creature laid his muzzle on your lap. 
And sobb’d, and you sobb’d wth it, and 

the blood , 

Was spnnkled on your kirtle, and you 

That was fawn’s blood, not brother’s, yet 
you wept 

O by the bright head of my 
You were that Psyche, and what are 

you now?’ , _ 

‘You are that Psyche,’ Cynl sai ’ 

‘ The mother of the sweetest little mai , 
That ever crow’d for kisses^^^ 

She answer’d, ‘peace ' and why should 
I not play 


The Spartan Mother with emotion, be 
The Lucius Junius Brutus of my kind? 
Him you call great he for the common 
w'eal. 

The fading politics of mortal Rome, 

As I might slay this child, if good need 
were. 

Slew both his sons and I, shall I, on 
whom 

The secular emancipation turns 
Of half this world, be siverved from right 
to save 

A pnnce, a brother? a little will I Jield 
Best so, perchance, for us, and well for 
you 

O hard, when love and duty clash ' I fear 
My conscience wall not count me fleck- 
less , yet — 

Hear my conditions promise (otherwise 
You perish) as you came, to slip way 
To-day, to-morrow, soon it shall be 

These women were too barbarous, would 

not leam , , j 

They fled, who might have shamed us 

promise, all ’ 


What could we else, we promised each , 

and she, , 

Like some wald creature newly- caged, 
commenced 

A to and-fro, so pacing till 
Bv Flonan , holding out her lily '‘'[ms 
T^k both his hands, and smiling faintly 

‘ I knevryou at the first tho’ j ou have 

You scSave alter’d I am sad and 

Toseeyou^Fionan /give Aee to death 

My brother 1 it w-as duty spoke, not I 
My needful seeming harshness, pardon it 
Our mother, is she w dl ?^ 

His forehead, then, a moment 

About him, and betwixt them blossom d 

From out a common vein of memory 
SwMt household talk, and phrases of the 
hearth. 
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the child 

Push’d her flat hand against his face and 
laugh’d , 

And thus our conference closed 

And then we stroll’d 
For half the day th”o’ stately theatres 
Bench’d crescent-nise In each we sat, 
Vie heard 

The gra\e Professor On the lecture 
slate 

The circle rounded under female hands 
With flawless demonstration follow’d 
then 

A classic lecture, nch in sentiment, 

With scraps of thundrous Epic lilted out 
By violet-hooded Doctors, elegies 
And quoted odes, and jewels five words 
long 

That on the stretch’d forefinger of all 
Time 

^arkle for ever then we dipt in all 
^at treats of whatsoever is, the state, 
^e total chronicles of man, the mind, 
i he morals, something of the frame the 
rock, 
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And ^^hatsocve^ enn be v v, 

T.UU.e”S« 

AedglSellmshtloegte^l-toP-" 

VTe Jgh-S-i “■a 

I spoV-c gjl as 

‘W*h>, Sirs> they do all im 

,;i ^,u* said Cynl ‘very 

* They hunt o’d trails saia ) 

Bat -ViSilid ^onian 


Aie casUes shadows? Three of them? 

For deJr^e those three castles to my 

Md l.»ve se.4, be. tot 

Unmen?SS'lhe.toDoe.o.e. O.0 

ThelSts' O te to th,«.y 

p\aiits 


>rg£» 

TheteeS;';?..-..= .cV.»dete..e. M.U 

Sheeld’l' not cell he. n..., ..If “■*' Afene °' 

And ^:sh^ f»' "" 

^Sd tS?lJdi n thoneend mdh ___ ^ 

FI, tXnd 

„toce^«». n.™, - .»»» ' ■ I ^ ^ of bren. »<> 

tVith me, Sir, ^„^den-shSed firm. 

The Head of ah «« S^^en g ^ 

The long-hmVd lad that na 

He dr™, too’ to ete«.to.. t»^ 

now 


of brown and 

Vfith beauties every shade ot 

, ^“^„,^er than the mommg m«t, 
^L'etc^Su dhttod bk. e bed ot 

®rt?man not wander from his 

How might a mau 


, 1 rrj:. ihio* the stomacher, ^^ght a mau no.. 

He cleft me thro at?o’ wath e>es. but that I hept 

What think you of ,,-,B it ^ mine own glorious dreams, 

1^= “SlT?“ ' tmentonher,whoraptmgl^^o^^ 


J. Wl- ^ 

The enbelonoo or .no I 

tbe..“»toto=toS5SJto 


No ghostly hauntmgs like n » ^^gre 

Flatter myself that 
I know the substance whe 
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Discuss’d a doubt and tost it to and fro 
A clamour thicken’d, mi\t mth inmost J 
terms 

Of art and science Lady Blanche alone ; 
Of faded form and haughtiest lineaments 
With all her autumn tresses falscl} broa n, 
Shot sidelong daggers at us, a tiger-cat 
In act to spring 

At last a solemn grace 
Concluded, and we sought the gardens 
there 

One walk’d reciting bj herself, and one 
In this hand held a solumc os to read. 

And smoothed a petted peacock down • 
Mith that I 

Some to a low song oar’d a shallop bj. 

Or under arches of the marble bridge 
Hung, shadow’d from the heat some 
hid and sought 

In the orange thickets others tost a boll 
Above the fountain jets, and back again 
With laughter others lay about the 
lawns, 

Of the older sort, and murmur’d that their 
May 

Was passing svhat was learning unto 
them? 

They wish’d to marry , thej could rule a 
house. 

Men hated learned women but we three 
Sat muffled like the Fates , and often 
came 

Melissa hitUng all we saw with shafts 
Of gentle satire, km to charitj , 

That harm’d not then doj droopt , the 
chapel bells 

Call’d us we left the walks, we mixt 
with those 

Six hundred maidens clad in purest white 
Before two streams of light from wall to 
wall. 

While the great organ almost burst his ' 



A long melodious thunder to the sound 
W solemn psalms, and silver litanies, 
e of Ida, to call down from 
xieaven 

A blessing on her labours for the world 


r 

t »-s 

Sweet ami lo , sw eet and low , 

M ind of the western sea, 

Low, low, breathe and tlwr, 
ind of the w este-n sea ' 

0\ er the rollint: « aters RO, 

Come from the dj tng moon, and blow, 

Blow him aeam to ne , 

While mv little one, while r*\ poe'tj one, sleeps 

^eep and rest, s’eep and rest, 

Father w ill came lo thee soon 
Rest, res , on mother’s breast 
Father Will cor-e to tl ee soon , 

Fall cr will come to bis babe in the nest, 

Silscr sails 'll out of the west 
Under tlie siKer noon 

Sleep, tnj li tie o“e, sleep, n> pretty one, sleept 

Mom in iho while wake of the morning 
star 

Came furrow mg all the orient into gold. 
M'c rose, and each lij other drest with 
care 

Dcsccndctl lo the court that laj three parts 
In shadow, but the Muses’ heads were 
toudi’d 

Aboi c the darkness from their natn e East. 

There while we stood beside the fount, 
and watch’d 

Or seem d lo w atch the dancing bubble, 
approach’d 

Melissa, tinged with wan from lack of 
sleep. 

Or gnef, and glowing round her dewy 
ejes 

The circled Ins of a night of tears , 

‘And fl},’shc cried, ‘O fly, while jet 
} ou may I 

My mother knows ’ and when I ask’d 
her ‘how,’ 

‘Mj fault’ she wept ‘my fault’ and jet 
not mine , 

Yet mme in part O hear me, pardon ' 
me 

My mother, ’tis her wont from night to 
night 

To rail at ^dy Psyche and her side 
ohe says the Pnneess should have been 
the Head, 

erself and Lady Psyche the two arms , 
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And so It was agreed when firil thej 
came ; 

But Lad) cJjs wns the right hand now. 
And she the left, or not, or seldom u'Cal , 
Hm more Unn half the ‘^ludcnls, all the 
lose 


‘"What pardon, ssseet Mehssa, for a 
blush?* 

Said C)*nl ‘Pale one, blush again than 
wear 

Those lilies, better blush our Ines away 
Yet let ns breathe for one hour more in 


And so last night she fJl to canvass )ou 
Ihr co«ntrvwonvtn' she did not env) 
her 

*• Who ever saw such wild birbamns? 
Giih? — more like men 1" and at these 
words the sa'kc, 

^I) secrcS seem’d to s*ir w iiliin ni) breast , 
And oh, Sirs, could 1 help n, but m) 
cheek 

Began to bum and oum, and her hn\ 
c)e 

To fix and mal.e me hotter, till she 
laugh’d 

"O mancllousi) modest maiden, }ou * 
Men • fwls, like men ’ wh), if thej had 
been men 

Voa reed not set >out thoughts in tubnc 
vhus 

Tor who’cealc comment ” pToon, I am 
shamed 

That 1 must needs repeat for inv excuse 
Wliat looks so little graceful “men” 
(for still 

My mother went rciolnng on the word) 
^‘And so they are, — verj like men in- 
deed — 

And wath that w oman closeted for hours ’ ” 
Then enne these dreadful words out one 
by one, 

“NNTij — these — ore — men "Isliuddor’d 
“and )ou know it ” 

“ O asV me nothing," I said “ And she 
Imows loo, 

And she conceals it ” So tny mother 
clutch’d 

The truth at once, but with no word from 
me , 

And now tlins carl) nsen she goes to 
inform 

The Princess Lady Psyche will be 
crush’d ; 

But yon may yet be saved, and therefore 

fly , 

But heal me w ith your pardon ere you go 


Heaven’ 

He added, ‘ lest some classic Angel speak 
In scorn of us, “The) mounted, Gan)- 
mcdcs. 

To tumble, Vulcans, on the second mom,” 
But I will melt this marble into wa\ 

To ) icld us farther furlough ’ and he vv ent, 


Melissa shook her doubtful curls, and 
thought 

He scarce would prosper, ‘Tell us,’ 
Florian ask’d, 

•How grew this feud betvviv.1 the right 
and left ’ 

‘O long ago,’ she said, ‘betwaxt these 
two 

Division smoulders hidden , ’tis m) 
mother, 

Too jealous, often fretful as the wind 

Pent in a crevice much I bear with her 

I never knew ni) father, but she says 

(God help her) she vv as w edded to a fool , 

And still she mii’d against the state of 


things 

She had the care of Lady Ida’s youth, 
And from the Queen’s decease she brought 
her up 

But when )our sister came she won the 
heart 

Of Ida the) were still together, grew 
(For so they said themselves) inosculated , 
Consonant chords that shiv er to one note , 
One mind m all things yet my mother 
still 

Affirms your Psyche thieved her theones, 
And angled with them for her pupil’s love 
She calls her plagiarist , I know not what 
But I must go I dare not tarry,’ and 


light, 

Aipk the shadow of i 


Kiri?- che fled 


Then murmur’d Florian gasmg after 
her, 

‘ An open-hearted maiden, true and pure. 
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If I could love, why this were she how 
pretty 

Her blushing Mas, and how she blush'd 
again, 

As if to close with Cjril’s random wish 
Not like jour Princess cramm'd Milli 
ernng pnde, 

Nor like poor Psjche whom she drags in, 
tOM ’ 

‘The crane,’ I said, ‘may chatter of 
the crane, 

The dose maj murmur of the dose, but I 
An eagle clang an eagle to llic sphere 
"My princess, O mypnnccss* true she errs. 
But in her ossti grand ssaj being hersdf 
Three times more noble than three score 
of men, 

She sees herself in every ssoman else, 

And so she ssears her error like a cross n 
To blind the truth and me for her, and 
her, 

Hebes are they to hand ambrosia, mix 
The nectar , but — ah she — sshene’er she 
moses 

The Samian Her6 rises and she speaks 
A Memnon smitten ssiih the mominE 
Sun’ *’ 

So saying from the court sve paced, 
and gam’d 

The terrace ranged along the Northern 
front, 

,^d leaning there on those balusters, h^h 
Above the empurpled champaign, drank 
the gale 

'Hiat blown about the foliage underneath, 
^d sated svith the innumerable rose. 
Beat balm upon our ej ehds Hither came 
t-ynl, and yasvmng ‘O hard task,’ he 
cried, 

‘ No fighting shadosvs here ' I forced a 
svay 

Thro’ solid opposition crabb’d and gnarl’d 
Better to clear prime forests, heave and 
thump 

A league of street in summer solstice 
down, 

Than hammer at this reverend gentle- 


1 knock’d and, bidden, enter’d { found 
htr there 

At point to molt, and settled m her eyes 
The green malignant light of coming 
storm 

Sir, 1 was courteous, cicrj phrase well 
oil’d. 

As man’s could be , jet roaidtn meek I 
praj’d 

Concealment 'he clemardcd \ ho we 
V ere, 

And V hj we camt ? I fabled notlnnp fair. 
But, j our txamplt pilot, told her all 
Lp went iht hush’d amaze of hand anti 
Lje 

But when I dwtlt upon jour oldafiiance, 
bht answer d sharplj that I talk'd nslraj 
I urgud ll e fierce in>-cnptioii on the gate, 
\nd our three lues True — i.c liad 
limed oursches 

With ojH.n tjes, and we must take the 
clmce 

But such cxlrcmts, I told her, well might 
harm 

The woman’!, cause. *'Not more than 
now ,” she said, 

“So puddled as it is with faaouniism ” 

I ined the mother’s heart bhame might 
befall 

Melissa, knowing, sajing not she knew 
Her answer was “ Lease me to deal walh 
that " 

I spoke of w ir to come and many dcathsj 
And she replied, her duty w as to speak. 
And duly duty, clear of consequences 
I grew discouraged. Sir , but since 1 knew 
No rock so hanl but that a little waic 
May beat admission in a thousand years, 
I recommenced, “Decide not ere you 
pause 

I find you here but in the second place. 
Some say the third — the authentic found- 
ress you 

I offer boldly we wall seat you highest * 
Wink at our adicnt help my prince to 
gam 

His rightful bnde, and here I promise 
you 

Some palace in our land, where you shall 
reign 
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The head and heart of all our fair she- 
■norld, 

And your great name flo^\ on with broad- 
ening time 

For ever.” Well, she balanced this a 
little, 

And told me she w ould ansu er us to-day. 
Meantime be mute thus much, nor more 
I gam'd ’ 

He ceasing, came a message from the 
Head 

*That afternoon the Princess rode to take 
The dip of certain strata to the North 
Would ue go with her^ i\e should find 
the land 

Wortli seeing , and the n\er made a fall 
Out ponder ' then she pointed on to 
uhere 

A double lull ran up his furrowy forks 
Be>ond the thick-lea\ed platans of the 
vale 

Agreed to, tins, the day fled on thro’ 
all 

Its range of dubes to the appointed hour 
Then summon'd to the porch ue went 
She stood 

Among her maidens, higher by the head, 
Her back against a pillar, her foot on 
one 

Of those tame leopards Kittenlike he 
roll’d 

And paw’d about her sandal I drew 
near , 

I gazed. On a sudden my sbange seizure 
came 

Upon me, the weird vision of our house 
The Princess Ida seem’d a hollow show. 
Her gaj -furr’d cats a painted fantasy. 

Her college and her maidens, emptj 
masks, 

And I myself the shadow of a dream. 

For all thmgs were and were not Yet 
I felt 

My heart beat thick with passion and 
with awe , 

Then from my breast the involuntary sigh 
Brake, as she smote me with the light of 
eyes 
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That lent my knee desire to kneel, and 
shook 

My pulses, till to horse we got, and so 
Went forth m long reUnue following up 
The met as it narrow’d to the hills 

I rode beside her and to me she said 
‘O fnend, we trust that )ou esteem’d us 
not 

Too harsh to j our companion 3 estermorn , 
Unwulhngl) we spake ’ ‘ No — not to her,’ 
I answer’d, ‘but to one of whom we spake 
Your Highness might have seem’d the 
thing you say ’ 

‘ Again she cned, ‘are 3’ou ambassa- 
dresses 

From him to me? we give you, bemg 
strange, 

A license . speak, and let the topic die ’ 

I stammer’d that I knew him — could 
have wish d — 

‘Our kmg evpects — was there no pre- 
contract ? 

There is no truer hearted — ah, you seem 
All he prefigured, and he could not see 
The bird of passage fl3mg south but 
long’d 

To follow surel) , if 3’our Highness keep 
Your purport, 3’ou will shock him ev’n to 
death. 

Or baser courses, children of despair ’ 

‘ Poor boy,’ she said, ‘ can he not read 
— no books ? 

Quoit, tennis, ball— no games ? nor deals 
in that 

Which men delight m, martial exercise? 
To nurse a bimd ideal hke a girl, 
Methinks he seems no better than a gul; 
As girls were once, as we ourself have 
been 

We had our dreams; perhaps he mixt 
with them 

We touch on our dead self, nor shun to 
do It, 

Being other — since we leamt our meaning 
here, 

To lift the woman’s fall'n dmmty 
Upon an even pedestal with man ’ 
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She paused, and added v >lh a haughtier 
smile 

‘And as to precontracts, we moae, tnj 
friend, 

At no man’s beck, but know ourself and 
thee, 

O Vashti, noble Vashti ' Summon’d out 

She kept her state, and left the drunken 
king 

To brawl at Shushan underneath the 
palms ’ 


breathes ful 


I knov 


‘ Alas jour Highness 
East,’ I said, 

‘On that w hich leans to j ou 
the Prince, 

I prize his truth and then how east 
work 

To assail this graj preeminence of man ' 

You grant me license might I u^e it 
think , 

Ere half be done perchance jour life mv 
fail, 

Then comes the feebler heiress of join 
plan, 

And takes and ruins all , and thus jom 
pains 

'■“'’'I’""* "Pon 

rnich old recurring waits of prejudice 

Kesmooth to nothing might I drcatl 
that jou, 

With only Fame for spouse and join 
great deeds 

Meanwhile, what cierj woman count' 
ner due, 

Love, children, happiness?’ 

-Peace, j ou ^ung savage of the Northern 
\Mia I 

What • tho’ your Pnnee’s loic were like 
a tiod s, 

V™" sacrifice? 

You are boW indeed we ate not talk’d 

to thus 

Yet will ve say for children, would thea 
grew •' 

Like field-flowem everywhere! we like 
them well 

But children die , and let me tell you, girl, 


I Howe'er joj liahUe, great deeds cannot 
I die , 

liity with the sun and moonrcncas their „ 

! lipliL 

lor c\er, hies mg those that lool on 
them 

Children—tlniinen maj pluck them from 
o ir hearts. 

Kill usw itli pitj , break us wath oeivcli cs — 

O — children — there 1 , i o'hiiip upon earth 
More miserable than she that lixs a TOn 
And sets him err nor as odd we wo'k 
for fame , 

riio’ she perhap> might reap the applause 
of Great, 

ho learns the one rot STO w hence after* ' 
hands 

Maj move the world, tho* she hcrscircficct 
But little wherefore up and "ct, nor 
slmak 

For fear our solid aim l>c ihssipatcd 
Bj frail successors \\ otild, indccel, wc 
had hcen, 

In lieu of nnnj mortal flies, a race 
Of giants living, each, a thousand jears. 
That wc might see our own work oat, 
and watch 

The sandj footprint harden into stone * 

doubtful in myssll 
If that strange roei-pnnceas with her 
grand 

Imaginations might at all be won 
And she broke out mtci^rreting mj 


• ■ llivi VI. 

to JOU , 

We arc used to that for women, up ti 
this 

Cramp’d under worse than South sea isl 
taboo, 

BJ-najccum, fad so far 
ig desire, they know not, canno 
guess 

How much their welfare IS a passion t 

proof— 5 *'** fhem surer, quickc 
Oh if our end were less achievable 
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By slow approaches, than hy angle act 
Of immolation, any phase of death. 

We Mere as prompt to spring against the 
pil es, 

Or down the fiery gulf as talk of it, 

To compass our dear sisters* liberties ’ 

She bow’d as if to veil a noble tear , 
And up we came to where the n\ er sloped 
To plunge m cataract, shattering on black 
blocks 

A breadth of thunder O’er it shook the 
woods. 

And danced the colour, and, below, stuck 
out 

The bones of some iisst bulk that h\ed 
and roar’d 

Before man was She gazed awhile and 
said, 

‘As these rude bones to us, are we to 
her 

That will be ’ ‘Dare we dream of that,’ 
I ask’d, 

‘Which wrought us, as the workman and 
his work. 

That practice betters? ’ ‘ How , ’ she cned, 
‘ you love 

The metaphysics ' read and cam our prize, 
A golden brooch * beneath an emerald 
plane 

Sits Diotima, teaclung him that died 
Of hemlock, our deuce, wrought to the 
life. 

She mpt upon her subject, he on her 
For there are schools for all ’ ‘ And j et ’ 
I said 

‘ Methinks I ha\e not found among them 
all 

One anatomic,’ ‘Nay, we thought of 
that,’ 

She answer’d, ‘ but it pleased us not m 
truth 

We Judder but to dream our maids 
should ape 

Those monstrous males that cane the 
hving hound. 

And cram him wath the fragments of the 

Or in the dark dissolving human heart. 
And holy secrets of this microcosm. 
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Dabbhng a shameless hand with shameful 
jest, 

Encamalize their spirits jet we know 
Knowledge IS knowledge, and this matter 
hangs 

Howbeit ourself, foreseemg casual^. 

Nor w tiling men should come among us, 
learnt. 

For many w eary moons before we came, 
This craft of healing Were you sick, 
ourself 

Would tend upon j ou To j our question 

now, 

Which touches on the workman and his 
work 

Let there be hght and there was light 
’tis so 

For was, and is, and wall be, are but is , 
And all creation is one act at once. 

The birth of light but w e that are not all. 
As parts, can see but parts, now this, 
now that, 

And h\e, perforce, from thought to 
thought, and make 

One act a phantom of succession thus 
Our weakness somehow shapes the 
shadow. Time 

But m the shadow will we work, and 
mould 

The woman to the fuller day ’ 

She spake 

With kindled eyes we rode a league 
beyond. 

And, o’er a bridge of pmewood crossing, 
came 

On flowery le\els underneath the crig. 
Full of all beauty ‘O how sweet’ I sard 

(For I was half-obhvious of my mask) 

‘ To linger here ivith one that loved us ’ 
‘Yea,’ 

She answer’d, * or wath fair philosophies 
That lift the fancy , for mdeed these fields 
Are loiely, loielier not the Elysian laivns. 
Where paced the Demigods of old, and 
saw 

The soft white wipour streak the crowned 
towers 

Built to the Sun ’ then, tummg to her 
maids, 

* Fitch our pavihon here upon the sward; 
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Lay out the viands ’ At the word, they 
raised 

A tent of satin, elaborately wrought 
With fair Connna’s triumph , here she 
stood. 

Engirt with many a fiond maiden-cheek, 
The woman conqueror, woman conquer’d 
there 

The bearded Victor of ten -thousand 
hymns. 

And all the men mourn’d at his side but 
we 

Set forth to chmb , then, climbing, Cynl 
kept 

With Psjche, with Melissa Florian, I 
With mine affianced Many a little hand 
Glanced like a touch of sunshine on the 
rocks. 

Many a light foot shone like a jewel set 
In the dark crag and then we turn'd, 
we wound 

About the cliffs, the copses, out and m, 
Hammenng and clinking, chattering stony 
names 

Of shale and hornblende, tag and trao 
and tuff, 

Amygdaloid and trachyte, till the Sun 
Grew broader toward his death and fell 
and all ’ 

The rosy heights came out above the 
lawns 

IV 

The splendoui falls on casHe walls 
_^il snow> summits old m stoiy 
The long light shakes across the lakes, , 

^d the wild cataract leaps in glory W 
B ow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes fl^g, '' 

Bion , bugle , answer, echoes, dying, dying, djmg 

° O ' how thin md clear, 

And thmner, dearer, farther going 1 
o w eet and far from diff and scar 

BImtr 7 blowing I 

L r glens replpnl 

Blow,hugle,answer,echoes d> mg, d^ngfdymg 

Oiwe, they die in yon nch sky, 

Onr ^oos roll from soul to soul, 

Btfttr t” 1 for ever 


‘There sinks the nebulous star we call 
the Sun, 

If that hypothesis of theirs be sound ’ 
Said Ida , ‘ let us down and rest ,’ and 
we 

Down from the lean and wrinkled prect 
pices. 

By c\ery coppice -feather’d chasm and 
cleft, 

Dropt tliro’ the ambrosial gloom to where 
below 

No bigger than a glow-worm shone the 
tent 

Lamp-lit from the mner Once she lean’d 
on me. 

Descending , once or twice she lent her 
hand. 

And blissful palpilabons m the blood, 
Sbmng a sudden transport rose and fell 

But when we planted level feet, and 
dipt 

Beneath the satin dome and enter’d in, 
There leamng deep in broider’d do.vn we 
sank 

Our elbow s on a tnpod m the midst 
A fragrant flame rose, and before us glow ’d 
Fruit, blossom, viand, amber wine, and 
gold 

Then she, ‘ Let some one sing to us * 
Iighther move 

The mmutes fledged with music ’ and a 
maid. 

Of those beside her, smote her harp, and 
^ sang 

Te^, idle tears, I know not -what they mean. 
Team from the depth of some divine despair If ‘P 
? f ga her to tliT eyes, pbl «•>' 

In looking on the happy Autumn fields, O 

And Uimking of the dayrs that are no more. 

That^n 5*“" glittering on a sail, 

T V "P underworld, 

as the last wh, eh reddens over one 
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♦Dear as ifnenoer d J-isses -user death, J 
iAad s»-eet as west bj boj^ws f'lCa d [ 
iOn Lrs that are for others , deep aslose, | 

Deep IS fr** b ■=, aro leild Tulhall resret » f 

O Deadt n L-fe, the dax » that an. no •ao'C. * 

She ended 'sntli stich pnsston that the 
tsa”, 

She sang of, xjhooV and fell, an emng 

pearl , , 

Lost in her bo-om: but snth some msd^n 
Answer d the rnnccsS, * If indeed there 

haunt r . T> , 

Anout the ranjldci’u locges c, the Past 
So saveU a ao cc and s-igue, iUlal to men, 
Well needs it we snould cram our cars 
ss-thwool 

And so pace b^ but trine are an 
h''*ch’d ^ 

In stIKca folded idcncss , nor is u 
W*i-=«;r to weep a true occasion los,, 

But trim our sails, and let old yg 

While dova the streams that float us each 

To the issue, goes, hlxC glittering be^ 

Throne afte?lhr<mc, and molten on the 

waste 


‘ Not such as moans about the retrospect, 
But deals with the other distance and the 
hues 

Of promise , not a death’s-head at the 


Becomes a cloud fo' all tmngs serac 
ihcir time 

Toward that gre-t jear of equal mi„ 

and nghts, , 

Nor would I fight V ith iron lavs, m the 

Found golden let the past be past , let 

Their (^cell’d Babeis tho’ Uic rough 

ThesulS™J:.c.»aU»bc,rf-bl<..» 

Hang STL shafq and the wild figtree 

Their monstrous idols, care not while wc 

A trump^m the distance pealing n^s 
Of better, and Hope, a poismg eag 

Above Snnsen morrow ^ 

‘ ICnow you no song of your own land, 
said, 


wunc 

Tlicn I remember’d one mj'self had 
made, 

What time I watch’d the swallow wing- 
ing south 

From mine own land, part made long 
since, and pTt 

Now while I sang, and maidenlike as far 
As I could ape their treble, did I smg 

•o SxvaDow, Sxvallox , flying. Ajang South, 
ny to he% md fall upon her pldcd ca\-es. 

And tell her, tell her, what 1 tell to thee 

• O ten her, SxvaUow , thou that hnoxx Mt each, 
That hnght and fierce and ficUe is the South, 
And dark and true and tender is the North. 

O Swallow, Swallou, if I could follow, and 

Upon her lat ice, I would pipe and trill, 
jJd cheep and tvntter twenty million loie^ 

• 0 w ere 1 thou that she might take me in, 
And lay me ca her hosom, and her he:^ 

Would rod the snowy cradle tiU I died 

•Why hngerethshetoclothe her heart withloxe. 

Ddaying as the tender ash delays . 

To diitho herself, when aU the woods axe green? 


•O tell her. Swallow, that brwd rt flown 
Cay to her, I do but wanton m the South, 

Bu^ in the North long smee my nest is made 

•Otellher. bnefu^ltfobutloxeislon^ 

I ce.sea, mi an the tadies, 

And kn?rnot what they meant , for stall 
smilmg ‘Not for thee.’ 

said. 
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‘ O Bulbul, any rose of Gulist'in 
Shall burst her \ eil marsh di\ ers, rather, 
mold, 

Shall croah thee sister, or the meadow - 
crake 

Grate her harsh kindred in the grass and 
this 

Amere love poem ' 0 for such, my friend, 
IVe hold them slight they mind us of 
the time 

When w e made bncks m Egy pt Kna\ es 
are men, 

That lute and flute fmtastie tenderress. 
And dress the victim to tht ortenng up 
And paint the gates of licll with Paradise, 
And play the slave to gain the tyranny 
Poor soul ' I had a maid of honour once , 
She wept her true eyes blind for such a 
one, 

A rogue of canzonets and serenades 
I loved her Peace be with her She 
IS dead 

So they blaspheme the muse ' Hut great 
IS song 

Used to great ends ourself have often 
tried 

Valkyrian hymns, or into rhytlim have 
dash’d 

The passion of the prophetess , for song 
Is duer unto freedom, force and growth 
Of spirit than to junketing and love 
Love IS It ? Would this same mock love, 
and this 

Mock -Hymen were laid up like winter 
bats, 

Till all men grew to rate us at our worth. 
Not vassals to be beat, nor pretty babes 
To be dandled, no, but hvmg wills, and 
sphered 

Whole in ourselves and owed to none 
Enough I 

B^ut now to leaven play with profit, you. 
Know you no song, the true growth of 
your soil. 

That gives the manners ol your country- 
women ?' 

She spoke and turn’d her sumptuous 
head with eyes 

Of shinmg expectation fixt on mme. 


Then while I dragg’d my brains for such 
a song, 

Cynl, with whom the bell mouth’d glass 
had wrought. 

Or master d by the sense of sport, begm 
To troll a careless, careless tavern catch 
Of Moll and Meg, and strange experiences 
Unmeet for ladies Honan nodded at 
him, 

I frowning. Psyche flush’d and wann’d 
and shook j 

The lily like Melissa droop’d her brows , 

‘ Forlicar,’ the Princess cned , ‘ Forbear, 
Sir’ 1 , 

And heated thro’ and thro’ with wrath 
and love, 

I smote him on the breast , he started 
j "P» 

There rose a shnek as of a city sack’d , 
Melissa clamour d ‘ Flee the death ‘ To 
horse ' 

Said Ida, ‘home I to horse 1’ and fled, 
as flics 

A troop of snowy doves athwart the dusk, 
When some one batters at the dovecote 
doors, 

Disorderly the women Alone I stood 
With Flonan, cursing Cyaril, vest at heart, 
In the pavilion there like parting hojies 
I heard them passing from me hoof by 
hoof. 

And every hoof a knell to my desires. 
Clang d on the bndge , and then another 
shnek, 

*Thc Head, the Head, the Princess, 0 
the Head r 

For blind with rage she miss’d the plank, 
and roll’d 

In the nver Out I sprang from glow to 
gloom 

There whirl’d her white robe like a 
blossom’d branch 

Kapt to the homble fall a glance I gave. 
No more , but woman-vested as I was 
Plunged , and the flood drew * y et I 
caught her , then 

^nng one arm, and beanng ir my left 
The weight of all the hopes of half the 
world. 

Strove to bu^t to land in vain. A tree 
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Was half-diSTooted from liis place and 
stoop’d 

To drench his dark locks in the gurgling 
wave 

Mid* channel Right on this we drove 
and caught. 

And grasping down the houghs I gam’d 
the shore 

There stood her maidens glimmenngly 
group’d 

In the hollow hank One reaching 
forward drew 

My hiirthen from mine arms ; they cned 
‘ she hves ’ 

They bore her back into the tent hut I, 
So much a kind of shame witlun me 
wrought, 

Not yet endured to meet her opening eyes, 
Kor found my friends , but push’d alone 
on foot 

{For since her horse was lost I lefthermine) 
Across the woods, and less from Indian 
craft 

Than beehke instinct hheward, found at 
length 

The garden portals Two great statues, 
Art 

And Science, Caryatids, lifted up 
\ weight of emblem, and betwixt were 
vahes 

Of open-work in wh.ch the hunter rued 
His rash intrusion, manlike, but his brows 
Had sprouted, and the bran^es thereupon 
Spread out at top, and grimly spiked the 
gates 

A little space was left between the 
horns. 

Thro’ which I clamber’d o’er at top with 
pain, 

Rropt on the sward, and up the Imden 
walks, 

And, tost on thoughts that changed from 
hue to hue, 

Now ponng on the glowworm, now the 
star, 

I paced the terrace, till the Bear had 
wheel’d 

Thro’ a great ate his seven slow suns 
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A step 

Of hghtest echo, then a loftier form 
Than female, moving thro’ the uncertain 
gloom, 

Disturb’d me with the doubt ‘if this 
were she,’ 

But it was Flonan ‘ Hist O Hist,’ he 
said, 

‘They seek us out so late is out of 
rules 

Moreoier ‘seize the strangers' is the cry 
How came you here?’ I told him ‘I’ 
said 

* Last of the train, a moral leper, 3, 

To whom none spake, half-sick at heart, 
return’d 

Amvmg all confused among the rest 
With hooded brows I crept into the hall. 
And, couch’d behind a Judith, underneath 
The head of Holofemes peep’d and saw 
Girl after girl was call’d to tnal each 
Disclaim’d all knowledge of us last of 
all, 

Melissa trust me, Sir, I pitied her 
She, question’d if she knew us men, at 
first 

Was silent , closer prest, denied it not 
And then, demanded if her mother knew, 
Or Psjche, she affirm’d not, or demed 
From whence the Royal mind, familiar 
with her, 

Easily gather’d either guilt She sent 
For Psjche, but she was not there, she 
call’d 

ForPsjche’schildtocastitfrom the doors. 
She sent for Blanche to accuse her face to 
face, 

AndlsUptout butwhither will jou now? 
And where are Psjche, Cynl? both are 
fled 

What, if together ? that were not so well 
Would rather we had neier come 1 1 dread 
His wildness, and the chances of the dark ’ 

* And } et, ’ I said, ‘you wrong him more 
than I 

That struck him. this is proper to the 
clown, 

Tho' smock’d, or furr’d and purpled, still 
the clown, 
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To harm the thing that trusts hun, and to 
shame 

That \^h^ch he says he loves for Cyril, 
howe’er 

He deal in frolic, as to night — the song 
Might have been worse and sinn’d in 
grosser lips 

Beyond all pardon — as it is, I hold 
These flashes on the surface are not he 
He has a solid base of temperament 
But as the watcrlily starts and shdes 
Upon the level m little puffs of wind, 

Tho’ anchor’d to the bottom, such is he ’ 

Scarce had I ceased when from a tamansk 
near 

Two Proctors leapt upon us, crying, 
‘Names ’ 

He, standing still, was clutch’d, but I 
began 

To thnd the musky-arcled mazes, wind 
And double in and out the boles, and race 
By all the fountains fleet I was of foot 
Before me shower’d the rose in flakes , 
behind 

I heard the puff’d pursuer , at mme ear 
Bubbled the nightmgale and heeded not. 
And secret laughter tickled all my soul 
At last I hook’d my ankle m a vme, 

That claspt the feet of a Mnemosyne, 

And falhng on my face was caught and 
known 

They haled us to the Fnncess where 
she sat 

High in the hall above her droop’d a 
lamp, 

And made the single jewel on her brow 
Bum like the mystic fire on a mast- 
head, 

Prophet of storm a handmaid on each 
side 

Bow d toward her, combmg out her long 
black hair 

Damp from the nver , and close bdimd 
her stood 

Eight daughters of the plough, stronger 
than men. 

Huge women blowzed with health, and 
wmd, and ram, 


And labour Each vas like a Druid rock , 
Or like a spire of land that stands apart 
Cleft from the main, and wail’d about 
wnth mews 

Then, as we came, the crowd dividing 
dove 

An advent to the throne and therebeside, 
Half-naked as if caught at once from bed 
And tumbled on the purple footcloth, laj 
The lily shining cluld , and on the left, 
Bow’d on her palms and folded up from 
wrong, 

Her round white shoulder shaken with her 
sobs, 

Mehssa knelt , but Lady Blanche erect 
Stood up and spake, an affluent orator 

‘It was not thus, O Princess, in old 
days 

You prized my counsel, hved upon my 
lips 

I led you then to all the Castalies , 

I fed you with the milk of every Muse , 

I lo\ed you like this kneeler, and you me 
Y our second mother those were gracious 
times 

Then came your new fnend you began 
to change — 

I saw It and grieved — to slacken and to 
cool. 

Till taken with her seeming openness 
You turn’d jour warmer currents all to 
her, 

To me you froze this was my meed for all 
Yet I bore up in part from ancient love. 
And partly that I hoped to win you back, 
And partly conscious of my own deserts. 
And partly that you were my civil head. 
And chiefly you were bom for something 
great. 

In which I might your fellow-worker be, 
When tune should serve, and thus a noble 
scheme 

Grew up from seed we two long since had 
sown. 

In us true growth, m her a Jonah’s gourd, 
Up m one night and due to sudden sun. 
We took this palace , but even from the 
first 
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You stood in >our own light and darken d 
mine 

What student came hut that j ou planed 
her p^tli 

To Lady Psjche, joungcr, not so wise, 

\ foreigner, and 1 jour counlrj’w oman, 

I \ our old fnend and tned, she new in all ? 

But still her lists wore swcll’d and mine 
were lean, 

Yeti borcup mhope she would he known 
Tnen came these w ohes • Hey knew her 
Hey endured, 

I/ing-closetcd with her the jestemom, 

To tell her what they were, and she to 
hear . , . 

And me none told not less to an eye like 

mine , , , 

A lidlcss watcher of the public weal, 
l^t night, their mask was patent, and my 

Was to JO? • but 1 thought again I fear’d 
To meet a cold » ^Ye thank you, we shall 

heat of It . 

From I-ady Psjclic ” jou had gone to 

Itcr 

Shctold, perforce , and w 
No doibt, for slight dclaj, remain 

In our yZ^inLcty still unknown, the 

Less pm? than touchwood, while my 
honest heat 

Were all miscounted as malignant li^ie 
To push my nval out of place and power^ 
But^pubhe use required she should 

I wtet of .t to 1;“P 

I spoke not then at fust, but watch d them 

Saw tha?thej kept apart, no mischief 

And yefth?'day (Uio’ you should hate 

IcameTo'ten^iu. found that you had 

Ruld’n Ke hills, she likewise now. I 
‘ That Eurcly*lie will speak , if not, then I . 


Did she ? These monsters blazon’d what 
they were, 

According to the coarseness of their Kind, 
For thus I hear , and known at lost (my 
work) 

And full of cowardice and guilty shame, 

I grant in her some sense of shame, she 
flies , 

And I remain on whom to ivreak your 

I, that ha\e’lent my life to build up you*f, 
I that have wasted here health, wealth, 
and time. 

And talent, I— you know it— I wall not 
boast 

Dismiss me, and I prophesy your plan, 
Dix orced from my expenence, wiU be chafl 
For cierj'gust of chance, and men wall say 
We did not know the real light, but chased 
The wisp that flickers where no foot can 
tread ’ 


She ceased the Pnneess answer’d 
coldlj, ‘Good 

Your oath IS broken we dismiss you go 

For this lost lamb (she pointed to the 

Our m?d If changed we take it to our 
self’ 

Thereat the Lady stretch’d a vulture 
And sh*rt from crooked lips a haggard 

Kisel'andstoop’d 

XT 1 ***' mother propt, 

’hSoo« horn her, turn'd h« to, 

jiTid cast 

We gaz^d 'upon her came a 
A woman post in flying raiment 
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Stored m her cjes, and chalk’d her fice, 
and wjng’d 

Her transit to the throne, whereby she fell 
Dehienng seal’d dispatches wl^ch the 
Head 

Took half-amazed, and m her lion’s mood 
Tore open, silent we with hi nd surmise 
Regarding, while she read, till over brow 
And cheek and bosom brake the wrath- 
ful bloom 

As of some fire against a stormy cloud, 
When the wild peasant rights himself, the 
nek 

Flames, and his anger reddens in the 
heavens , 

For anger most it seem’d, while now her 
breast. 

Beaten ivith some great passion at her 
heart. 

Palpitated, her hand shook, and we heard 
In the dead hush the papers that she held 
Rustle at once the lost lamb at her teet 
Sent out a bitter bleating for its dam , 

The plaintive cry jarr’d on her ire , she 
crush’d 

The scrolls together, made a sudden turn 
As if to speak, but, utterance failing her. 
She whirl’d them on to me, as who should 
say 

‘ Read,’ and I read — two letters — one her 
sire’s 

* Fair daughter, when we sent the 
Pnnee your way 
We knew not your ungracious laws, which 
learnt. 

We, conscious of what temper yoj are 
built, 

Came all m haste to hinder wTong, but fell 
Into his father’s hands, who has this night, 
I on lying close upon his tcmiory, 

Shpt round and in the dark invested } ou. 
And here he keeps me hostage for his son ’ 

The second was my father’s runnine 
thus 

‘You hate our son 
hts head . 

Render him up unscathed git e him j our 
hand 


touch not a hair of 


Cleat e to your contract tho’ indeed we 
hear 

You hold the woman is the better man } 

A rampant heresy, such as if it spread 
Would make all women kick against their 
Lords 

Thro’ all the world, and which might well 
deserve 

That we this night should pluck your 
palace down , 

And we tvill do it, unless you send ns back 
Our son, on the instant, whole.’ 

ijo far 1 read , 
And then stood up and spoke impetuously. 

O not to pry and peer on your resene. 
But led bj golden wishes, and a hope 
1 he child of regal compact, did I break 
Your precinct , not a scomer of your sex 
But venerator, zealous it should be 
All that It might be hear me, for I bear, 
Tho* man, jet human, whatsoe’er yout 
wrongs, 

From the flaxen curl to the gray lock a 
life 

Less mine than yours my nurse W'ould 
tell me of j’ou , 

I babbled for jou, as babies for the moon, 
Vague bnghtness, when a boy, you stoop’d 
to me 

From all high places, h\ ed in all fair lights, 
Came m long breezes rapt from inmost 
south 

And blown to inmost north , at eve and 
dawn 

With Ida, Ida, Ida, rang the woods , 

The leader waldswan in among the stars 
Would dang it, and lapt in wreaths of 
glowworm light 

The mellow breaker murmur’d Ida. Now, 
Because I would base reach’d you, had 
you been 

Sphered up with Cassiopeia, or the en 
throned 

Pwsephonfe m Hades, now at length, 
Those wanters of abeyance all worn out, 
A man I came to see you but, indeed, 
Wot in this frequence can I lend full 
tongue, 

O noble Ida, to those thoughts that wait 
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On yon, thmr centre let me say but this, 
rhat many a famous man and woman, 

tOWTl 

landskip, have I heard of, after seen 
The dwarfs of presage tho’ when knou n, 
there grew 

Another kind of beauty in detail 
Made them north knowing, but in jou 
I found 

My bojnsh dream invohed and dazzled 
down 

And master’d, while that after -beauty 
makes 

Such head from act to act, from hour to 
hour. 

Within me, that eswcept jou slay me here, 
According to your bitter statute-book, 

I cannot cease to follow you, as they say 
The seal does music , who desire you 
more 

Than growing boj-s their manhood , dj- 
mg bps. 

With many thousand matters left to do, 
The breath of life , O more than poor 
men wealtli, 

Than sick men health — ^yours, } ours, not 
mine — hut half 

Without you , with you, whole , and of 
those halves 

You worthiest , and howe’er you block 
and bar 

Your heart wnth ^tem out from mine, I 
hold 

That it becomes no man to nurse despair. 
But m the teeth of clench'd antagonisms 
To follow up the worthiest till he die 
Yet that I came not all unauthorized 
Behold jour father’s letter ’ 

On one knee 

Kneeling, I gave it, which she caught, 
and dash’d 

Unopen’d at her feet a tide of fierce 
Invective seem’d to wait behind her lips, 
As waits 1 nver level with the dam 
Ready to burst and flood the world with 
foam 

And So she w ould have spoken, but tliere 
rose 

A hubbub in the court of half the maids 
Gather’d together from the illumined hall 

T 


Long lanes of splendour slanted o’er a 
press 

Of snowy shoulders, thick as herded 
ewes. 

And rainbow robes, and gems and gem- 
hke e3es, 

And gold and golden heads , they to and 
fro 

Fluctuated, as flowers in storm, some red, 
some pale. 

All open-moulh’d, all gazing to the light. 
Some crying there was an army in the 
land. 

And some that men w'ere m the veiy 
walls. 

And some they cored not , till a clamour 
grew 

As of a new-world Babel, woman-built, 
And w OTse-confounded high above them 
stood 

The placid marble Muses, looking peace. 

Not peace she look’d, the Head but 
rising up 

Robed in the long night of her deep hair, 
so 

To the open window moved, remaining 
there 

Fixt like a beacon-tower above the waves 
Of tempest, when the cnmson-rolhng i^’e 
Glares rum, and the wild birds on the 
hght 

Dash themselves dead She stretch’d 
her arms and call’d 
Across the tumult and the tumult fell 

‘What fear ye, brawlers? am not J 
j our Head ? 

On me, me, me, the storm first breaks 
/dare 

All these male thunderbolts what is it 
je fear? 

Peace ' there are those to avenge us and 
thej come 

If not, — mjself were like enough, 0 girls 
To unfurl the maiden banner of our nghts. 
And clad in iron burst the ranks of w ar, 
Or, falling, piotomaityr of our cause, 

Die ^et I blame jou not so much foi 
fear , 

o 
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Six thousind years of fear have made you 
that 

From which I would redeem you but 
for tho'se 

That stir this hubbub — ^you and you — I 
know 

Your faces there in the crowd — to morrow 
mom 

We hold a great convention then shall 
they 

That love their voices more than duly, 
leam 

With w'hom they deal, dismiss’d in shame 
to live 

No waser than their mothers, household 
stuff. 

Live chattels, mincers of each other’s 
fame, 

F ull ofw eak poison, tumspitsfor theclown, 

The drunkard s football, laughing-stocks 
of Time, 

\Miose brains are in their hands and m 
their heels. 

But fit to flaunt, to dress, to dance, to 
thnim. 

To tramp, to scream, to burnish, and to 
'cour, 

For ever Slav es at home and fools abroad * 

She, ending, vv av ed her hands thereat 
the crowd 

Muttenng, dissolved then with a smile 
that look’d ’ 

A stroke of cruel sunshine on the cliff, 

When all the glens are drovv n’d in azure 
gloom 

Of thunder shower, she floated to us and 
said 

‘You have done well and like a 
gentleman. 

And like a prince you have our thanks 
for all 

And you look well too in your woman’s 
dress 

^ ell hav e y ou done and like a gentleman 
ou saved our life we owe you bitter 
tlianks 

Better have died and spilt our bones m 


Then men had said — ^but novv — Wha* 
hinders me 

To take such bloody vengeance on voii 
both ? — 

Yet since our father — \Ya.sps in our good 
hiv e. 

You vv ould-bc quenchers of the light to 
be. 

Barbarians, grosser than your native 
licars — 

0 would I had his srepfre for one hour ’ 
You that have dared to break our bound, 

and gull d 

Our servants, wrong d and lied and 
thwarted us — 

/wed witii thee ' / Ivoimd by precontract 
Your bride, your bordslave ' not tlio’ all 
the gold 

That veins the world were pack’d to 
make j our crow n. 

And every spoken tongue should lord 
you Sir, 

Your falsehood and yourself are hateful 
to us 

1 trample on your offers and on yon 
Begone vv e vv ill not look upon y ou more 
Here, push them out at gales ’ 

In w rath she spake 
Tlien those eight mighty daughters of the 
plough 

Bent their broad faces toward us and 
address’d 

Their motion twice I sought to plead 
my cause. 

But on my shoulder hung their heavy 
hands, 

weight of destiny so from her face 
Ihey’ push’d us, down the steps, and 
thro’ the court. 

And vvath gnm laughter thrust us out at 
gates 

We cross’d the street and gam’d a petty 
mound ^ * 

Beyond It, vvhence we saw the lights and 
heard 

Tlie voices murmuring mile I listen’d, 
came 

On a sudden the weird seizure and the 



1 seemu lu o - tomb 

ghosts , T «iv hv her like a model of her hand 

The Pnncess with her monstrous woman- M hy^^ , 

she said, 


The jesSnd earnest working side by sid^ iairus all we would be, great 

The cataract and the tumult and the fangs And make ^ ^ 

,,r u. j™ ^ thp lonp fantastic ana gooa 


inc CilUtiawt *-**-*i» e t. r 

Were shadows, and the long fantastic 
night 


and good 

He knighthke in his cap instead of cKque, 
firr\Tn fill* nftll- 


" - - t- 

J^'ght ,, , A cat) of T\rol borrow’d from tlie hall. 

With all Its doings had Mdhad^not been, favour, and assumed the 

Pnnce 


VVlUl 

And all things were and were not 

This went by 

As strangely as it came, and on my spints 
Settled a S^tle ‘iloud of melimclirty , ^e^,ed from 

Not long , I shooiv it on , sp mound, 

doubts stumbled on a stationary voice. 

And sudden sl'^dowings I was one W ta 

To whom the touch of all mischance but Ana j ^ ^ 

As night to him that sitting on a hill 
Sees die midsummer, midnight, Nonvay 

sun , 

Set into sunnse , then we moved away 

Thi loice IS heard thro* rollmg drums, 

That beat to battle where he stands , 

Thy face across his fancy coines 
And gives the battle to his hands 
A moment, while the trumpets blow, 

He sees his brood about thj Imee , 

The neat, like fire he meets *e foe. 

And strikes him dead for thme and thee 


‘The sSin? two they wait,’ he said, 

‘ pass on , , 

His Highness w'akcs ’ and one, that 
clash’d m arms. 

By glimmering lanes and walls of canvas 

Threading the soldier city, till we heard 
Srdrowsy folds of our great ensign 

From bWd lions o’er theimpenal tent 

sniue, Dazed me hd^blind I stood and seem d 

So Liha sang we thought her half- ^ gro^e when a light wmd 

She sJckTuch warbhng fury thro’ the ^ 

or 

TH.™n^^o, — “ ^ o.„oo..o .o 

^e°musi*-dajrher^ and cned y^^g^J^^mirth , while now the two 

Or som^pfight to fall -d make an 

And he that next inherited ^ ^ ghttenng 

- • o - -tatue, saio, we bush- 

:olouis if I ^ d blew, , 

1 .bat And slmnwath laughter roll d the gilded 

: battle, what A gq^i,„e. 


~ Tho .-ed 

‘Sir Ralph has got your colours yew, „ ^ „1A«1 

pro\e 

Your knight, and fight your 
for me ?’ 
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At lencth my Sue, his rough cheek He show’d a lent 

w^vith tears, A stone-shot off wc enter d in, and there 

Panted from neaiy sides ‘ICing, jou are Among piled arms and rough accouUe- 


nients, 


We did but keep jou suretj for our son, Pitiful sight, u-rapp’d in a soldier’s cloal^ 
If this be he, — or a drawled man km, Like some sweet sculpture draped from 


head to foot. 


That tends her bristled grunters in tlie And push’d by rude hands from lU 
sludge pedestal, 

For I uas drench’d with ooze, and tom All her fair length upon the ground she 


anth bners. 


More crumpled than a poppy from the And at her head a follower of the camp, 
sheath, A charr’d '»nd wrinkled piece of woman- 

And all one rag, dispnnced from head to hood, 

heek Sat watching like a watcher by the dead 

Then some one sent beneath his amulted 

palm Then Flonan knelt, and ‘Come he 

A wmsper’d jest to some one near him, whisper d to her, 

‘ Look, ‘ Lift up jour head, sweet sister he not 

He has been among his shadows.’ ‘Satan thus 

take What has c you done but right? jou could 

Ihe old women and their shadows I (thus not slaj' 

the King Me, nor j’our pnnee look up be com 

Roar’d) make j ourself a man to fight wath forted 

men Swcctisittohascdoncthc thing one ought, 

Go Cjaal told us all ’ ^^'hen fall’n m darker waj's * And like 

As boj^ that slink w ise I 


From ferule and the trespass chiding eje, ‘ Be comforted have I not lost her too. 
Away we stole, and transient in a tnce In whose least act abides the nameless 


From what was left of faded woman- \ 
slough 

To sheathing splendours and the golden 
scale 

Of harness, issued in the sun, that now 


charm 

That none has else for me ?’ She heard, 
she moied. 

She moan’d, a folded aoice , and up she 
sat. 


Leapt from the dewy shoulders of the And raised the cloak from brows as pale 
Earth, and smooth 

And hit the Northern hills. Here Cynl As those that mourn half-shrouded oier 
met us death 

A httle shy at first, but by and bj' In deathless marble ‘ Her,’ she said. 

We twain, wth mutual pardon ask’d and ‘mj friend 

given Parted from her — betraj’d her cause and 

tor stroke and song, resolder’d peace, mine 

w II , ^^’here shall I breathe? why kept ye not 

loilowd his tale Amazed he fled away sour faith? 


Ihro the dark land, and later in the night O base and bad' what comfort? none 
tiad come on Psj che weeping ‘ then we for me < * 

i- .V , , , To whom remorseful Cynl, ‘Yet I praj 

Into jour father’s hand, and there she Take comfort hve, dew ladj, for your 


lies. 

But wall not speak, nor stir ' 


child '’ 

Atwhich she lifted up her voice and cned. 
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‘Ah me, my babe, lay blossom, ah, mj 
child. 

My one sweet cluld, whom I shall see no 
more 1 

For now will cruel Ida keep her back , 
And either she will die from want of care. 
Or sicken with ill-usage, when they say 
The child is hers — ^for every little fault. 
The child is hers , and they will beat my 
girl 

Remembering her mother O my flower • 
Or thej wall take her, they w ill make her 
hard. 

And she will pass me by in after-life 
With some cold reverence worse than 
were she dead 

111 mother that I was to leave her there. 
To lag behind, scared by the cry they 
made. 

The horror of the shame among them all 
But I vnll go and sit beside the doors, 
And make a wild petition night and day, 
Unbl they hate to hear me hke a wind 
Waihng for ever, till they open to me, 
And lay my httle blossom at my feet. 

My bate, my sweet Aglaia, iny one child 
And I wall take her up and go my way. 
And safasfy my soul wath kissing her 
Ah ’ what might that man not deserve of 
me 

Who gave me back my child?’ ‘Be 
comforted,' 

Said Cjail, ‘jou shall have it ’ but again 
She veil’d her brows, and prone she sank, 
and so 

Like lender things that being caught feign 
death. 

Spoke not, nor sbrr’d 

By this a murmur ran 
Thro’ all the camp and inward raced the 
scouts 

With rumour of Prmce Arac hard at hand. 
We left ter by the w oman, and without 
Found thegraj kings at parle. and ‘Look 
you ’ cned 

My father ‘ that our compact be fulfill’d 
You have spoilt this child , she laughs at 
you and man 

She Wrongs herself, her sex, and me, and 
him 


But red-faced war has rods of steel and 
fire , 

She yields, or war ’ 

Then Gama turn’d to me 
*We fear, indeed, you spent a stormy 
time 

With our strange gul and yet they say 
that still 

You love her Give us, then, your mind 
at large 

How^ say you, war or not ?’ 

‘ Not war, if possible, 
O kmg,’ I said, ‘lest lirom the abuse of 
war. 

The desecrated shnne, the trampled year. 
The smouldering homestead, and the 
household flower 

Tom from the hntel — all the common 
wrong — 

A smoke go up thro’ which I loom to her 
Three times a monster now she lightens 
scorn 

At him that mars her plan, but then 
would hate 

(And every voice she talk’d with ratify it. 
And every face die look’d on justify it) 
i The general foe More soluble is this 
i knot. 

By gentleness than war I want her love 
Wiat were I nigher this altho’ we dash’d 
Your cities into shards with catapults. 

She would not love, — or brought her 
chain’d, a slave. 

The lifting of whose ejelash is my lord. 
Not ever would she love , but broodmg 
turn 

The book of scorn, till all my flittmg 
chance 

Were caught withm the record of her 
wrongs. 

And crush’d to death • and rather. Sire, 
than this 

r would the old God of war himself were 
dead. 

Forgotten, rusting on his iron hills, 

Rottmg on some wild shore with ribs of 
wreck. 

Or hke an old-world mammoth bulk’d in 
ice. 

Not to be molten out ’ 
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And roughly spakt 
My father, ‘Tut, you know them not, the 
girls 

Boy, when I hear you prate I almost think 
That idiot legend credible. Look you. 
Sir ' 


Man IS the hunter , woman is his game 

The sleek and shimng creatures of the 
chase. 

We hunt them for the beauty of their 
skins , 

They lo\e us for it, and we ride them 
down 

Wheedling and siding with them I Out ' 
for shame I 

Boy, there’s no rose that’s half so dear to 
them 


As he that does the thing they dare not do. 
Breathing and sounding beauteous battle, 
comes 

With the air of the trumpet round him, 
and leaps in 

Among the women, snares them by the 
score 

Flatter’d and fluster’d, wins, tho’ dash’d 
with death 

He reddens what he kisses thus I non 
Your mother, a good mother, a good wife. 
Worth winning, but this firebrand- 
gentleness 

To such as her ' if Cynl spake her true, 
AO catch a dragon in a cherry net. 

To tnp a tigress with a gossamer. 

Were wisdom to it ’ 

. ‘Yea but Sire,’ I cned. 
Wild natures need wise curbs The 
soldier ? No 

What dares not Ida do that she should 
pnze 

soldier? I beheld her, when she rose 

Stn^f Storming m extremes, 

btood for her cause, and flung defianw 
down 

Gagelike to man, and had not shunn’d the 
death, 

V®"’® ^ king. 

True woman but you clash them all m 
one, 

That have as many differences as we 
The violet vanes from the hly as far 


As oak from elm one loves the soldier, 
one 

The silken priest of peace, one this, one 
that. 

And some unworthily , their sinless faith, 
A maiden moon that sparkles on a sty, 
Glonfying clown and satyr , whence they 
need 

More breadth of culture is not Ida nght? 
They worth it? tnier to the law wltlun? 
Scicrcr m the logic of a life? 

Twice as magnetic to sweet influences 
Of earth and heaven ? and she of whom 
you sjicak, 

My mother, looks as v hole as some serene 
Creation minted in tlic golden moods 
Of sovereign artists, not a thought, a 
touch, 

But pure as lines of green that streak the 
white 

Of the first snoAdrop’s inner leaves, I say, 
Isot like the piebald miscellany, man. 
Bursts of great heart and slips m sensual 
mirc. 

But whole and one and take Oicm all 
in all, 

Were we ourselves but half as good, as kind, 
As truthful, much that Ida claims as nght 
Had ne’er been mooted, but as frankly 
theirs 

As dues of Nature To our point not 
War 

Lest I lose all ’ 


‘ Nay, nay, you spake but sense 
Said Gama ‘ We remember love oursell 
In our sweet youth , we did not rate him 
then 

This red-hot iron to bo shaped with blows 
You talk almost like Ida she can talk , 
And there is something in it as you say 
ut you^talk kmdlier we esteem you fm 


I 


— ana a gaiiani rru 
1 would he had our daughter for the r 
Uur own detention, why, the cai 
aveigh’d. 

Fatherly^ fears— you used us courteousl 
^e would do much togratify your Brine 

Upon the skirt and fringe of our lair la 
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■i Vou did but come as goblins in the night, 
Nor in the furrow broke the ploughman’s 

' head, 

Nor burnt the grange, nor buss’d the 
i milkmg-maid. 

Nor robb’d the farmer of his boul of 
; cream 

But let your Prmce (our royal word upon it, 

. He comes back safe) ride with us to our 
lines. 

And speak with Arac Arac’s word is thnce 
As ours with Ida something may be 
done — 

I know not what — and ours shall see us 
fnends 

You, hkeuise, our late guests, if so you 

lYlll, 

Follow us who knoivs? we four may 
bmld some plan 
Foursquare to opposition ’ 

Here he reach’d 
White hands of farewell to my sire, who 
growl’d 

An answer which, half- muffled in his 
beard. 

Let so much out as gave us leave to go 

Then rode we with the old king across 
the lawns 

Beneath huge trees, a thousand rmgs of 
Spring 

In e\ety bole, a song on every spray 
Of birds that piped dieir Valentines, and 
woke 

Desire m me to infuse my tale of love j 
In the old king’s ears, who promised help, ' 
and oozed 

All o’er with honey’d answer as we rode 
And blossom -fragrant shpt the heavy 
dews 

Gather’d by night and peace, wath each 
light air 

On our mail’d heads but other thoughts 
than Peace 

Burnt m us, when we saw the embattled 
squares. 

And squadrons of the Prince, trampling 
the flowers 

With clamour for among them rose a cry 
Asif to greet the king, they made a halt , 


The horses yell’d , they clash’d their arms ; 
the drum 

Beat, merrily-blowing shrill’d the martial 
fife. 

And in the blast and bray of the long 
horn 

And serpent-throated bugle, undulated 
The banner anon to meet us hghtlj 
pranced 

Three captains out , nor ever had I seen 
Such thew s of men the midmost and the 
highest 

Was Arac all about his motion clung 
The shadow of his sister, as the beam 
Of the East, that play’d upon them, made 
them glance 

Like those three stars of the airy Giant’s 
zone. 

That glitter burnish’d by the frosty dark ; 
And as the fiery Sinus alters hue. 

And bickers into red and emerald, shone 
Their monons, washd with morning, as 
they came 

And I that prated peace, when first I 
heard 

War-music, felt the blind wildbeast of 
force, 

^^’hose home is in the sinews of a man. 
Stir in me as to strike then took the king 
His three broad sons , w ilh now a w ander 
ing hand 

And now a pointed finger, told them all 
A common light of smiles at our disguise 
Broke from their lips, and, ere Uie wind} 
jest 

Had labour’d down w ithin his ample lungs, 
The genial giant, /Vrac, roll’d himself 
Thnce in tlie saddle, then burst out in 
woids 

»Our land invaded, ’sdeath ’ and he 
himself 

Your captive, j et my father wills not war 
And, ’sdeath ' mjself, what care I, war 
or no’ 

But then tins question of} our troth re 
mains * 

And Uiere’s a downnghi honest meaning 
in her 
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She flies too high, she flics too high ' and 
jet 

She ask’d but spice and fairplay for her 
schemt. , 

She prest and prest it on me — I mjself, 

^Vhat knoM I of these things ? but, life 
and soul 1 

I thought her half- right talking of her 
Mrongs , 

I say she flies too high, 'sdeath ' whit of 
thit? 

I take her for the flower of womankind. 

And so I often told her, nght or w rong. 

And, Prince, she can be sweet to those 
she lo\cs. 

And, nght or wrong, I care not this is 
ill, 

I stand upon her side she mide me 
swear it — 

'Sdeath — and with solemn ntes b\ candle 
light— 

Swear by St something — I forget her 
name — 

Her tint talk d dow n the fiftj w iscst men , 

She was a princess too , and so I swore 

Come, this is all , she will not wine 
jour claim 

If not, the fougliten field, what else, it 
once 

Decides it, 'sdeath 1 against m\ father’s 
will ’ 


Then spike the third ‘But three tc 
three ? no more ? 

No more, and in our noble sister's cause i 
More, more, for honour ctcry captik 
wills 

llungrj for honour, angrj for his king 
More, more, some fiftj on i side, thit cich 
Miv brcithe himself, and quick ' by ov-cr* 
throw 

Of these or those, the question settled die * 

‘Yei,’ answer'd I, 'fortius wild wreath 
of iir, 

Tins flike of nmliow flj ing on the highest 
roam of men’s deeds — this honour, if jc 
will 

It needs must lie for honour if it all 
Since, whit decision? if we fill, we fail. 
And if we win, we fill she would not 
I ecp 

Her compicL’ "Sdcilh ' but we will 
send to her,' 

Slid A rac, ‘worthy reasons why she should 
Bide bj tins issue let our missis c thro*, 
And jou shill hise her anssscr by the 
word ’ 

‘Hoys’’ ss-rick’d the old king, but 
simlicr thin n hen 

To her false diughlcrs in the pool , for 
none 


I lagg’d in answ er loth to render up 

My p-econtract, and loth by brainless war 

To cleise the rift of diflercnce deeper 

yet, 

Till one of those tw o brothers, half aside 

And fmgenng at the hair about his lip, 

To prick us on to combat ‘ Like to like ! 

The woman's garment hid the svoraan’s 
heart ’ 

A taunt that clench’d his purpose like a 
blow 1 

Tor fiery short was Cynl’s coiintcr-scolT, 

And sharp I answer’d, touch’d upon the 
point 

'^ere idle boys are cowards to their 
shame, 

'Decide it here why not? we ate three 
to three * 


Regarded , neither seem’d there more to 
■’•‘J 

Back rode we to my father's camp, and 
found 

He thrice had sent a herald to the gates, 

To learn if Ida yet would cede oiir cliim, 

Or by denial flush her bibbling wtlls 

With her own people’s lifi, three times 
he w ent 

The first, he blew and blew, but none 
appeal’d 

He batter’d at the doors , none came 
the next. 

An awful aoice within had warn’d him 
thence 

The third, and those eight daughters ol 
the plough 

Came sallying thro’ the gates, and caught 
his hair. 
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And so belabour’d him on nb and cheek 
They made him wild not less one glance 
he caught 

Thro’ open doors of Ida station’d there 
Unshaken, clinging to her purpose, firm 
Tho’ compass’d by two armies and the 
noise 

Of arms , and standing like a stately Pine 
Set m a cataract on an isIand-crag, 

When storm is on the heights, and nght 
and left 

Suck’d from the dark heart of the long 
hills roll 

The torrents, dash’d to the vale and yet 
her will 

Bred will in me to overcome it or fall 

But when I told the kmg that I was 
pledged 

To fight in tourney for my bnde, he 
clash’d 

His iron palms together with a cry , 
Himself would tilt it out among the lads 
But overborne by all his bearded lords 
With reasons drawn from age and state, 
perforce 

He yielded, wroth and red, ivith fierce 
demur 

And many a bold knight started up in heat, 
And sware to comlxit for my daim till 
death 

All on this side the palace ran the field 
Flat to the garden-wall and hkewise 
here. 

Above the garden’s glow mg blossom-belts, 
A column’d entry shone and marble stairs, 
And great bronze valves, emboss’d with 
Tomyns 

And what she did to Cyrus after fight. 
But now fiist barr’d so here ujion the flat 
All that long mom the lists were hammer’d 
up. 

And all that mom the heralds to and fro, 
With messi^e and defiance, went and 
came. 

Last, Ida’s answer, in a royal hand. 

But shaken here and there, and rolling 
words 

Oration -like I kiss’d it and I read 


* O brother, you have known the pangs 
we felt, 

What heats of mdignation when we heard 
Of those that iron-cramp’d their women’s 
feet; 

Of lands in which at the altar the poor 
bride 

Gives her harsh groom for bndal-gift a 
scourge , 

Of hvmg hearts that crack within the fire 
WTiere smoulder their dead despots , and 
of tliose, — 

Mothers, — that, all prophetic pity, fling 
Their pretty maids in the runnmg flood, 
and swoops 

The vulture, beak and talon, at the bear! 
Made for all noble motion and I saw 
That equal baseness lived m sleeker times 
With smoother men the old leaven 
leaven’d all 

Millions of throats would bawl for avil 
rights, 

No woman named therefore I set my 
face 

Agamst all men, and lived but for mine 
own 

Far off from men I built a fold for them 
I stored it full of rich memonal 
I fenced it round with gallant institutes. 
And bitmg laws to scare the beasts of prey 
And prosper’d , till a rout of saucy boys 
Brake on us at our books, and matr’d 
our peace, 

Mask’d like our maids, blustenng I know 
not what 

Of insolence and love, some pretext held 
Of baby troth, invalid, since my wall 
Seal’d not the bond— the stnphngs 1— for 
their sport ' — 

1 mj leopards shall I not tame 

these ? 

Or you? or I? for since you think me 
touch'd 

In honour— what, I would not aught of 
false — 

Is not our cause pure? and whereas I 
know 

Your prowess, Arac, and what motlicrs 
blood 

You draw from, fight , jou failing, I abide 
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What end soever fail j on Mill not Still 

Take not his hfe he risk’d it for my oito , 

His mother lues } et whatsoe’er you do, 

Fight and fight well , stnke and strike 
home. O dear 

Brothers, the woman’s Angel guards you, 
you 

The sole men to be mingled with our 
cause. 

The sole men we shall prize m the after- 
Ume, 

Your \ety armour hallow’d, and jour 
statues 

Rear’d, sung to, uhen, this gad fly brush'd 
aside. 

We plant a solid foot into the Time, 

And mould a generation strong to mo\c 

With claim on claim from right to nght, 
Ull she 

^Vhose name is joked inth children’s, 
know herself, 

And Knowledge in our own land make 
her free. 

And, ever following those two crowned 
twins. 

Commerce and conquest, shower the fierj 
grain 

Of freedom broadcast over all that orbs 

Between the Northern and the Southern 
mom.’ 


Then came a postscript dash’d acros 
the rest 

‘See that there be no traitors in joi 
camp 

We seem a nest of traitors — ^none to tru 
Smee our arms fail’d— this Egypt-plagi 
of men 1 ^ 

Almost our maids were better at the 
homes. 

Than thus man girdled here mdecd 
think 

Our chiefest comfort is tlie little child 
Of one unworthy mother , which she lef 
She shall not have it back the chi 
shall grow 

To prize the authentic mother of her mm 
Uook It for an hour m mine own bed 


Felt at my heart, and seem’d to cnaim 
from thence 

The wrath I nursed agamst the world 
farewell ’ 

I ceased , he said, ' Stubborn, but she 
may sit 

Upon a king’s nght hand in thunder 
storms, 

And breed up warriors ' See now, tho' 
j ourself 

Be dazzled bj the w ildfire Lo\ e to sloughs 
That swallow common sense, the spmd 
hng king. 

This Gama swamp’d in lazy tolerance 
When the man wants weight, tlie woman 
takes It up. 

And topples down the scales , but this is 
fixt 

As are the roots of earth and base of all, 
Man for the field and woman for the 
hearth 

Man for the sw'ord and for the needle she 
Man with the head and woman with the 
heart 

Man to command and woman to obey, 
All else confusion Look you ' the gray 
mare 

Is ill to 1 ve wath, when her whitinj shnlls 
From tile to scullery, and her small good 
man 

Sbnnks in his arm-chair while the fires 
of Hell 

Mix with his hearth but you — she’s yet 
a colt — 

Take, break her strongly groom’d and 
straitly curb’d 

She might not rank with those detestable 
That let the bantling scald at home, and 
brawl 

Their rights or wrongs like potherbs in 
the street 

1 They say she’s comely , there’s the faire. 

I chance 

at herl 
we, 

;y brace 
Boj, 
child 


nesides, the woman wed is i 
But suflers change of frame 
Wtwins may weed her of hei 
nie bearing and the traimnj 
is woman’s wisdom ’ 
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Thu<; the hitd old king 
I took my Iea% e. for il v. as nearlj noon 
I pored upon her letter \shich I held, 
And on the htlle clause ‘take not his life ’ 
I mused on that wild morning in the 
woods, 

And on the ‘Follot., follow, thou slialt 
ivin ' 

I thought on all the WTalhful king had 
said, 

And how the strange betrothment was to 
end 

Then I remember’d that burnt sorcerer's 
curse 

That one should fight with shadows and 
should fall , 

And like a flash the weird ''fieclion came 
King, camp and college turn d to hollow 
shows , 

I seem’d to mote in old mcmonal tilts. 
And doing battle with forgotten ghosts. 
To dream mjsdf the shadow of a dream 
And ere I woke it was the point of noon. 
The lists were rcadv Empanoplied and 
plumed 

We enter d m, and w aited, fift) there 
Opposed to fifty, till the trumpet blarcil 
At tlic barrier like a wild horn in a land 
Of echoes, and a moment, and once more 
The trumpet, and again at which the 
storm 

Of galloping hoofs bare on the ridge of 
spears 

And riders front to front, until they closed 
In conflict with the crash of snnering 
pwints. 

And thunder Yet seem’d a dream, I 
dream’d 

Of fighting On his haunches rose the 
steed, 

And into fiery splinters leapt the lance, 
And out of stricken lielmetsspr'>ng thefire 
Part sat like rocks part reel’d but kept 
their seats 

Part roll’d on the earth and rose again 
and drew 

Part stumbled mixl with floundering 
horses Dow n 

From those two bulks at Arac’s side, and 
down 


From Arac’s arm, as from a giant’s flail, 
The large blows rain’d, as here and eveij- 
where 

He rode the mellay, lord of the ringing 
lists. 

And all the plain, — brand, mace, and 
shaft, and shield — 

Shock’d, like an iron - clanging anvil 
bang’d 

With hammers , till I thought, can this 
be he 

From Gama’s dwarfish loins? if this be so. 
The mother makes us most — and in my 
dream 

I glanced aside, and saw the palace-front 
Aluc wnth fluttering scarfs and ladies’ 
eyes. 

And highest, among the statues, statuc- 
like, 

Between a cynnbal’d Alinam and a Jael, 
With Psyche’s babe, was Ida walcbingus, 
A single band of gold about her hair. 
Like a Saint’s glory up m heaven but 
she 

No saint — inexorable — no tenderness — 
Too hard, too cruel yet she sees me 
fight, 

Yea, let her see me fall ' with that I drave 
Among the thickest and bore down a 
Prmce, 

And Cynl, one. Yea, let me make my 
dream 

All that I would But that laige-moulded 
man, 

His visage iill agnn as at a wake, 

Made at me thro’ the press, and, stagger- 
mg back 

With stroke on stroke the horse and 
horseman, came 

As comes a pillar of electric cloud. 

Flaying the roofs and sucking up the 
drams, 

And shadowing down the champaign till 
it stnkes 

On a wood, and takes, and breaks, and 
cracks, and splits, 

And twists the gram wath such a roar 
that Earth 

Reels, and the herdsmen cty, for every- 
thing 
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Gave way before him only Flonan, he 

That loved me closer than his own nght 
eye. 

Thrust in between , but Arac rode him 
down 

And Cynl seeing it, push’d against the 
Prmce, 

With Psyche’s colour round his helmet, 
tough, 

Strong, supple, sineiv- corded, apt at 
arms , 

But tougher, heavier, stronger, he that 
smote 

And threw him last I spurPd, I felt 
my veins 

Stretch with fierce heat , a moment hand 
to hand, 

And sword to sword, and horse to horse 
we hung, 

Till I struck out and shouted , the blade 
glanced, 

I did but shear a feather, and dream and 
truth 

Flow’d from me , darkness closed me . 
and I feU 


J vr 


Home the> brought her wamor dead 
She nor-suxi(yi.d, nor utter'd cry 
All her maidens, matching, said, 

‘She must weep or she will die 


Then the> praised him, soft aud low, 
Call d him worthy to be loved. 
Truest fnend and noblest foe , 

Yet she neither spoke nor moved. 


Stole a maiden from her place, 
Lightly to the warrior stept, 
Twk the lace-cloth from the face . 
Yet she neither moved nor wept 


“ nurse of ninetj years. 

Set his child upon her knee— 

Lfte summer tempest came her tears 
Sweet mj child, I hve for thee ’ 

My dream had never died or 1 
again 


For so il seem’d, or so they said to me, 
That all things grew more tragic and 
more strange , 

That when our side was vanquish’d and 
my cause 

For ever lost, there went up a great cij'. 
The Prmce is slain My father heard 
and ran 

In on the lists, and there unlaced my 
casque 

And grovell’d on my body, and after him 
Came Psyche, sorrowing for Aglaia 

But high upon the palace Ida stood 
With Psyche’s babe m arm there on the 
roofs 

Like that great dame of Lapidoth she 
sang 

Our enemies ha\ e fall’n, have fall’n the seed, 
The little seed they laugh d at m the dark, 

Has risen and cleft the soil, and grown a hulk 
Of spanless girth, that lays on every side 
A thousand arms and rushes to the Sun 

*Our enemies have fall’n, have fall’u they 
came , 

The leaves were wet with women’s tears they 
heard 

A noise of songs they would not understand 
They mark’d it with the red cross to the fall, 
And would have strownit, and ate falln them 
selvres 


‘Our enemies have fall’n, have falln they 
came, 

^e woodmen with their axes lo the tree 1 
But we wdl make it laggots for the hearth, 
id ^pe It plank and beam for roof and floor, 
And boats and bridges for the use of men 


Our enemies have fall’n, have falln they 
struck 

With their own blows they hurt themselves, noi 
knew 

^ere dwelt an iron nature in the gram 
^e glittenng axe was broken m their arms, 
heir arms were shatter'd to the shoulder blade. 


A . Z Ta "• ‘his sliall grow 

A night of Summer from the heat, a breadth 

With m'*™**’ ftwits of power and roll 

The h 'll ‘’“.Sowing hreere of Time, 

Shall *** ® ‘he fang! 

Shall move the stony bases of the world. 
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‘ And novf, O maids, behold our 
s'lnctuarj’ 

Is \iohte, our laws broken fear we not 
To break them more m their behoof, 
whose arms 

Champion'd our cause and w on it w itli a 
day 

Blanch’d mourannals, and perpetual feast, 
WTicn dames and heroines of the golden 
}car 

Shall stnp a hundred hollows bare of 
Spnng, 

To rain an April of ovation round 
Their statues, borne aloft, the three but 
come, 

W*e wall be liberal, since our rights are 
won 

Let them not he in the tents with coarse 
mankind, 

111 nurses , but oescend, and proffer these 
The brethren of our blo^ and cause, that 
there 

Lie bruised and maim’d, the tender 
mmi<;trics 

Of female hands and hospitality.’ 

She spoke, and with tlie babe 3 et m 
her anus, 

Descending, burst the great bronze \alies, 
and led 

A hundred maids in train across the Park 
Some cowl’d, and some bare-headed, on 
they came. 

Their feet in flowers, her loa chest by 
them went 

The enamour’d air sighing, and on their 
curls 

From the high tree the blossom wavenng 
fell, 

And o\cr them the tremulous isles of light 
Slided, they moving under shade but 
Blanche 

At distance follow’d so thiqr came anon 
Thro’ open field into the lists they wound 
Timorouslj’ , and as the leader of the 
herd 

That holds a stately fretwork to the Sun, 
And follow’d up by a hundred any does, 
Steps With a tender foot, light as on air, 
The lovdy, lordly creature floated ou 


To where her wounded brethren lay; 
there stay’d , 

Knelt on one knee, — the child on one, — 
and prest 

Their hands, and call’d them dear de- 
Incrers, 

And happy w aniors, and immortal names, 
And said ‘You shall not he in the tents 
but here, 

And nursed by those for w hom j ou fought, 
and served 

\\ ith female hands and hospitabty ’ 

Then, whether moved by this, or was 
It chance, 

She past my way Up started from my 
side 

The old lion, glanng wutli his whelpless 
eje, 

Silent , but when she saw me lymg stark, 
Dishelm’d and mute, and motionlessly 
pale, 

Cold ev’n to her, she sigh’d , and when 
she saw 

The liaggard fatlier’s face and reverend 
beard 

Of gnsly tw me, all dabbled with the blood 
Of his own son, shudder’d, a twitch of pain 
Tortured her mouth, and o’er her forehead 
past 

A shadow, and her hue changed, and she 
said 

• He saved my life my brother slew him 
for it ’ 

No more at which the king m bitter 
scorn 

Drew from my neck the painting and the 
tress, 

And held them up she saw’ them, and a 
day 

Rose from the distance on her memory, 
■\Vhen the good Queen, her mother, shore 
the tress 

With kisses, ere the days of Lady Blanche 
And then once more she look’d at my pale 
face 

Till understanding all the foolish work 
Of Fanqr, and the bitter dose of all, 

Her iron wiU w’as Broken in her mmd , 

Her noble heart w as molten in her breast j 
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She bow’d, she set the child on the earth , 
she hid 

A feeling finger on my brows, and 
presently 

‘O Sire,’ she said, ‘he lives he is not 
dead 

O let me have him v\ ith my brethren here 

In our own palace we will tend on him 

Like one of these , if so, by any means, 

To lighten this great clog of thanks, that 
make 

Our progress falter to the woman’s goal ’ 


She said but at the happy word ‘he 
lives ’ 

My father stoop’d, re-father’d o’er my 
wounds 

So those two foes above my fallen hfe. 

With brow to brow like night and evemng 
mixt 

Their dark and gray, while Psyche ever 
stole 

A little nearer, till the babe that by us, 

Halflapt in glowang gauze and golden 
brede, 

lAy like a new -fall’n meteor on the grass, 

Unbred for, spied Us mother and began 

A blind and babbling laughter, and to 
dance 

Its body, and reach its falling innocent 
arms 

She the appeal 

Brook d not, but clamouring out ‘Mine 

mine — not yours. 

It is not yours, but mine give me the 
ctiiid 

Ceased all on tremble piteous was the 
cry 

With vvatch, her blooming mantle 


Nor knew it, clamouring on, till Ida heard, 
Look’d up, and nsing slowly from me, 
stood 

Erect and silent, sinking with her glance 
The mother, me, the child , but he that 
lay 

Beside us, Cyril, batter’d as he was. 
Trail’d himself up on one knee then he 
drew' 

Her robe to meet his lips, and down she 
look’d 

At the arm’d man sideways, pitying as it 
seem’d. 

Or self-inv olv ed , but when she learnt his 
face, 

Remembenng his ill-omen'd song, arose 
Once more thro’ all her height, and o’er 
him grew 

Tall as a figure lengthen’d on the sand 
When the tide ebbs in sunshine, and he 
said 

‘ O fair and strong and temble ' 
Lioness 

That with jour long locks play the Lion’s 
mane 1 

But Lov e and Nature, these are two more 
ternble 

And stronger See, your foot is on our 
necks, ' 

We vanquish’d, jou the Victor of your 
will 

What would you more? give her the 
child I rem'un 

Orb’d in jour isolation he is dead, 

Or all Ts dead henceforth we let you be 
Wm you the hearts of women , and 
beware 

Lest, where you seek the common love 
of these. 

The common hate with the rev'olving 
wheel 

Should drag j'ou down, and some great 
Nemesis 

Break from a darken’d future, crown’d 
with fire, 

And tread you out for ever but how' 
soe’er 

m J j joureelf, never m your own arms 
to hold your own, deny not hers to het 
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Give her the child ’ O if, I say, you keep 
One pul ■sc that beats true woman, if you 
loved 

The breast that fed or arm that dandled 
you. 

Or own one port of sense not flint to 
prayer, 

Give her the child ' or if you scorn to 
lay It, 

Voiirself, in hands <50 lately claspt w ith 
yours, 

Or speak to her, your dearest, her one 
fault 

Tnc tenderness, not yours, that could not 
kill. 

Give rvf it 1 will give it her * 

He said 

At first her eye with slow dilauon roll’d 
Dry flame, she listening , after sank and 
sank 

And, into mournful tvvalighl mellowing, 
dwelt 

Tull on the child, she took it ‘Pretty 
bud' 

Lily of the vale ' half open’d bell of tlie 
woods I 

Sole comfort of my' dark hour, when a 
world 

Of traitorous fnend and broken system 
made 

No purple in the distance, mystery , 
Pledge of a love not to be mine, farewell , 
These men are hard upon us as of old. 
We two must part and yet how fain 
was I 

To dream thy cause embraced in mine, 
to think 

I might be something to thee, when I felt 
Thy' helpless warmth about my barren 
breast 

I n the dead prime but may' thy mother 
prove I 

As true to thee as false, false, false to me' 
And, if thou needs must bear the yoke, . 

I wish it I 

Gentle as freedom ’ — here she kiss’d it i 
then — 

‘AH good go with thee I take it Sir,’ 
and so 

Laid thesoftbaliemhishard-mailed hands 


Who turn’d half-round to Psyche as she 
sprang 

To meet it, with an eye tliat swum m 
thanks , 

Then felt it sound and whole from head 
I to foot. 

And hugg’d and never hugg’d it close 
enough, 

And in her hunger mouth’d and mumbled 

It, 

And hid her bosom with it , after that 
Put on more calm and added supphantly 

*We two were fnends I go to mine 
ow’n land 

For ever find some otlier as for me 
I scarce am fit for your great plans yet 
speak lO me. 

Say one soft word and let me part for 
given ’ 

But Ida spoke not, rapt upon the child 
Then Arac ‘ Ida — 'sdeatli ! you blame 
the man , 

You wrong yourselves — the woman is so 
hard 

Upon the woman Come, a grace to me ' 
lam your warrior I and mine have fought 
Your battle kiss her, take her hand, 
she weeps 

’Sdeath ' I would sooner fight thnceo’er 
than see it ’ 

But Ida spokenot, gazing on theground, 
And reddening in the furrows of his dun. 
And moved beyond his custom, Gama 
said 

*I’ve heard that there is iron m the 
blood. 

And I believe it Not one word? not one? 
llTience drew you this steel temper? not 
from me. 

Not from your mother, now a samt with 
saints 

She said you had a heart — I heard her 
say It — 

“Our Idahns aheart ” — -just ere she died — 

“ But see that some one with authonty 
Be near her still ” and I — I sought for 
one — 
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All people said she had authority — 

The Ladj Bhnchc much profit 1 Not 
one uord , 

No ! tho’ your father sues see hou you 
stand 

Stiff as Lot’s uife, and all the good 
knights maim’d, 

I trust that there is no one hurt to death, 

For your anld whim and was it then 
for this. 

Was It for this we ga\e our palace up, 

Where we withdrew from summer heats 
and state. 

And had our wine and chess beneath the 
planes, 

And many a pleasant hour with her that’s 
gone, 

Ere you were bom to \ ex us? Is it kind? 

Speak to her I say is this not she of 
whom, 

IVhen first she came, all flush’d jou said 
to me 

Now had you got a fnend of your own 

age, 

Now could you share your thought , now 
should men see 

Two women faster welded in one loie 

Than pans of wedlock, she you walk’d 
with, she 

You talk’d wath, whole nights long, up 
in the tower. 

Of sine and arc, spheroid and azimuth, 

And right ascension, Hea\ en know s w hat 
and now ' 


A word, but one, one little kindly wor 
Not one to spare her out upon vo 
flint 1 ^ ^ 

You loae nor her, nor me, nor any , na 
Aou shame your mother’s judgment to 
Not one ? 

Youavillnot? well-no heart have yo 
or such 

^ fancies like the vermin in a nut 
Have fretted all to dust and bitterness 
t )0 said the small king moved beyond 1 
\\ont. 


By many a varying influence and so long 


Down thro’ her limbs a drooping languor 
wept 

Her head a little bent , and on her mouth 

A doubtful Smile dwelt like a clouded 
moon 

In a still wa*er then bral e out my sire, 

Lifting his gnm head from my wounds. 
* O you. 

Woman, whom we thought woman even 
now. 

And were half fool'd toletyou tendourson, 

Because he might have wish’d it — but we 
see 

The accomplice of your madness unfor 
given, 

And think that v on might mix his draught 
w ith death, 

AVhen your skicb change again* the 
rougher hand 

Is safer on to the tents take up the 
Pnnee ’ 


lie rose, and while each car was pnek’d 
to attend 

A tempest, thro’ the cloud that dimm’d 
her I rokc 

A genial warmth and light once more, 
and shone 

Thro’ glittering drops on her sad fnend 
‘ Come hither 

O Psyche,’ she cried out, ‘embrace me, 
come. 

Quick while I melt, make reconcilement 
sure 

A\ ith one that cannot keep her mind an 
hour 


^ome 10 the hollow heart they slander sol 

Kiss and be fnends, like children being 
chid ' 

T ^ forgiv eness too • 

I should hav e had to do w ith none but 
maids, 

That hav e no links w ith men Ah false 
but dear. 

Dear traitor, too much loved, why ?— 
why ?— Yet see, 

core these kings we embrace you yet 
once more 

With all forgiveness, all obhvaon. 

And trust, not love, you less. 
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And now, O sire, 
Grint me jour con, to nurce to nut upon 
hi n, 

Lihe mine own brother. For m>* debt to 
him, 

This nu;btninre weight of gnliUide, I 
know It ; 

Taunt xnc no more j ourself and joure 
sitall Ini e 

Free adit ; we inll scatter all oiir maids 
Till happier times each to her proper 
hearth . 

Wliat u=e to keen them here — now ? 
grant inj pr-i er 

Ifelp, father, brother, hdp ; speak to the 
king 

Thaw this male nature to come touch of 
that 

Which kills me with mjsclf, and drags 
me down 

From ray fiKl height to mob me up w ith all 
The soft and milkj rabble of womankind, 
Poor w eakling ev’n as thej are ’ 

Passionate tears 
Follow d- the king replied not Cjnl 
said 

' Your brother, Lady, — Flonan, — ask for 
him 

Of jour great head — for he is wounded 
loo — 

That jou may tend upon him wath the 
pnnee ’ 

‘Ay so,’ said Ida with a bitter smile, 
‘Our laws arc broken let lura enter 
too ' 

Tnen Violet, she that sang the mournful 
song, 

And had a cousin tumbled on the plain. 
Petition’d too for him ‘ Aj so,’ she said, 

‘ I stagger in the stream I cannot keep 
My heart an eddy from the brawling 
hour 

We break our Jaws w ith ease, but let it 
be ’ 

* Ay so ?’ said Blanche * Amazed am I 
to hear 

Your Highness but your Highness 
breaks walh case 

The law j our Highness did not make • 
twas I 


I had been wedded wife, I knew mankind, 
And block’d them out; but these men 
came to woo 

Your Highness — ^verily I think to win.’ 

So che, and turn’d askance a w intiy ej’e. 
But Ida with a loice, that like a bell 
Poll’d bj an earthquake in a trembling 
tower, 

Rang rum, answ er’d full of gnef and scorn 

•Fling our doors wide' all, all, not 
one, but all, 

Not onl) he, but by my mother’s soul, 
\\’hate\cr man lies wounded, fnend oi 
foe. 

Shall enter, if he wall Let our girls flit, 
1 ill the storm die ! but had j’ou stood by 
us, 

Tlie roar that breaks tlie Pharos from his 

DISC 

Had left us rock She fain would sting 
us too. 

But shall not Pass, and mingle with 
your likes. 

We brook no further insult but arc gone’ 

She lam’d , the aery nape of her white 
neck 

Was rosed with indignation* but the 
Pnnee 

Her brotlier came , the king her father 
charm’d 

Her avounded soul wath words nor did 
mine own 

Refuse her proffer, lastly gave his hand 

Then us thej lifted up, dead aveights, 
and bare 

Straight to the doors to them the doors 
gaae waj 

Groaning, and in the Vestal entry shnek’d 
The virgin marble under iron heels 
And on they moaed and gain’d the hall, 
and there 

Rested but great the crush was, and 
each base, 

To left and nght, of those tall columns 
drown'd 

In silken fluctuation and the swarm 
Of female whisperers . at tlie further end 

p 


T 
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\Vis Id"! bj the throne, the two freit cats 
Close bj her like supporters on a shiclci, 
Bow back’d with fear but m th>, centre 
stood 

Ihe common men with rollinr; tie>., 
amared 

They glared upon the women, and "glixst 
The women stared at these, all '■dent, 
sase 

\\Tien armour clash’d or jingled, \ hile 
the da) , 

Descending, struck athwart the hall, and 
shot 

A fljing splendour out of brass and s»ccl. 
That o’er the statues leapt from head to 
head, 

Now' fired an angry Pallas on the helm, 
Now set a wrathful Dian s moon on flame. 
And now and then an echo started up, 
And shuddenng fled from room to room, 
and died 

Of fright in far apartments 

Then the soice 

ut Ida sounded, issuing oidmancc 
And me the) bore up the broad stairs 
and thro’ 

The long. laid gallenes past a hundred 
doors 

To one deep chamber shut from sound, 
and due 

To languid limbs and sickness , left me 
in It , 


^d others otherwhere they laid , and al 
That afternoon a sound arose of hoof 
And chariot, many a maiden passing horn 
Till happier times , but some were left c 
those 

Helds^est, and the great lords out and ir 
From those two hosts that laj beside th 


Ask me no more the moon may draw t 

The cloud may stoop from heaven anc 
snipe 

fold to fold ofmouniam orof ci 
But 0 too fond, when base I answet'd t 
Ask me no more 


f'«' i>t>- fto r'li-r what answer •'hon’d I jat«* 
tla err ’in’i/w cirek r r led e^-s 
Yc', O rij fri a !, 1 wait 1 m fiave d " <I * ' 
ne no r -rr, If '1 1 s’l-, dd i id t’ tr live , 

A'k t-e nor ora. 

m- "a n-orr I’li fit* an 1 mi"* are seiiy 
I cttoif a--,, t th* ii-fair and all la va 3 
I.ct the yrfa t.icr lal,* r e to the ru a 
hio raorc, d'ar laic fur at a toi fh I yt'ld, 

A'k ire no taere 

So w-’s Ihcir e-nclii'ty riolntcd, 

So their fair collcp- turn’d to hospital, 
kt firt V itli -11 confusion bj and by 
Sweet orde- bttd 'gat'i with other laws 
A kindlier influence reign’d , nnd ctety 
w here 

I ow 1 Dices with the ministering hand 
Hung round the s c’ the nta dens came, 
the) ta’t 'd, 

flit) sang, the^ read till she not fen 
h.gan 

To gather light, and she th*t was, hccame 
Her former bcautt treble . nnd tonrd fro 
hhith book*’, with flower!, with Angel 
ofTicts, 

I/il c crc"iuas natue iin'o gracious net, 
And in their own clear clement, they 
mot cd 

But sadness on tlu soul of Ida fell, 
And hatred of her weakness, bUnt walh 
shame 

Old studies fail’d , celdom she spoke 
but oft 

Clomb to the roofs, and gazed alone for 
hours 

On that disastrous leaguer, swarms of men 
Darkening her female fielci void w as her 
use, 

And she as one that climbs a peak to gaze 
Der land ,and mini, and secs a great 
black cloud 

Orag inward from the deeps, a W'wll of 

ot out the slope of sea from verge to 
shore. 

And suck the blinding splendour from the 
sand. 

And quenching lake by Lake and tam by 
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tjiange site x t> m '•o (xtvd «;1 c 
then , 

y blaf’ on ril f>tr ^xor’cl ,n ‘‘.i.rt.', 

? t- ’ 

nd f 1 <-nii •ml ' ‘sn , u51 do \n 
"'he 

"3 founOi f'.r ^c'C- once ti’ioTe iTnong 
tf 

And t"il f’h t -x-n u end niOTi In* 
JTftr.! i!'x hrik 

diot vp •nd 0 nU d in f . J c-ing cijTee, 
ln« I 

-ay siicrt ’n t^-e muntd of I'fe 

\Rd twifip'>i’:;ioom ii, erd nro'ticr {p’own 
the l~' -“-x 

-Ttrcxx the qr it ’ qh* mio tticm'ehcs 
ard llt-icn, 

?t?r after *”-o*c ard fe’I • hit I, 

OcepcT I'-n Ui»«e Mcrd toio's coa'd 
rt.ich me, 1-\ 

Qane** ••do'd i? cmontig Unixcixc, 

. Xor L-tn ixjr c icas on mo, nor the 
liand 

11111 nemed nt, more th"n irfnnts in 
tllClT tlfOp 

But P'^jchc Icmicd rior "n iinh her 
oft ; 

Yc’x'ia came ; for Hlirrhe h-d none, but | 
left 

Her ch'M ar’ong t.', m'lmg she shodd 
^cp 

Court-fax o.ir nc-o and there the Tmll 
bright i’C'>i], 

A light of healing, glanced aliout the 
coudi, 

Or thro’ tne p-T-ed «ilhs the tender face 

Peep'd, shinmg in upon the wounded man 

With blnsh and en.ilc, a medicine in 
ihcTji'icl.ex 

To xvilc the length from languorous hour«, 
and dn-' 

The sting from pain ; nor 'cem’d it strange 
that soon 

He rose up whole, •nd those fair chanties 

Join’d at her side nor stranger seem’d 
that hearts 

So gentle, so employ’d, should clo'e in 
love. 


i lhanvhen two dcivdrops on the petal 
shal c 

1 o the same sweet air, and tremble deeper 
down. 

And «lip "t once all-fragrant into one 

I-ess prospe-ouslv the second suit ob- 
tain d 

At first V iih Psjche Not tho’ Blanche 
Iipd sworn 

That aftc' th-t dark night among the fields 
She needs mu't w ed him for her ow n good 
name 

Xot tho be built upon the babe restored 
A or tho’ ‘ihc liked him, yielded she, but 
fear d 

To inccncc the Head once more , till on 
a dav 

Wlien Cvil pleaded, Ida came behind 
Seen but of 1 ’s\ chc on her foot she hung 
A moment, and she heard, at which her 
face 

[ A little flush’d, and she past on , but each 
Assumed from thence a half-consent in 
solved 

In stilln(.>s, plighted troth, and were at 
peace. 

Nor onlv these Ixiv e in the s.acred halls 
Held cermv'] at wall, and fijmg struck 
\Nitli sliov CIS of random sweet on maid 
ana man 

Nor did her father cease to press mj claim, 
Aor did naneovn, row reconciled , nor yet 
Did those iwi’i brothers, nsen again and 
whole , 

Nor Arac, satiate with his victoo 

But I la> still, and with me oft she sat 
Then came a cnange, for sometimes I 
would catch 

Her hand in wild dclmum, gnpeit hard, 
And fling it like a vaper off, and shnek 
* You arc not Ida clasp it once again, 
r\nd call her Ida, tho’ I knew' her not, 
And call her sweet, as if in iron}. 

And call her hard and cold vvhidi seem’d 
a tiaitli 

And spll she fear’d that I should lose my 
mind. 
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And often she believed that I should die 
Till out of long fnistnlion of her care, 

And pensiNC tendance in the all ■weary 
noons, 

And watches in the dead, the darl , when 
clocks 

Throbb’d thunder thro’ the palace floors, 
or caWd 

On flying Time from all their silicr 
tongues — 

And out of memones of her kindlier da\s. 
And sidelong glances at my father’s grief, 
And at the happy loiers heart in heart — 
And out of hauntings of niy spoken loic. 
And lonely listenings to my mutter’d 
dream. 

And often feeling of the helpless hands. 
And ■wordless broodings on the wasted 
cheek — 

From all a closer interest flounsh’d up, 
Tenderness touch by touch, and last, to 
these, 

Lose, like an Alpine harebell hung with 
tears 

By some cold morning glacier, frail at first 
And feeble, all unconscious of itself, 

But such as gather’d colour day by day 

Last I woke sane, but well nigh close 
to death 

For weakness itwasesemng silent light 
Slept on the painted walls, wherein were 
•wrought 

Two grand designs , for on one side arose 
The w omen up in w ild rei olt, and storm’d 
At the Oppian law Titanic shapes, they 
cramm’d 

The forum, and half crush’d among the 
rest 

A dw arf like Cato cower’d On the other 
side 

Hortensia spoke against the tax , behind, 
A tram of dames 1^ axe and eagle sat, 
With all their foreheads draivn in Roman 
scowls, 

And half the wolf’s milk curdled in their 
veins, 

The fierce triumvirs, and before them 
paused 

Hortensia pleading angry was her face 


1 saw the forms 1 knew not where 1 
was 

Tlicy did but lool like hollow shows, 
nor more 

Sw tet Ida p'lm to pilm she sat the dew 
Dwelt in her eyes, and softer all her shape 
And rounder seem’d I moved I sigh’d 
a toucii 

Came round my wnst, and tears upon iny 
hand 

Then all fo» languor and self pity ran 
Mine down my face, and wnth what life I 
had, 

And 111 e a flower that cannot all unfold. 
So drencli’d it is with tcil pt-^t, to the sun, 

1 ct, as It may , turns tow ard Inm, I on her 
Fixt my flint eyes, and utter’d whisyier 
ingly 

‘If you be, what I think you, some 
sweet dream, 

I V ould but ask you to fulfil your«clf 
But if you be tint Ida whom I knew, 

1 ask you nothing' only, if a dream. 
Sweet dream, be perfect 1 shall die 
to night 

Stoop down and seem to kiss roc ere 1 
die ’ 

I could no more, but lay like one in 
trance, 

That hears his burial talk’d of by his 
friends, 

And cannot speak, nor move, nor make 
one sign, 

But lies and dreads hisdoom She turn’d , 
she paused , 

She stoop’d , and out of languor leapt a 
cry , 

Leapt fiery Passion from tlie brinks of 
death ; 

And I bchcied that in the living world 
My spirit closed with Ida’s at the lips , 
Till Sack I fell, and from mine arms she 
rose 

Glow mg all over nohle shame , and all 
Her falser self shpt from her like a robe. 
And left her woman, lovelier mher mood 
Than in her mould that other, when she 
came 
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Fiom banren deeps to conquer all wath 
love ; 

And down the streaming crystal dropt, 
and she 

Far-fleeted by the purple island-sides, 
Naked, a double light in air and wave. 
To meet her Graces, tvhere they deck’d 
her out 

For worship without end, nor end of mine. 
Stateliest, for thee ' but mute she glided 
forth, 

Nor glanced behind her, and I sank and 
slept, 

Fill’d tliro’ and thro’ with Love, a happy 
sleep 

Deep in the night 1 woke she, neat 
me, held 

A tolume of the Poets of her land 
There to herself, all in low tones, she 
read 

‘Now sleeps the crimson petil, noi/ the white , 
Nor wa>es the cypress m the palace walk , 

Nor winks the gold fm in the porphyry font 
The fire flyw okens * w aken thou with me 

Now droops the inilkwhitepe'’Cockhkcaghost, 
And like i ghost she glimmers on to me 

Now lies the Barth all XlanaC to the stars, 

And all thy heart lies open unto me 

Now slides the silrnt meteor on, and leaves 
A shming furrow, as thy thoughts in me 

Now folds the lily nil her sweetness up. 

And slips into the bosom of the lake 
So fold thyself, my dearest, thou, and shp 
Into my bosom and he lost in me ’ 

I beard her turn tlie page , she found 
a small 

Sv/eet Idyl, and once more, as low, she 
read 

* Come down, O maid, from yonder mountain 
height 

What pleasure lives in height (the diepherd sang) 
In height and cold, the splendour of the hdlst 
But cease to move so near the Heavens, and cease^ 
To glide a sunbeam by the blasted Pine, r"- ^ 

To stt a star upon the sparl hng spire , - 
And come, for Love js of the valley, come, f 
For I,pyc.}S^f the valley, come thou down , 


And find hun , by the happy threshold, he, 

Or hand m hand with Plenty m the maize, 

Or red with spirtgd purple of the vats, -o - - — 
Or foxlike in the vme , nor cares to walk 
^Ylth Death and Morning on the silver homs. 
Nor w lit thou snare biro m the whUMavroei-^^ ' 
Nor find him dropt upon the firths of ice. 

That huddling slant m furrow cloven falls ’ 
To roll the torrent out of dusky doors 
I But follow , let the torrent dance thee down 
To fiod him in the valley , let the wild 
Lean headed Eagles yelp alone, and leave 
The monstrous ledges there to slope, and spill 
Their thousand wreaths of dangling watci>smoke, 
That hi e a broken purpose waste in air 
So waste not thou , but come , for aU the vales 
Aw ait thee , azure pillars of the hearth 
Arise to thee the children call, and I 
Tliy shepherd pipe, and sweet is every sound, 
Sweeter thy voice, but every sound is sweet 
Mynads of m ulets hurrying thro’ the lawn. 

The moan of doves m immemorial elms, 

And murmurmg of innumerable bees ' 

So she low -toned, while with shut 
eyes I lay 

Listening, then look’d Pale was the 
perfect face , 

The bosom with long sighs labour’d , and 
meek 

Seem’d the full bps, and mild the lumi- 
nous eyes. 

And the voice trembled and the hand 
She said 

Brokenly, that she knew it, she had fail’d 
In sweet humility , had fail’d in all , 
That all her labour was but as a block 
I,eft in the quarry , but she still were loth, 
She still were loth to yield herself to one 
That wholly scorn’d to help their equal 
nghts 

Against the sons of men, and barbarous 
laws 

She pray’d me not to judge their cause 
from her 

That wrong’d it, sought far less for truth 
than power 

In knowledge something wild within 
her breast, 

"A greater than all knowledge, beat ber 
' down 

'And she had nursed me there from week 
to week 


214 


THE PRJNCZ^S , A I,frDLEY 


Much haa she Icamt in little lime Tn 
part 

It i\as ill counsel h'd niiMcd the girl 
Toaextrue hearts jet i\ as she hut agirl — 
'Ah fool, and made mj'elf a Queen of 
farce ' 

WTien comes another such’ neatr, 1 think, 
1 ill the Sim drop, dead, f>-Qni the signs ’ 


W ill leaa c her •■pace to hurgeon out of cB 
it’im 1 e* — ’ct her nialct h'-fc’f her ova 
lo P c or i>,cp to Ine-nd learn and In: 
All tli-'i no' harnijdts’r.cl’vcv omanhood 
1 or Wo nan is rot unntrvcloj t man, 

Hut diiurac could \ c male hu as t!<: 
m-*a, 

Sweet I o\e wire si in • his dearert IxusJ 


iier soicc 

Choked, and her forehead s-.nl ujion her 
hands, 

And her great heart thro' eil the fanltful 
Past 

Went sorrowing in a pau'o I raicd not 
break , 

Till notice of a change in the dark a orld 

Was lispt about the acacias, ana bird. 

That earlj woke to feed her little ones 

Sent from a dewi br(.''st a crj for I'u it 

She moicd, and at her feu the aolur c 
fell 

‘ Blame not thjself too mucli.' I said, 
'nor blame 

Too much the sons of men anu barbarous 
laws , 

Tliese were the rough waj-s of the world 
till now 

Henceforth thou hast a helper, me, th-t 
know 

The woman’s cause is man’s thc\ nee 
or sink 

Together, dwarfd or godlike, bond or 
xrce 

The sinning steps of ^aturc, shares with 
man 

His mghts, his daj-s, moaes walh him to 
one goal, 

^ha.nds—'^" 

sl>ght-natured, miserable. 

How shaU men grow? but work no mom 
alone 1 

Werw!;“n“’“* “f" as miisl.es 

We two will serae them both in aidm- 
ner — *» 

parasibc forms 


i<- tin , 

111 e to li', e ^at hi t in difierence 
^ ct in tlu' lor;, , ^->1 j Id r- mrst thej pot". 
The man b ni' it of woman, she of man, 
lie g-’tn in . eelnc'-'* and in moral htigH, 
Nor hu tl 1 re tling ll et.^ that tl to- 
•be world , 

‘'he men’ll bre-'dih, nor fail in chiidwani 
c'rt, 

N<ir 111 „ ificch hilikc in the larger miml) 
T 11 't the he* » er • hcr'clf *o man, 

I ll e pe'fec* nu . urto noble words. 
And eo thc'c t\i2in, «,pon the sk»tts ol 
Titu_, 

■'It <«lc bj ’ de, full 'I inm'd in all tlieii 
power , 

IJispcn'in,’ L-rac'i, ow ng the To l»e, 
"aelf rcNtreni each ar'* ret c’’tnci’'g each, 
Distinct in iml.Mtlnalities, 

But like each o’her t\ n as those .\ho lore 
llien comes U c statel .r Fden oacl. tc 
mm 

Tnen teign the wcld't. peat bridals, 
ct.asic and calm 

Tl en springs the crow rung race of human 
kind 

Mnj tlic’c things be" 

bigbing slic spoke ‘ I fear 

Thej will not ’ 

‘ Dear, but let us tjTic them no’i 
in our own liacs, -nd this proud watch 
a\ord Test 

Of equal , seeing either sex alone 
is half Itself, and in true marriage lies 
Nor equal, no- unequal each fulfil-, 
cect in each, and rlwavs thought in 
thought, ^ 

Pu^osc in purpose, w ill m w . 11 , thej grow 

10 cell d heart beating, wnth one 
, full stroke. 

Life’ ^ 
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And again sighing she spoke ‘A 
dream 

That once was mine I a\hat woman taught 
}ou this?' 

* Alone,’ I said, ‘ from earlier than I 
know, 

Immersed in nch foreshadowangs of the 
world, 

I loaed tlie woman* he, that doth not, 
liNais 

A drowning life, hesolted in sweet self, 
Or pines m sad experience worse than 
deatn, 

Or keeps his wing’d affections dipt with 
crime . 

Yet was there one thro’ whom I loaed 
her, one 

Not learned, saae in gracious household 
ways, 

Not perfect, naj, but full of tender wants. 
No Angel, but a dearer being, all dipt 
In Angel instincts, breathing Paradise, 
Interpreter between the Gods and men, 
Wlio look’d all natne to her place, and 
yet 

On tiptoe seem’d to touch upon a sphere 
Too gross to tread, and all male minds 
perforce 

Sway’d to her from their orbits as they 
moved, 

And girdled her wath music Happy he 
With such a mother 1 faith in woman- 
kind 

Beats with his blood, and trust in all 
things high 

Comes easy to him, and tho' he tnp and 
fall 

He shall not blind his soul wath clay ’ 

* But I,’ 

Said Ida, tremulously, ‘ so all unlike — 

It seems j ou love to cheat yourself wath 
w ords 

This mother is your model I have 
heard 

Of your strange doubts they well might 
be I seem 

A mockery to my own self Never, 
Prince , 

You carmot love me.’ 


2IS 


‘ Nay but thee ’ I said 

* From yearlong ponng on thy pictured 
ejes. 

Ere seen I loved, and loved thee seen, 
and saw 

Thee w oman thro’ the crust of iron moods 

That mask’d thee from men’s reverence 
up, and forced 

Sw eet lov e on pranks of saucy boyhood 
nov., 

Giv’n back to life, to life indeed, thro' 
thee, 

Indeed I love the new day comes, the 
light 

Dearer for night, as dearer thou for faults 

Lived over lift thine eyes, my doubts 
are dead. 

My haanung sense of hollow shows the 
change. 

This truthful change m thee has kill’d it 
Dear, 

Look up, and let thy nature strike on 
mine. 

Like jondcr morning on the hhnd half- 
w orld , 

Approach and fear not, breathe upon 
my brows , 

In that fine air I tremble, all the past 

Melts mist-like into this bright hour, and 
this 

Is morn to more, and all tlie rich to come 

Reels, as the golden Autumn woodland 
reds 

Athwart the smoke of burning vveeds 
Foigive me, 

I waste my heart m signs let be My 
bride. 

My wife, my life Owe will walk this 
w orld. 

Yoked m all exercise of noble end. 

And so thro’ those dark gates across the 
wild 

That no man knows Indeed I love 
thee come. 

Yield thjself up my hopes and thine are 
one 

Accomplish thou my manhood and thy 
self. 

Lay thy sweet hands in mine and trust 
to me ’ 
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CONCLUSION 

So closed our t'de, of winch I give you 
all 

The random scheme as vvildlj as it rose 
The words are mostly mine, for when 
we ceased 

There came a minute’s pause, and Walter 
said, 

‘I wish she had not yielded ' ’ then to me 
‘ What, if jou drest it up poetically < ' ’ 
So pray’d the men, the women I gave 
assent 

Yet how to bind the scatter’d scheme of 
seven 

Together in one sheaf? WTiat style could 
suit ? 

The men required tliat I should give 
throughout 

g'gantesque, 

ith which we banter’d little Lilia first 
tile women— and perhaps they felt their 
power. 

For something in the ballads which thev 
sang, ^ 

Or in their silent influence as they sat. 
Had ever seem’d toworestlewuh burlesque, 

close!!’ 

They hatej banter, wish’d for something 

A gallant fight, a noble prmcess-whv 

o! airthet"' sublime ? 

U all, they said, as earnest as the close? 

A?d I V! «'il>sts 

And yet to gne the storv' as it rose 

I moved os m a strange diagonal ’ 
“^^ti^^either pleased myself nor 

But Liha pleased me, for she took no 
trtS?*-^-l or tlie.de 

pluck’d the 'gr^sf 


She flung it from her, thinking last, she 
fixt 

A shower} glance upon her aunt, and said, 

‘You— tell us what we are’ who might 
have told, 

For she was cramm’d with theories out 
of books, 

But that there rose a shout the gate' 
were closed 

At sunset, and the crowd were swarming 
now, 

To take their leave, about the garden 
rails A 

So I and some w ent out to these vve 
climb’d 

The slope to Viv lan-place, and tumingsavv 

The happ} valleys, half in light, and half ‘ 

Far shadowing from tlie west, a land of 
peace , 

Gray halls alone among their massive 
groves. 

Trim hamlets} here and there a rustic 
tow er 

Half lost in belts of hop and breadths of 
wheat. 

The shimmenng glimpses of a stream , 
tlie seas , 

A red sail, or a white , and far beyond, 

imagined more than seen, the skirts of 
France 


, ^ • dcuu ii: 

college friend. 

The To^ member’s elder son, ‘an 
there * 

God bl^ the narrow sea which keer 
her off, ' 

And keeps our Britain, whole vvithi 
herself, 

A nation yet, the rulers and the ruled- 
Some sense of auty, something of a faith 
Some reverence for the laws ourselve 
na\e made, 

Some Patmnt force to change them whei 

cZdT^°°'^ "Samst th. 
But yonder, whiff 1 there comes asudder 
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The gra\csl cuwen seems to lose his heid. 
The king is ‘■c.irco, the soldier Mill not 
fight, 

llie liuk boj s htgin to shoot nnd stib, 
A kingdom topples o\cr viuh n shriek 
Like an old Moman, md down rolls the 
world 

In mock heroics elnngcr than our onii , 
Ke\o!t«, repjhliLS, resohitio’is, most 
Ao griscr than a schoolhojs’ barring 
out. 

Too comic for the solemn things the) 
are 

Too solemn for the comic touches in 
them, 

Like our wild Pnneess with ns wise a 
dream 

As some of theirs — God bless the narrow 
seas ’ 

1 wish thej \.erc a whole Atlantic broad ’ 

‘llaie patience,’ I replied, ‘oursehes 
are full 

Of social airongj and majbe wildest 
dreams 

Arc but the needful preludes of the tnitli 
Forme, the genial daj, the liapp) crowd, 
The sport half-saencc, fill me with a 
faith, 

This fine old world of ours is but a child 
Yet in th' go-cart Patience' Gi\e it 
time 

To learn its limbs there is a hand that 
guides ’ 

In sueh discourse w c gam’d the garden 
rads. 

And there we saw Sir Walter where he 
stood, 

Ileforc a tower of crimson holl) hoaks, 
Among six bojs, head under head, and 
look’d 

Ao little 111} -handed Baronet he, 

A great hroad-shoulder’d genial English- 
man, 

A lord of fat pnze o\en and of sheep, 

A raiser of huge melons and of pine, 

A patron of some thirty chanties, 

A pamphleteer on guano and on gram, 

A quarter-sessions chairman, abler none , 


Tair-hair’d and redder than a windy 
mom , 

Xow shaking hands a\ith him, now him, 
of those 

That stood the nearest — ^now address’d 
to speech — 

\\ho spoke few woids and pith}, such as 
closed 

Welcome, farewell, and welcome for the 
}ear 

To follow a shout rose again, and made 
Ihe long line of the nppioachmg rookery 
swene 

I rom the elms and shook the branches 
of the deer 

From slope to slope thro’ distant ferns, 
and rang 

Bc}ond the bourn of sunset , O, a shout 
More JO} ful than the cit} -roar that hails 
Premier or king ' Wh} should not these 
great Sirs 

Gnc up their parks some dozen times a 
}ear 

To let the people breathe ? So Ihnce 
the} cned, 

I likewise, and in groups they stream’d 
away 

But wc went back to the Abbc}, and 
sat on, 

So much the gathenng darkness cliarm’d 
we sat 

But spoke not, rapt in nameless reiene. 
Perchance upon the future man tlic 
w .alls 

Blacken’d about us, bats a\ heel’d, and 
owls whoop’d, 

And gradually the powers of the night, 
That range abo\e the region of the wind. 
Deepening the courts of twilight broke 
them up 

Thro’ all the silent spaces of the worlds, 
Be}ond all thought into the Heaven of 
He.a\ens 

Last little Liha, nsing quietl}, 

Disrobed the glimmering statue of Sir 
Ralph 

From those nch silks, and home w'ell 
pleased we went 
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ODE ON THE DEATH OF 


ODE ON THE DEATH OF THE 
DUKE OF .WELLINGTON 

PUBLISHED IN lSS2 

I 

Bury the Greit Duke 
With an empire’s lamtnmtion, 

Let ns buiy the Great Duke 
To the noise of the mourning of a 
mighty nation. 

Mourning uhen their leaders fill. 
Warriors cany the warrior’s palj. 

And sorrow darkens hamlet and hall 


And, as the greatest only arc. 

In his simplicity sublime 
O good gray head which all men knew, 
O voice from which their omens all men 
drew, 

O iron nerv e to true occasion true, 

O fall’n at length that tow er of strength 
Wiich stood four-square to all the winds 
that blew 1 

Such was he whom we deplore 
The long self sacnfice of life is o’er 
The greatj World-victor’s jnctor_w ilLhe 
seen jio more 


!I 

W’here shall we lay the man whom w'e 
deplore? 

Here, in streaming London’s central roar 
Let the sound of those he wrought for. 
And tlie feet of those he fought for, 

Echo round his bones for eiennore 

in 

^ad out the pageant sad and slow, 

As fits an unnersal woe. 

Let the long long procession go 
And let the sorrowing crowd about if 
grow. 

And let the mournful martial music blow , 
The last great Englishman is low 


Mourn, for to us he seems the last. 
RememWg all his greatness m 
Past 

“ soldier fashion wall he c 

U inen^ our chief sMe-oracle is n 
^urn for theinan of Ismg^endunng b 

The statesman-wamor, moderatV 

Sum Tr, EPoA 

''^'et clearest ®®plest influe 

A* of ambitions cnme 

g" f oatost jet wath least pretence 

- oiemost captain of bis time, 

•Mch in spinng common-csnse. 


f 


1 


All IS o\ er and done 
Render thanks to the Giver, 
England, for thj son 
Let the bell be toll’d 
Reader thanks to the Giicr, 
-And render him to the mould 
Under the cross of gold 
That shines over citj and nver, 
There he shall rest for ever 
Among the wase and the bold 
Let the bell bo toll’d 


- w.ww UtiUUIVl 

The towenng car, the sable steeds 
Bright let it be with its blazon’d deeds, 
Dark 111 Its funeral fold 
Let the bell be toll’d 
And a deeper knell in the heart b< 
knoll’d , 

And tile sound of the sorrowing anthem 
roll d ^ 

piro’ the dome of the golden cross , 
And the vollejmg cannon tliunder his 
loss , 

He knew their voices of old 
For many a time in many a dime 
His captain’s-ear has heard them boom 
wu '■JClorj, bellowing doom 
When he vnih those deep voices wrought, 

from shame, 
ose deep voices our dead captain 
taught ^ 

S’ claim 
AVhmb great name, 

dispraise the same, 
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A man of Viell-attempcr’d fame 
O cjpc ratise, to such a mme, 

To suc}> a n''me Ibr ages long, 

To sudi a name, 

Preserve a broad aiJproacIi of fame, 

And ever-tchomg avenues of song 

'Who IS he tint cometli, like an honour'd 
guest, 

With bajancr and with music, a\itU soldier 
and with priest, 

^With a nation ueeping, and breaking on 

« m> rest? 

fMight) Seaman, this is he 

Was great by land os thou by sea. 

Tliinc ’dand loics thee well, thou famous 
man, 

11 he greatest soilgr since our world began 
^Now, to the roll of miifilcd drums, 

,To thee the greatest soldier comes ; 
jFor tins is he 

{Was great bj land as thou by sea, 

(His foes were ihinc , he kept us fret 
10 gne hni Mclcome, this is ho 
Worthy of our gorgeous rites, 

And a orthy to be laid by thee , 

For this is England’s greatest son 
31 gJ.hakgain’d a,huntUfttl -fights, 

, ^or cvii: lost an Euglish^n , 

This IS he that far away 
Against the myriads of Assaye 
Clash’d with Ins fiery few and won , 

And undemtath another sun, 

\Varnng on a later day, 

Round affrighted Lisbon drew 
The treble s.orks, the sast designs 
Of his labour’d rampart-lines, 

Wncre he greatly stood at bay, 

WTiencc he issued forth anci , 

And csei great and greater grew, 

Beating from the wasted vines 
Back to France her banded swarms, 

Back to France with countless blows 
*1 ill o’er the hills her eagles flew 
Beyond the Pyrenean pines. 

Follow’d up in valley and glen 
With blare of bugle, clamour of men, 

Roll of cannon and clasii of arms. 

And England pouring on her foes. 


Suca a war had such a close. 

Again their ravening eagle rose 
In anger, wheel’d on Europe-shadowang 
; wings, 

• And barking for the tlirones of kings , 

I Till one that sought but Duty’s iron crown 
j On that loud sabbath shook the spoiler 
1 down , 

' A day of onsets of despair > 
i Dash'd on every' rocky square 
! Their surging charges foam’d themselves 
I away, 

‘ Lost, the Prussian trampet blew , 

> Thro* the long-tormented air 
j Iltaven flash’d a sudden jubilant ray. 
And down we swept and charged and 
' overthrew 

, So great a soldici taught us there. 

What long enduring hearts could do 
In that world-earthquake, Waterloo 1 
Mighty Seaman, tender and true, 

And pure os he from taint of craven guile, 
O saviour of the silve r-coasted isle, 

O shaker of the Baltic and the Nile, 

If aught of things that here befall 
Touch a spirit among things divme. 

If love of count'y move thee there at alt 
Be glad, because his bones are laid by 
thine ' 

And thro* the centuries let a people’s voice 
In full acclaim, 

A people’s voice. 

The proof and echo of all human fame, 

A people’s voice, when they rejoice 
At civic revel and pomp and game, 

Attest their great commander’s claim 
With honour, honour, honour, honour to 
him. 

Eternal honour to his name 
VII 

A people’s voice • w e are a people yet 
Tho’ all men else their nobler dreams 
forget, 

Confused by brainless mobs and lawless 
Powers , 

Thank Him who isled us here, and roughly 
set 

His Bnton in blown seas and storming 
showers, 
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We have a voice, with ^\hlch to pay the 
debt 

Of boundless love and reverence and re 
gret 

To those great men who fought, and kept 
It ours 

And keep it ours, O God, from brute 
control , 

O Statesmen, guard us, guard the eye, 
the soul 

Of Europe, keep our noble England 
whole. 

And save the one true seed of freedom 
sown 

Betwixt a people and their ancient throne. 
That sober freedom out of which there 
springs 

Our loyal passion for our temperate kings , 
For, saving that, ye help to save mankind 
Till public wrong be crumbled into dust. 
And drill the raw world for the march of 
mind. 

Till crowds at length be sane and crowns 
be just 

But wink no more in slothtul oiertrusl 
Remember him who led your hosts , 

He bad you guard the sacred coasts 
Your cannons moulder on the seaward 
wall , 

His voice IS silent m your counal hall 
For ever , and whatever tempests lour 
For ever silent , eien if they broke 
In thunder, silent , yet remember all 
He spoke among you, and the Man who 
spoke , 

mo never sold the truth to serve Uie 
hour^ 

^r palter'd with Eternal God for pow er , 
Who let the turbid streams of rumour flow 
^al^Wing world of high and 

moselife was work, whose language rife 
rugged maxims hewn from life, 
^o never spoke against a foe , 

Vhose eighty winters freeze with one 
rebuke 

trampling on the 


Truth-lover was our English Duke , 
Whatever record leap to light 
He never shall be shamed 


VIII 


Lo, the leader in these glonous wars 
Now to glonous bunal slowly borne, 
Follow’d bj the brave of other lands, 
He, on whom from both her open hands 
Lavish Honour shower’d all her stars, 
And affluent Fortune emptied all her horn 
Yea, let all good things await 
Him who cares not to be great, 

But as he saves or serves the state 
Not once or twice in our rough island 
story, 

The path of duty was the way to glory 
He that walks it, only thirsting 
For the nght, and learns to deaden 
Love of self, before his journey closes. 
He shall find the stubborn thistle bursting 
Into glossy purples, which outredden 
All voluptuous gardui-roses 
Noi once or twice m our fair island-stoiy, 
The path of duty was the w ay to glory 
He, that ever following her commands, 
On with toil of heart and knees and hands. 
Thro’ the long gorge to the far light has 
won 

His path upward, and prevail’d. 

Shall find tlie toppling crags of Duty 
scaled 

Are close upon the shining table lands 
To which our God Himself is moon and 


sun 

Such was he his work is done 
But while the races of mankind endure, 
1-et his great example stand 
Colossal, seen of every land. 

And keep the soldier firm, the statesman 


Tdl m all lands and thro’ all human story 
The path of duty be the way to glory 
And let the land whose hearths he saved 
from shame 

For many and many an age proclaim 
At CIVIC revel and pomp and game, 

And when the long - illummed cities 
name. 

Their ever-loyal iron leader’s fame. 
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With honour, honour, honour, honour to 
him, 

Etcm'il honour to hic name 

It 

Peace, Irs tnumph mil be sung 
% some jet nnmoalded tongue 
Far on m summers that we shall not see 
Peace, it is a d'*}' of paic 
For one abo it uho'e patnarchal knee 
Le.e the little children clung 
O peace, it is r daj of pam 
For one, upon vs hose hand and heart and 
bmn 

Onca tlie weight •’nd fate of Europe hung 
Ours the pam, be his the gain ' 

Mo’^e than is of man s degree 
Must be vvath us, watching here 
At tins, our great solemnitj’ 

Whom we see not we revere ; 

We revere, and we refrain 
From talk of battles loud and vain, 

And brawling memones all loo free 
For such a wise humility 
As befits a solemn fane . 

We revere, and while we hear 
The tides of Music’s golden sea 
Setting toward eternity, 

Uplifted high in heart and hope arc v' e, 
Until we doubt not that for one so true 
There must be other nobler work to do 
Than when he fought at Waterloo, 

And Victor he must ever be 
For tho’ the Giant ^Vges heave the hill 
And break the shore, and evermore 
Make and break, and work their will , 
Tho’ world on world in mjnad mjaaads 
roll 

Round us, each with difierent powers, 
And other forms of life than ours, 

What know we greater than the soul ? 

On God and Godlike men we build our 
trust 

Hush, the Dead March wails in the 
people’s ears • 

The dark crowd moves, and there are sobs 
and tears 

The black earth yawns the mortal 
disappears , 

Ashes to ashes, dust to dust , 


lie IS gone who seem’d so great — 
Gone , but nothing can bereave him 
Of the force he made his own 
Being here, and we believe him 
Something far advanced in State, 

And that he wears a truer crown 
Than anj vv reath that man can w eave him 
Speak no more of his renown, 

Lay your eartlily fancies down. 

And m the vast cathedral leave him 
God accept him, Christ receive him 

185* 

THE THIRD OF FEBRUARY, 
1S52 

M\ Lords, we heard you speak j ou told 
us all 

That England’s honest censure went 
too far , 

That our free press should cease to brawl. 
Not sting the fiery Frenchman into 
war 

It was our ancient pnvalege, my Lords, 
To fling whate’er w e felt, not feanng, into 
words 

We love not this French God, the child 
of Hell, 

Wild War, who breaks the converse of 
the vnse , 

But tliough we love kind Peace so well, 
We dare not ev’n bj silence sanction 
lies 

It might be safe our censures to w ithdravv , 
And jet, my Lords, not well there is a 
higher law 

As long as w e remain, w e must speak free, 
Tho’ all the storm of Europe on us 
break. 

No little German state are we, 

But the one voice m Europe we viust 
speak ; 

That if to night our greatness were struck 
dead, 

There might be left some record of the 
things we said. 


the charge of the light brigade 


If jou be feiTful, then must uc be bold 44 hE. CHARGE OF THE LIGHT 
Our Britain cannot salve a tj rant o er , 

Better the waste Atlantic roll’d i BRlGAUb. 

On her and us and ours for esermore | 

What I ha\e we fought for rrccdom from j ‘ 

our pnme, ' Half a league, half a league, 

At last to dodge and palter with a public • Half a league onward, 

crime? i All in the valley of Death 


Shall we fear him I our owai we never , 
fear’d ! 

From our first Charles bj force we 
wrung our claims 

Prick’d by the Papal spur, we rear’d. 

We flung the burthen of the second 
James , , , ! 

I say, ^^e never feared * and as for these. 

We broke them on the land, we drove 
them on the seas , 


Half a league, half a league. 
Half a league onward, 
ikll in the valley of Death 
Rode the si\ hundred 
‘Forward, the Light Brigade » 
Charge for the guns he said 
Into the vallej of Death 
Rode the sir hundred 


* Forward, the Light Brigade !' 
Was there a man dismay'd? 
Not tho’ the soldier knew 
Some one had blunder’d 


And you, mj Lords, you mal e the people j 
muse 

In doubt if ) on be of our Barons’ breed — 
Were those your sites who fought at 
Lewes? 

Is this the manly strain of Runnymede ? ' 
O fall’n nobility, that, overawed, i 

Would lisp in honey’d whispers of this | 
monstrous fraud 1 

\ 

IFe feel, at least, that silence here were sin, ' 
Not ou's the fault if we have feeble 
hosts — 

If easy patrons of their kin ^ 

Have left the last free race with nakeo 
coasts 1 

Tliey knew the precious things they had 
to guard j 

For us, we wall not spare the tyrant one 1 
hard word ' 

Tho’ niggard throats of Manchester may 
bawl. 

What England was, shall her true sons 
forget ? 

We are not cotton-spinners all. 

But some lov e England and her honour 
jet 

And these in our Thermopyl® shall stand, 
And hold against the world this honour 
of the land 


Thcit’s not to make reply, 

Their’s not to reason why, 

Their’s but to do and die 
Into the V alloy of Death 
Rode the six hundred 

in 

Cannon to nght of them, 

Cannon to left of them. 

Cannon m front of them 
Volley’d and thunder’d , 
Storm’d at with shot and shell 
Boldly they rode and w ell. 

Into the jaws of Death, 

Into the mouth of Hell 
Rode the six hundred 

IV 

Flsish’d all their sal 2 .tes bare. 
Flash’d as they turn’d in air 
Sabring the gunners there. 
Charging an army, while 
All the world w onder d 
Plunged in the battery-smoke 
Right thro’ the line they broke , 
Cossack and Russian 
Reel’d from the sabre-stroke 
Shatter’d and sunder’d 
Then they rode back, but not 
Not the six hundred. 
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\ 

Oinnon to right of t'leni 
Cannon to left of them, 

Crnnon behind them 
Wle}*tJ -ird thunder d . 

Slo’in d at uith shot and shell, 
\Mwle horse and hc’^ fell 
Tbe> that b-d fought 'so well 
Came rhio* the jaws of Death, 

Back from the moutli of Hell, 

All that was lef: of them, 

Left of Sts. hundred 

a , 

When can their g’ot^ 'ade ? 

O the wild charge ihc} nade 1 
All the w or’d troaoer d 
Honour the charge thei made 1 
Honour the Light Engade, 

Noble sts hundred ’ 

ODE SUNG AT THE OPENING 
OF THE INTERNATIONAL 
EXHIBITION 

1 . 

Uplift a thousand a oices full and sweet. 
In this vide hall v ith earth’s indention 
stored, 

And praise the inaasible unnersal Led, 
Who lets once mote n peace the nations 
meet, 

WTiere Science, Art, and Labour have 
outpour d 

ITieir injTiad horns of plentj at our feet 
II 

O silent father of oar Kings to be 
Mourn’d m this golden hour of juhilee. 
For this, for all, we weep our thanks to 
thee • 

in 

The world-compelling plan was thine, — 
And, lo * the long laborious milas 
Of Palace , lo ' the giant aisles. 

Rich in model and design , 

Harvest-tool and husbandry. 

Loom and wheel and enginctj. 


Secrets of the sullen mine, 

Steel and gold, and com and wane, 
Fabnc rough, or fairj -<ine, 
bimnj tokens of the Line, 

Polar marvels, and a feast 
Of wonder, out of West and East, 

And shapes and hues of Art divine ' 

All of beautj , all of use, 

That one fair planet can produce. 
Brought from under everj star, 

Blown from over eveij main, 

And mixt, as life is m.\t wath pain, 

The w orks of peace with w orks of war 

IV 

Is the goal so far awaj ? 

Far, how far no tongue can saj. 

Let us dream our aream to-day 

V 

O je, the wise who thmlc, the wise who 
reign. 

From growang commerce loose her latest 
chain 

And let the fair wbite-wing d peacemaker 
fly 

To happj havens under all the slg", 

And mix the seasons and the golden 
hours , 

Till each man find his own in all men’s 
good, 

And all men w ork in noble brotherhood 
Breaking their mailed fleets and armed 
low ers. 

And rulmg bj obeying Nature’s pow ers, 
-\nd gathenng all the fruits of eartli and 
crown’d with all her flowers 

A WELCOME TO ALEXANDRA 

»tARCH ?, 1863 

SEA-KI^GS’ daughter from over the sea, 

Alexandra ’ 

Saxon and Norman and Dane are we. 
But all of us Danes in our welcome of 
thee, Alexandra ' 

Welcome her, thunders of fort and of fleet ’ 
Welcome her, thundenng cheer of the 
street ! 
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Welcome her, all things jonthful ind 
sweet, 

Scatter the hlossom tinder her feet 1 
Break, happj land, into earlier flowers ’ 
Make music, 0 bird, in the new -budded 
bowers ! 


Blazon jour mottoes of ble-smg and 
prajer ! 

Welcome her, m elcomeher, all lint is o.irs! 
Warble, O bugle, and inimpct, blare I 
Flags, flutter out upon tuucts and towers • 
Flames, on the wind} headland flare 1 
Utter }oiir jubilee, steeple and spire » 
Clach, je bells, in the merr} ^Iarch air ! 
Flash, ye cities, in nters of fire ’ 

Rush to the roof, sudden rocket, and 
higher 

Melt into stars for the land’s desire t 
Roll and rejoice, jubilant toicc, 

Roll as a ground swell dash’d on the 
strand. 


Roar as the sea when he wtlcomts the 
land, 

And welcome her, welcome the lands 
desTc, 

The sea-kings’ daughter as happj as fair. 
Blissful bride of \ blissful heir, 

Bndc of the heir of the kings of the sea 

O joy to the people and joy to the 
throne, 

Come to us, lose us and make us tour 
owm 


For Saxon or Dane or Norman we. 
Teuton or Celt, or whateier we be, 

We are each all Dane in our w elcomc of 

Alexandra 1 


A WELCOME TO HER ROYA 

highness marie ale: 
androvna, duchess 0 

EDINBURGH 

march 7 , 1874 


The Son of him wath whom we strove 
tor power — 


Mho m-de the serf a m-’n, and bci-i 
Ills clpin — 

lias gist a our I’r nee his osm iinjuriH 
1 lowi r, 

Mes'ndro -na 

And welcome Rti'sian flovtr, a jxioplc’s 
pr /'e, 

To Bniain, whrn her flow erf Ipgin to 
blot ’ 

I'roi 1 ton. to lo.c, from home to home 

JOf po. 

From n o her unto mo’^icr, stale’} bride, 

Mane Alexandrovna • 

fi 

The golden ra •. ilong the stept'cs a 
blown, 

\nfl "t tl \ name ibe Tartar tents arc 
'tirrd , 

ribiir* and all the Cnira'us have 
bfrd, 

An 1 all thcsultr) pshnsof India knmni, 

Ah sardrosTia- 

Tlie sotccs of oiir wmvcr-al sta 

On capes of Afnc os on cliffs of Kent, 

The M-'ons and that I^Ie of Continent, 

And lo}’! pres of Canada murmur 
thee, 

Mane VJcxnnJrosn.* 

Fair empires branening, both in lusty 
life ' — 

Yet Harold’s England *ell to Norman 
swords , 

YlI thine own land hvs bow'd to 
Tartar hordes 

Since English Harold case its throne a 
wife, 

Alexandros-na ! 

I'or thrones and peoples areas waifs that 
swing. 

And float or fall, m endless ebb and 
flow , 

But who lose best have 1 cst the grace 
to know 

That Love b} right dnlne is dcaUiless 
king, 


Marie Alexandrovna 1 
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IV 

And Lo\e has led thee to the stringer 
land, 

Where men are bold and strongly say 
their say , — 

See, empire upon empire smiles to- 
daj. 

As thou Mith thy joung lover hand in 
hand 

Alevandroma ' 

So now thj Adler life is in the west, 

Whose hand at home was graaous to 
thy poor* 

Tliy name was blest within the narrow 
door , 

Here also, Mane, shall thy name be blest. 
Mane Alcxandrovna 1 


V 

Shall fears and jcaloushatredsflamengam? 

Or at thy coming, Princess, every- 
where. 

The blue heaven break, and some 
diviner air 

Breathe thro’ the world and change the 
hearts of men, 

Aleaandrovna? 

But hearts that change not, love that 
cannot cease. 

And peace be yours, the peace of soul 
in soul I 

And howsoever this wild wwld may roll, 

Between your peoples truth and manful 
peace, 

Alfred — ^Alcxandrovna 1 
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I. 

And Willy, my eldest-bom, is gone, you say, little Anne ? 

Ruddy and while, and strong on his legs, he looks like a man 
And Willy’s wafe has written she never was over-wise. 

Never the wife for Willy he wouldn’t take my advice 

II 

For, Annie, you sec, her father was not the man to save. 

Hadn’t a head to manage, and drank himself into his grave 
Pretty enough, very pretty I but I was against it for one 
Eh > — but he wouldn’t hear me — and Willy, you say, is gone 

III 

Willy, my beauty, my eldest-bom, the flower of the flock , 

Never a man could fling him for Willy stood bke a rock 
‘ Here’s a leg for a babe of a week 1 ’ says doctor , and he would be bound. 
There was not his like that year in twenty parishes round 

IV 

Strong of his hands, and strong on his legs but still of his tongue ' 

I ought to have gone before him I wonder he went so young 
I cannot cry for him, Annie I have not long to stay , 

Perhaps I shall see him the sooner, for he lived far away 

V 

Wliy do you look at me, Annie’ you think I am hard and cold , 

But all my children have gone before me, I am so old 
I cannot weep for Willy, nor can I weep for the rest , 

Only at your age, Anme, I could have wept with tlie best. 

T 
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VI 

For I remember a quarrel I bad witb jour father, tnj dear, 

All for a slanderous story, that cost me many a tear 
I mean >our grandfather, Anme it cost me a world of woe, 

Seientj jears ago, my darling, seienty years ago 

vn 

For Jenny, my cousin, had come to the place, and I knew right well 
That Jenny had tnpt in her time I knew, but I would not tell 
And she to be coming and slandering me, the base little har ’ 

But the tongue is a 6re as you know, my dear, the tongue is a fire 

Ml! 

And the parson made it his text that week, and he said likewusc, 

That a he which is half a truth is e\er the blackest of lies. 

That a he which is all a he may be met and fought with outright, 

But a he which is part a truth is a harder matter to fight 

tK. 

And Wily had not been down to the farm for a week and a day ; 
And all things look’d half dead, tho’ it was the middle of May 
Jenny, to slander me, who knew what Jenny had been ' 

But soihng another, Annie, will never make oneself clean 

X 

And 1 cned mvsell well rugh blind, and all of an evening late 
I climb’d to the top of the garth, and stood by the road at the gate 
The moon hke a nek on fire was rising over the dale, 

And whit, whit, whit, in the bush beside me chirrupt the nightingale. 

M 

All of a sudden he stopt there past by the gate of the farm, 

Willy, — ^he didn’t see me, — and Jenny hung on his arm. 

Out into the road I started, and spoke I scarce knew how , 

Ah, there’s no fool hke the old one — it makes me angry now 

Xll 

WiUy stood up hke a man, and look’d the thing that he meant , 
Jenny, the nper, made me a mocking curtsey and went 

I said, ‘ Let ns part in a hundred years it’ll all be the same. 
You cannot love me at all, if you love not my good name ’ 

xni 

And he turn’d, Md I saw his tyfs all wet, m the sweet moonshine 
Sweemeart’ I lore you so well that your good name is mine 
^d what do I care for Jane, let her speak of you well or ill 
But marry me out of hand we two shall be happy sUll ’ 
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XIV 

* Mitry j ou, Willy » said 1, ‘ but I needs must spealv my mmd. 

And I fear \ou 11 listen to tales, be jealous and hard and unkind ’ 

But he turn d -md claspt me in his arms, and answer’d, *No, love, no,’ 
Seventj vears ago, my darling, seventy years ago 

\v 

So Willy and I were wedded I wore a lilac gown , 

And the nngers rang with a will, and he gave the nngers a crown 
But Uie first that ever I bare was dead before he was bom. 

Shadow and shme is life, little Annie, flower and thorn 

xaj 

That was ine first bme, too, that ever I thought of death 
There laj the sweet little body that never had drawn a breath 
I had not wept, little Anne, not since I had been a wafe , 

But I wept like a child that daj, for the babe had fought for his life 

\vn 

Ills dear little face was troubled, as if with anger or pain 

I look d at the still little bodj — his trouble had all been m vain 

For Willy I cannot weep, I shall see him another mom 

But I wept like a child for the child that was dead before he was bom 

xvm 

But he cheer’d me, my good man, for he seldom said me nay 
Kind, bkc a man, was he; like a man, too, would have his way 
Never jealous — ^not he • we had many a bappj jear , 

And he died, and I could not weep — ^my own time seem’d so near 

XIX 

But I wish’d It had been God’s will that I, too, then could have died 
I began to be tired a little, and fain had slept at his side 
And that was ten years back, or more, if 1 don’t forget 
But as to the children, Annie, thej’re all about me yet 

XX 

Pattering over the boards, my Annie who left me at two. 

Patter she goes, my own little Annie, an Anme like jou 
Pattering over the boards, she comes and goes at her wnll. 

While Harry is m the five-acre and Charlie ploughing the hill 

XXI 

And Harry and Charhe, I hear them too — they sing to their team . 

Often they come to the door in a pleasant kind of a dream 
Thej come and sit bj my chair, they hover about roy bed— 

1 am not always certain if they bc alive or dead 
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wn 

And jct 1 Ivnou for n truth, there’s none of them left -thsc ; 

For Hany nent at srxtj, jour father at sulj Cw. ' 

And WtUj, m> cldc.-.l-l)om at mph thret^corc nnd ten • 

I knew them all as labics, and now they're elderly men. 

Win 

For mine is a time of yieacc, it is not often I I’rics c , 

I am oftener sitting at home in my father’s farm at esc 
And tl e neighbours come and laugh and go ip, and s < do I , 

I find myself often laughing at things that have long gone by 

wi\ 

To be sure the preacher says, our sms should niskt U' s.i(l 
But mine is a time of peace, and there is (Trace to lie had , 

And God, not man, is the Judge of us all when lift shsll cexsc , 
And in this Book, little Annie, the message is one of Peace 

vvv 

And age is a time of peace, so it be free from p''in, 

And happy has been my life , but I would not live it again 
I seem to be tired a little, that's all, and long foi rest , 

Only at your age, Annie, 1 could have wept vrith the best 

wvi 

So Willy has gone, my beauty, my eldest -liorn, my (lower , 

But how can I weep for Wdly, he has Lm gone for an hour,—- 
Gone for a minute, my son, from this room into the next ; 

I, too, shall go in a minute What lime have 1 to be ve\t ? 

XWIl 

And Willy’s wife has written, she never was over-wise 
Get me my glasses, Annie thank God that I keep my eyes 
fhere is but a trifle left you, when I shall have past awaiy 
But stay with the old woman now you cannot have long to stay 


NORTHERN FARMER. 

OLD STMT 

I. 

Wheeu. ’ asta bean saw long and mei hggiii' 'ere aloan? 

Noorse? thoiirt nowt o’ a noorse whoy, Doctor’s abcan an’ agoan 
bays that I meant ’a naw moor aale but I beant a fool 
Git ma my aale, fur I beant a gawin’ to brt ik my rulv 
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II. 

Doctors, they kna^\s nowt, fur a s'i}s what’s nawways true 
Naw soon o’ koind o’ use to saay the things tliat a do 
I \e ’cd nij point o’ sale ivry noiglit sm’ I bean ’ere 
An’ I’%c *ed my quart iviy niarkct-noight for foorty year 

in 

Parson's a bean loikcnoisc, an’ a sittin’ 'ere o' my bed 
‘The amoightj’s a taakin o’ jou* to ’isscn, my fnend,’ a said, 

An’ a towd ma my sins, an’s toithe were due, an’ I gied it in bond , 
I done moj duty boy 'urn, as I 'a done boy the lond. 

IV 

Lam’d a ma’ bca I reckons I 'annot sa mooch to larn 

Hut a cast oop, Uiot a did, 'bout Bessy Mams’s bame 

niaw a knaws I hallus voated avi' Squoire an’ chooich an’ staate, 

jkn’ i’ the noost o’ toimes I nair mver agin the raate. 

V 

An’ I hallus coom’d to ’s chooch afoor moy Sally wur dead. 

An’ ’card ’um a bummm’ awaaj loike a buzzard-clock - ower my 'ead, 
An’ I niver knan’d whot a mean’d but I thont a 'ad summut to saay, 
An’ I thowt a said whot a owt to ’a said an’ I coom’d awaay 

VI 

Bessy Mams’s bame • tha knaws she laaid it to mea 
Mont a bean, mayhap, for she wur a bad un, shea 
’Sner, I kep ’um, I kep ’um, my lass, tha mun undeistond , 

I done moy duty boy ’um as I 'a done boy the lond 

VII 

But P.arson a cooms an’ a goas, an’ a says it easy an' freea 
‘ The amoighty’s a taakin o’ you to ’issen, my friend,’ says 'ca 
I ncant saay men be loiars, tliaw summun said it m 'aaste 
But 'e reads wonn sarmin a weeak, an’ I 'a stubb’d Tliurnaby waastc 

VIII 

D’ya momd tlie waastc, my lass? naw, naw, tha was not born then , 
Theer nur a boggle in it, I often ’card ’um mysen , 

Moast loike a butter-bump,® fur I ’card *um about an’ about. 

But I stubb’d 'um oop wi’ the lot, an’ raaved an’ rembled ’um out 

IX 

Keaper’s it ivur , fo’ they fun 'um theer a-laaid of 'is faace 
Down i’ the woild ’enemies* afoor I coom’d to the pkaace 
Noaks or Thimbleby — toaner® 'ed shot 'um as dead as a naail 
Noaks wur 'ang’d for it oop at 'seize — but git ma my aale 

I ou asm hour 2 Coctchafcr 3 Bittern < Anemones 5 One on 
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X 

Dubbut loook at the waaste theer wam’t not feead for a cow, 

Nowt at all but bracken an’ fuzz, an’ loook at it now — 

Wamt worth nowt a haacre, an’ non theer’s lote o 
Fonrscoor ^ yows upon it an’ some on it down i* seead 

XI 

Nobbut a bit on it’s left, an’ I mean’d to ’a stubb’d it^at fall. 

Done it ta-year I mean’d, an’ mnn’d plow thruff it an’ all, 

If godamoigbty an’ parson ’ud nobbut let nia aloan, 

Mea, wi’ haate hoonderd haacre o’ Squoire’s, an’ lond o my oan 

XII 

Do godamoighty knan what a’s doing a-taakin’ o’ mea'^ 

I beant wonn as saws 'ere a bean an’ yonder a pea; 

An’ Squoire ’ull be sa mad an’ all — a’ dear a’ dear 1 

And I 'a managed for Squoire coom Michaelmas thutty year 

XIII 

A mowt ’a laaen owd Joanes, as ’ant not a ’aapoth o’ sense, 

Or a mowt ’a taaen joung Robins — a niver mended a fence 
But godamoighty a moost taake mea an’ taake ma now 
Wi’ aaf the cows to cauve an’ Thumaby hoalms to plow ' 

XIV 

Loook ’ow quoloty smolles nhen they seeas ma a passm’ boy, 

Says to thessen naw doubt ‘ uhat a man a bea sewer-li^ ’ ’ 

Fur they knaws uhat I bean to Squoire sm fust a coom’d to the ’All , 
I done moy duty by Squoire an’ I done moy duty boy hall 

XV 

Squoire’s i’ Lunnon, an’ summun I reckons ’ull ’a to wroite, 

For whoa’s to howd the lond ater mea thot muddles ma quoit ; 

Sartm seuer I bea, thot a weant niver give it to Joanes, 

Naw, nor a moant to Robins — a niver rembles the stoans 


xvn 

But summun ’ull come ater mea mayhap wi’ ’is kittle o’ steam 
Humn’ an’ maazm’ the blessed fealds wi’ the Dml’s oan team 
Sm’ I mun doy I mun doy, thaw loife th^ says is sweet, 

But sm’ I mun doy I mun doy, for I couldn abear to see it 


What atta stannm’ theer fur, an’ doesn bnng ma the aale? 
Doctor s a ’toattler, lass, an a’s ballus i’ the owd taale 
I weint break rules fur Doctor, a knaws naw moor nor a floy ; 
Git ma my aale I tell tha, an’ if I mun doy I mun doy 

^ ou as m hour - 

S Clover 
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I. 

Dosv’t thou ’ear my ’crse’s legs, as tliey canters awaay ? 
Proputty, proputty, proputt} —that’s what I ’ears ’em saay 
Proputly, proputty, proputtj— Sam, thou’s an ass for thy paains- 
Thcer’s moor sense 1’ one o’ ’is legs nor m all thy braains 


ir. 

Woa — thccr’s a craw to pluck ni’ tha, Sam yon’s parson’s ’ouse— 
Dosn't thou knaw that a man man be eather a man or a mouse ? 
Time to think on it then , for thou’ll be twenty to weeak ^ 

Proputt j, proputt j — ^a\oa Uien woa — ^Ict ma ’ear mysen speak 

HI 

Me an’ thy muthcr, Sammy, ’as bean a-talkm’ o’ thee ; 

Thou’s bean talkin’ to muthcr, an’ she bean a telJin’ it me 
Thou’ll not marry for munny — thou’s sweet upo’ parson’s lass — 
Noa — thou'II marry for luw — an’ we boath on us thinks tha an ass 


IV 

Scca’d her todaay goa by — Saaint’s daa> — they was nnging tlic bells 
She’s a beauty thou thinks — an’ soa is scoors o’ gells. 

Them as ’as munny an’ all — wot’s a beauty ? — the flower as blaws 
But proputty, proputty sticks, an’ proputty, proputty grans 

V 

Do’ant be stunt ” taakc time I knaws what maakes tha sa mad. 
Wam’t I craazed fur the lasses mysra when I wur a lad ? 

But I knaw’d a Quaaker feller as often ’as tond ma this 
‘ Doant thou marry for munny, but goa wheer munny is ’’ 


VI 

An’ I went wheer munny war an’ thy muther coom to ’and, 
\Vi* lots o’ munny laaid by, an’ a nicetish bit o’ land 
Maaybe she wam’t a beauty —I niver giv it a thowt— 

But wam’t she as good to cuddle an’ kiss as a lass as ant nowt ? 


vn 

Parson’s lass ’ant nowt, an’ she weant ’a nowt when ’e’s dead, 
Mun be a guvness, lad, or summut, and addle® her bread 
Why? fur ’e’s nobbut a curate, an’ weant niver git hissen clear. 
An’ 'e maadc the bed as ’e hgs on afoor ’e coom’d to the shere 


3 Earn 


1 Tins week. 


s Obstinate 
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Arf thin ’e coom’d to the parish m i’ lots o’ Varsity debt, 
htook to his taail they did, an’ ’e ’ant got shut on em yet 
An’ 'e ligs on ’is back i’ the gnp, m’ noan to lend im a shuv\, 
Woorse nor a far-nelter’d » yowe fur, Sammy, ’c married fur mw 

IV 

Luw? n hat’s luw? thou can luv\ thy lass an’ ’er munny too, 
Maakin’ ’em goa togither as they’ve good right to do 
Could’n I luw thy muther by cause o’ ’er munny laaid by? 

Naa)— fur I luw’d ’er a vast s^ht moor fur it reason why 

X 

Ay an’ thy muther says thou wants to marry the lass, 

Cooms of a gentleman bum an’ we boath on us thinks tha an ass 
Woa then, proputty, wiltha? — ^an ass as near as mays now I® — 
Woa then, wiltha ? dangtha • — the bees is as fell as ow t ® 


XI 

Break me a bit o’ the esh for his ’ead, lad, out o’ the fence 1 
Gentleman bum 1 what’s gentleman bum? is it shillins an’ pence? 
Proputty, proputty’s iviy thing ’ere, an’, Samm), I’m blest 
If It isn’t the saame oop yonder, fur them as ’as it’s the best. 

xn 

Tis'n them as ’as munny as breaks into ’ouses an’ steals. 

Them as ’as coats to their backs an’ taakes their regular meals 
Noa, but It’s them as niver knaws wheer a meal's to be ’ad 
Taake my word for it, Sammy, the poor in a loomp is bad 


XIII 

Them or thir feytheis, tha sees, mun ’a bean a laazy lot. 

Fur work mun ’a gone to the gitUn’ W’hiniver muim}' was got 
Feyther ’ad ammost nowt , leastways ’is munny was ’id 
But ’c tued an’ moil’d ’issen dead, an ’e died a good un, ’e did 

XIV 

Loook thou theer wheer Wngglesby beck cooms out by the ’ill 1 
Feyther run oop to the farm, an’ 1 mns oop to the mill , 

An’ I’ll run oop to the bng, an’ that thou’ll live to see , 

And if thou marries a good un I’ll leave the land to thep . 


^im s my noations, Sammy, wheerhy I means to sUck , 
mt If thou mames abad un. I’ll leaie the land to Dick — 
^oom TOP, proputty, proputty— that’s wliat I ’ears ’im saay— 
iroputty, proputty, proputty— canter an’ canter awaay 

-> M 1 •» b mg on Its back 

- Mai es nothing 3 The fl.es are as fierce as anjobmg 
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THE DAISY 

WRITTEN AT EDINBURGH 

O LOVE, what hours were tlune and mine. 
In lands of palm and southern pine , 

In lands of palm, of orange blossom. 
Of olive, aloe, and maize and vme 

Wliat Roman strength Turbia shou’d 
In mm, by the mountain road ; 

How like a gem, beneath, the city 
Of httle Monaco, baskmg, glow’d 

How nchly down the rocky dell 
The torrent vmeyard streanung fell 
To meet the sun and sunny ivaters, 
That only heaved with a summer swell 

Wiat slender campanili grew’ 

By bays, the peacock’s neck m 'hue , 
Where, here and there, on sandy 
beaches 

A milky-bell’d amarj’lhs blew 

How young Columbus seem d to rove, 
Yet present m his natal grove. 

Now watchmg high on mountain cor 
nice. 

And steering, now, from a purple cove, 

Now pacing mute b) ocean’s nm , 

Till, m a narrow stieet and dim, 

I stay’d the wheels at Cogoletto, 

And drank, and loyally drank to Inm 

Nor knew we well what pleased us most, 
Not the dipt palm of which they boast , 
But distant colour, happy hamlet, 

A moulder’d citadel on the coast. 

Or tower, or high hill-convent, seen 
A light amid its olives green , 

Or ohve-hoary cape m ocean , 

Or rosy blossom in hot ravine, 

YTiere oleanders flush’d the bed 
Of silent torrents, gravel-spread , 

And, crossing, oft we saw the glisten I 
Of ICC, fai up on a mountain head I 


We loved that hall, tho’ white and cold, 
Those niched shapes of noble mould, 

A pnnedy people’s awful pnnees, 

The grave, severe Genovese of old 

At Florence too what golden hours, 

In those long galleries, were ours , 

What dnves about Ae fresh Cascm6, 
Or walks m Boboli’s ducal bowers 

In bnght vignettes, and each complete. 
Of tower or duomo, sunny-sweet. 

Or palace, how the city glitter’d. 

Thro’ cypress avenues, at our feet 

But when we crost the Lombard plain 
Remember what a plague of ram , 

I Of ram at Reggio, ram at Parma , 

I At Lodi, ram, Piacenza, ram 

And stem and sad (so rare the smiles 
Of sunhght) look’d the Lombard piles , 
Porch-pillars on the bon resting, 

And sombre, old, colonnaded aisles 

0 Milan, O the chanting quires, 

The giant windows’ blazon’d fires, 

The height, the space, the gloom, the 
glory ! 

A mount of marble, a hundred spires ' 

1 climb’d the roofs at break of day , 
Sun-smitten Alps before me lay 

I stood among the silent statues, 

And statued pinnacles, mute as tliey 

How faintly-flush’d, how phantom-fair. 
Was Monte Rosa, hanging there 

A thousand shadowy’-pencill’d valleys 
And snowy deUs m a golden air 

Remember how w e came at last 
To Como , shower and storm and blast 
Had blown the lake bqiond his limit, 
And all w’as flooded , and how we past 

From Como, when the light was gray. 
And in mj head, for half the day. 

The rich Virgihan rustic measure 
Of Lari Maxumc, all tlie way. 
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Like ballad burthen music, kept, 

As on The Lanano crept 

To that fair port below the castle 
Of Queen Theodolind, where wc slept , 

Or hardly slept, but watch’d awake 
A cypress in the moonlight shake. 

The moonhght touching o’er a tenace 
One tall Agavfe abo% e the lake 

What more ? we took our last adieu, 

And up the snowy Splugen drew. 

But ere we reach’d the highest summit 
I pluck’d a daisy, I gave it you 

It told of England then to me. 

And now it tells of Italy 

O lo\e, we two shall go no longer 
To lands of summer across the sea , 

So dear a life your arms enfold 
Whose crying is a cry for gold 
Yet here to night m this dark city. 

When ill and weary, alone and cold, 

I found, tho’ crush’d to hard and dry. 

This nurseling of another sky 

Still in the little book you lent me, 

And where you tenderly laid it by 

And I forgot the clouded Forth, 

The gloom that saddens Heaven and 
Earth, 

The bitter east, the misty summer 
And gray metropolis of the North 

Perchance, to lull the throbs of pain. 
Perchance, to charm a lacant brain. 
Perchance, to dream y ou still beside me, 
My fancy fled to the South agam 

TO THE REV F D MAURICE 

Come, when no graver cares employ , 
Godfather, come and see your boy 
Your presence will be sun m wmter, 
Makmg the htOe one leap for yoy 

For, being of that honest few, 

Who gi\e the Fiend himself his due. 
Should eighty thousand college-councils 
Thunder ‘ Anathema,’ fnend, at you , 


Should all our churchmen foam in spite 
At you, so careful of the right. 

Yet one lay -hearth would gi\ c y ou wel 
come 

(Take It and come) to the Isle of \\ight. 

Where, far from noise and smoke of town, 

I watch the t\ flight falling brown 
All round a careless order'd garden 
Close to tlic ndge of a noble down 

You’ll haie no scandal while you dine, 

But honest talk and wholesome wane. 

And only hear the magpie gossip 
Garrulous under a roof of pine 

For groves or pine on cither hand. 

To break tlie blast of wantcr, stand , 

\nd further on, the hoary' Channel 
T umblcs a billow on chalk and sand , 

Where, if below the milky steep 
Some ship of battle slowly creep. 

And on thro’ zones of light and shadow 
Glimmer away to the lonely deep. 

We might discuss the Northern sin 
Which made a selfish w ar begin , 

Disputethe claims, arrange thechanccs, 
Emperor, Ottoman, which shall win 

Or whether war’s avenging rod 
Shall lash all Europe into blood , 

Till you should turn to dearer matters, 
Dear to the man that is dear to God , 

How best to help the slender store. 

How mend the dwellings, of the poor , 
How gain in life, as life advances. 
Valour and chanty more and more 

Come, Maunce, come the lawn as yet 
Is hoar with nme, or spongy*vvet , 

But when the wreath of March has 
blossom’d. 

Crocus, anemone, vaolet. 

Or later, pay one visit here. 

For those are few we hold as dear ; 

Nor pay but one, but come for many. 
Many and many a happy year 
Janvary, 1854 
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./ WILL 

I. 

I O for him whose will is strong • 
\Hc suffers, but he will not suffer long; 
{He suffen>, but he cannot siiflcr wrong 
“For him nor mores the loud world's 
t random mock, 

Nor all Calamitr 's hugest w a\ es confound. 
Who «eeins a promonioo of rock. 

That, compx4^d romd with turbulent 
sound, 

in middle ocean meets the surging shock, 
Tempest-bufTeted. atadel-crown’d. 

11 

But ill for him who, lictlcnngnot w ith time. 
Corrupts thestren^h ofhearen-dcscended 
Will, 

And e\ er w eaker grow s thro’ acted crime, 
Or seeming genial acmal fault, 

Recurring and suggesting still * 
lie seems os one who®e footsteps halt, 
Toiling in immeasurable sand, 

And o’er a weary sultry land, 

Far bcne'th a blazing vault, 

Sown in a vvnnkic of the monstrous hill, 
The dt} sparkles like a grain of salt 

IM THE VALLEY OF 
CAUTERETZ 

All along the valley, stream that flashest 
white, 

Deepening thy voice with the deepening 
of tlic night, 

All along the v allej , where th} w aters flow, 

I walk’d with one I loved two and thirty 
years ago 

All along the valley, while I w'alk’d to-day, 
The two and thirty years were a mist that 
rolls away , 

For all along the valley, down thy rocky bed. 
Thy living voice to me was as the voice 
of the dead, 

And all along the valley, by rock and 
cave and tree. 

The voice of the dead was a living voice 
to me. 


IN THE GARDEN AT 
SWAINSTON 

Nightingales warbled without, 

Within vs as weeping for thee 
Shadows of three dead men 
Walk’d m the walks with me, 
Shadows of three dead men and thou 
w.ast one of the three 

Nightingales sang in his woods 
The Master w as far away 
Nightingales warbled and sang 
Of a passion tliat lasts but a day ; 

Still in the house in his cofHn the Prmcc 
of courteqr lay 

Tuo dead men have I known 
In courtesy like to thee 
Two dead men have I loved 
With a lo\e that ever will be 
Three dead men have I loved and thou 
art last of the tliree 


THE FLOWER. 

Once in a golden hour 
I cast to earth a seed 
Up there came a flower. 

The people said, a weed 

To and fro they went 
Thro’ my garden-bower, 

And muttering discontent 
Cursed me and my flower 

Then it grew so tall 
It wore a crown of light. 

But thieves from o’er the wall 
Stole the seed by night 

Sow’d it far and wide 
By every town and tiJtver, 
Till all the people cned, 

‘ Splendid is the flower * 

Read my little fable 
He that runs may read 
Most can raise the flowers now, 
For all have got the seed 
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And some ire prtU} enoiglt, 

And some 'irc poor indcsu ^ 

And now ogam the people 
Call Jt but a weed 

REQUIESCAT 

Fair is her cottage m its pl''cc, 

Where jon broad vrfer swccllv slowl> ] 
gbdes 

It sees Itself from Untch to base 
Dream in the sliding tides. 

And fairer she, but ah how 'oon to die ' 
Her quiet dream of life Ibis hour niav 
cease. 

Her peaceful being slow!> passes bj 
To some more perfect peace 

THE SAILOR BOY 

Hi rO'C at dawn and, dred w th hope, 

Shot o’er tlie seething harlwar oar. 

And reach d the ship and caught tlic rope. 
And tvhistletl to the morning star 

And while he whistled long and loud 
He heard a fierce meraiaidcn cn , 

‘O boj, tho’ thou an ^Ollng and proed, 

I see the place where thou wilt he 

‘The sands and jeastj suiges mix 
In ca^es about the nrcaiy ba>. 

And on th} nbs the limpi.1 stichs, 

And m thy heart the scrawl shall play 

‘Fool,’ he answer’d, ‘ death is sure 
To those that sta} and those that roam. 
But 1 wnll nc%ennore endure 
To sit with empty hands at home. 

‘ My mother dmgs about my nech, 

My sisters crying, “ Staj for shame 
My father ra\es of death and wreck. 
They are all to blame, they are all to 
blame 

‘God hdp me ’ sa\e 1 uAe my part 
Of danger on the roarmg sea, 

A devil nses in my heart. 

Far worse than any death to me ’ 


the islet 

* WKiTHrr, O whitlicr, lost, shall wegp, 

Fo' a score of to cct little Ettmmers or so? 

The swet-t little wife of the singer <aid, 

On the d'y tnai follow’d the day she was 
' wto, 

‘Whither, O w hither, lose, shall we 
/Ind the singer shaking his endy head 
Tuni’c w he ‘-t, and struck the keys 
There at hLS tight v itli a sadden crash, 
Singing, ‘And shall it lx. om the «aas 
WTuh a crew that r. neither rude nor rasU, 
But a lx:vy of C'o.cs applc-cnttk d, 

I In 1 of cr>5*il uon beak 

I \\ ith a na-m kiI of a ruli} glow, 

1 To a <\ eet little Filen on earth that l 
i V not , 

I \ moanlain islet jxnntcd and peak d, 
j Wates on a diainoi.d shingk dash, 
t Catataa hrool s to the ocean run. 

I airiiy -delicate palaces shire 
Mixt wi'l myitleand claa walh 
\nd otcr-iream’d and stUery s^rcekd 
With many a mail l high aga.nst Iht 
ban 

The facets of the glonoie, mOiinlain Hasi 
Above the val'eya> of palm and pine.’ 

‘Thilliw O thitlicr, love, let us go ' 

‘ No, no, no ’ 

For in all th"! cxqui'itt isle, my dear, 

, I Thc'c IS but one bird witn a musical 
throat. 

And his compass is but of a single note, 
That It makes one weary to hear * 

‘ Mock me no‘ ' mock me not ' love, let 
us go’ 

•No, love, no 

For the bud ever breaks into bloom on 
the tree. 

And a storm never wakes on the londy 
sea, 

And a worm is there in the lonely wood, 
That pierces the liver and blackens the 
blood , 

And makes U a sorrow: to be ’ 
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CHILD-SOJs’GS 
I 

the city child. 

Daint\ httlc m-iiden whither m ould 5 ou 

wander ? , 

mithcr fron th'i preUj home the 
home where mo»hcr dwells? 

‘Far and far awaj,’ said the dainlj hltle 

maiden, , _ 

‘All among tlic gardens, auriculas, 

antinoncs, , n, » 

Kosss and hhes and Cantcrhuri -bells 

Daml> lilllc maiden, whiUier would jou 
wander’ 

\Vhilh(.r from this prcltj house, th 
citv»^iou^c of ours^ i ..1 

* Far and far away,’ said the dainty hit e 

'All among the meadows, the close' and 

Daisi^-nd hingcwps and honcysucUe- 
floi ers ’ 

n. 

MINNIE AND WINNIE 

MiNMF- Winnie 
Skpt in a shell 
Sleep, hltle frdies I 
And they slept well 

Pink was the shell within. 

Silver without , 

Sounds of the great sea 
Wander’d aliout. 

Sleep, hltle ladies ' 

Wake not soon * 

Echo on echo 
Die.-, to the moon 

Two bright stars 

Peep’d into the shell 
* What are they dreaming 
Who can tell?’ 

Started a green linnet 
r Out of the croft , 

/' Wake, hltle ladiM, 

' The sun is aloft i 


THE SPITEFUL LETTER. 

IlERF, It IS here, the close of the year, 
iknd w ith It a spiteful letter 
My name in song has done luin much 

wrong. 

For lumsclf has done much better 

0 little bard, is your lot so hard, 

If men neglect your pages ? 

1 think not much of yours or of mine, 

I hear the roll of the ages 

Rhymes and rhymes in the range of the 

limes * 5 

Are mine for the moment stronger? 

YeVhalc me not. but abide your lot, 

I last but a moment longer 

This faded leaf. 

What room is left for a haer 
Yet the yellow leaf hates the ‘ 

' For It hangs one moment later 

Greater than I->s that your cry ? 

‘ And if It be so, so be It 

literary squabbles 

1 » , f'r.A ! the petty fools of rhyme 

The sullen Lethe rolhngdoo ^ 

On them and theirs ana a» 
here 


THE VICTIM 
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When one smill touch of Charity 
Could lift them nearer God like state 
Than if the crowded Orb should cry 
lake those who cned Diana great 

And I too, talk, and lose the touch 
I talk of Surely, after all. 

The noblest answer unto such 
Is perfect stillness when they brawl 

THE VICTIM 

I 

A PLAGUE upon the people fell, 

A famine after laid them low, 

Then thorpe and byre arose in fire. 

For on them brake the sudden foe , 

So thick they died the people cned, 

‘ The Gods are moved against the land ’ 
The Pnest in horror about his altar 
To Thor and Odin lifted a hand 
‘ Help us from famine 
And plague and stnfe 1 
What would jou have of us ? 
Human life ? 


Tlie child was only eight summers old, 
His beauty still with his years increased, 
His face was ruddy, his hair was gold. 
He seem’d a victim due to the pnest. 
The Pnest beheld him, 

And cned with joy, 

‘ The Gods have answer’d * 

We give them the boy ’ 

IV 

The King return’d from out the w ild, 

He bore but little game in hand , 

The mother said, ‘ They haa e taken the 
child 

To spill his blood and heal the land 
The land is sick, the people diseased. 
And blight and famine on all the lea 
The holy Gods, they must be appeased. 
So I pray you tell the truth to me 
They have taken our son, 
r They wall hate his life 
Is Ae your dearest? 

Or I, the wife ?’ 


Were it oar nearest, 
Were it our dearest, 
(Answer, O answer) 
iVe give you his life ' 


But sUll the 'oeman spoil’d and bum’c 
^d cattle died, and deer in wood. 
And bird in air, and fishes turn’d 
^d whiten’d all the rolling flood . 
And dead men lay all o\er the way. 
Or down in a furrow scathed with flan 
And ever and aye the Pnesthood moan 
Till at last It seem’d that an ansv 
came 


V 

The ICing bent low, with hand on brow, 
He stay’d his arms upon his knee 
‘O wafe, what use to answer now? 

For now the Priest has judged for me.’ 
The King was shaken with holy fear , 
‘The Gods,’ he said, ‘w'ould have 
chosen well. 

Yet both are near and both are dear, 
And which the dearest I cannot tell 1’ 
But the Pnest was happy. 

His victim won . 

‘ We have his dearest. 

His only son ' ’ 


‘ The King is happy 
In child and wife , 
Take you his dearest, 
Give us a life ’ 


Thev foun in the wul 

1.051 ner arms about the chilt 


VI 

The rites prepared, the victim liared. 
The knife upnsing toward the blow 
To Ae altar-stone she sprang alone, 

‘Me, not my darling, no 1’ 

He caught her away with a sudden cry , 
Suddenly from him brake his wife. 
And shrieking ‘/am his dearest, I— 

I am his dearest 1’ rush’d on the 
knife. 
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And the Pnest ■vvts happy, 
‘ O, Father Odm, 

We give you a life 


Which was his nearest ? 
It^Tio was his dearest? 
The Gods ha\e ansiver’d ; 
We giie them the wife ’’ 


WAGES 

Gt.ORy of wamor, glorj' of orator, glory of song. 

Paid with a voice flj ing bj to be lost on an endless sea — 

Glorj of Virtue, to fight, to struggle, to nght the wrong — 

Nay, but she aim’d not at glory, no lover of glory she 
Give her the glory of going on, and still to be 

The wages of sin is death if the wages of Virtue be dusi. 

Would she have heart to endure for the life of the worm and the fly? 
She desires no isles of the blest, no quiet seats of the jUst, 

To rest in a golden grove, or to bik in a summer skj - 
Give her the wages of going on, and not to die 



THE HIGHER PANTHEISM 


The sun, the moon, the stars, the seas, the hills and the plains — 
Are not these, 0 Soul, the Vision of Him who reigns ? 

I Is not the Vision He? tho’ He be not that which He seems? 

\ Dreams are true while the) last, and do we not live in dreams? 

f Earth, these sohd stars, this weight of body and limb, 

\ Are they not sign and symbol of thy division from Him ? 

I Dark is the world to thee thj-self art the^ reason why, 

I For IS He not all but that which has power to feel ‘ I am I’? 

Glory about thee, vathout thee , and thoa fulfillest thy doom 
Making Him broken gleams, and a sUfled splendour and gloom 

Speak to Him thou for He hears, and Spint with Spmt can meet— 
Closer IS He than breathing, and nearer than hands and feet 

God IS law, say the wise , O Soul, and let us rejoice, 

For if He thunder by law the thunder is yet His voice 

Law is God, say some no God at all, says the fool , 

For all we have power to see is a straight staff bent in a pool , 

And the ear of man cannot hear, and the qre of man cannot see , 
But if we could see and hear, this Vision— were it not He ? 
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THE VOICE AND THE PEAK 


IX 


The voice and the Peak 
Far over sumnut and lawn, 

The lone glow and long roar 

Green rushing from the rosy thrones of 
dawn 1 

n 

All night ha\c 1 heard the voice 
Rave over the rocky bar, 

But thon vvert silent in heaven, 

Above thee glided the star 

in 

Hast thou no voice, O Peak, 

That standest high above all? 

•I am the voice of the Peak, 

I roar and rave for I fall 

IV 

‘ A thousand voices go 
To North, South, East, and West , 

They leave the heights and are troubled, 
And moan and sink to their rest 


The fields are fair beside them, 

The chestnut towers in his bloom , 

But thej — ^they feel the desire of the deep — 
Fall, and follow their doom 

VI 

‘ The deep has power on the height, 

And the height has povv er on the deep , 
They are raised for ever and ever, 

And sink again mto sleep ’ 

VII 

Not raised for ever and ever, 

But when their cycle is o’er. 

The valley, the voice, the peak, the star 
Pass, and are found no more 

VIII 

The Peak is high and flush’d 
At his highest with sunrise fire , 

IS high, and the stars are high. 
And the thought of a man is higher 


A deep below the deep. 

And a height beyond the height 1 
I Our hearing is not hearing. 

And our seeing is not sight 


X 


The voice and the Peak 
Far into heaven vvithdriwn, 

The lone glow and long roar 

Green-rushing from the xo’y thrones 
of dawn 1 


1 Flower m the crannied wall, 

I pluck you out of the crannies, 

I hold you here, root and all, in my hand, 

I Little flower — but -/I could understand 
[ What you arc, root and all, and all in 
all, 

I should know what God and man is 


A DEDICATION 

Dear, near and true — no truer Time 
himself 

Can prove you, tho* he make yon ever 
more 

Dearer and nearer, as the rapid of hfe 

Shoots to the fall — take this and pray 
that he 

Who wrote it, honouring y our sweet faith 
in him. 

May trust himself, and after praise and 
scorn. 

As one who feels the immeasurable 
world, 

Attam the wise indifference of the wise , 

And after Autumn past — ^if left to pass 

His autumn into seeming-leafless days — 

Draw toward the long frost and longest 
mght. 

Wearing his wisdom lightly, like the 
fhnt 

Which in our winter vvoodlana looks a 
flower ^ 

' The fnnl of the Spindle tree {Euonftitut 



Bo^nrcEA 


241 


EXPERIMENTS. 

B04DICEA. 

^ nils ’he sho’s ti Monr these Xeroniar l<^onanes 
B«r-t >ind hrol e the g-ove end el.er the Dru?d ard Dru-oess, 
r-.’ in 'he Ens* BoelicC-., «tend>ng lohflv cnano'ed, 

^^e^' e-’ ! m.'f’dcn'ng ml ihv heard ncr m her herce volubil’ty, 

Girt h^Jf the tr^^ss c*' I5'’*a»n, ce-r the colony Cainulodane. 

Veil d and ehrek d l-etwce" her deegVers o’er a wild confederacy 

’ They th-t ceem the tntJes ird cell us Britain’s batbarojs pcpniacas 
Did the} her* -re, noeld thei 1 s*cn. dta they puy ire supplicating’ ' 
Shall I heed ’hem n tnsir ergu’sh’ '’'all I b-ook .0 be suppheatM ? 
Hct Ice-'en, C'‘licuch’aai'u:, hc-r Cortanim, Tn'^obent ’ 

Mrs* the t.’.cr raven rg eagle's beak *na talon -nmb la.e us’ 

Tear tl e rob'e heart Bn air leaie it gc"!v ouivenng’ 

11’ rk an ar>stieT, Cn a n'« raven ' bark arc blacken mrumerable, 

B’acl en loan I 'he Rc^’m camon, make the carcase a skeleton, 

Kite and »v«h<tl no’fan-t v\oi'"kin from the wlacmess wallow in it, 

T ill *ha f’ce of Bel be orghten d Taianis I’e prop" ated 
Lo t*’; r ca'orj balf-LCiknued ’ lo the-r colonv, Canmloaune ’ 

There 'he hon^co' Rcmn rosjen. neck '* a ba’Daroue adversary 
There 'tic hive rf Ro'^an liars worswp an eniperor»iaiOt, 

Sarh IS Ro*”?, and th's her dei'j hear il, Spirit of Cassivelajn ’ 

‘Ilea" 'h Go’s ’ J e God* aav'e beard it, O Icenrn, O Contanian I 
Doibl TO' jc ‘*’e Gods have •’H'-.vcrd, CntitJchl-mar TnrobanL 
Tbe>e have told us all .ncir anger in rnir’Cj2o_s u’terances, 

Thun'ier, a fprg nre n heaven, a nsui-i-r heard 'cnally 
Phantom sound o' Vo vs demean i.rg, moan o'" an corny n^ssacred, 
r'lertom wai'I of women Td cnildrtn, rrultitudincas agonies 
BIoo'’dy .low n .be T’KiOta rolling phantom bodies of horses ’nd men ; 
Then a p’lan'om co’onv smoulder d on the refi ent estuary ; 

Lasitj V oncer ^ts'er-oen, s_ldenlj g'dcily to'tenag — 

There was one who watch’d ard told ine-^own their status of Mclorj fell 
1.0 their precious Roman bandir^g, lo the colonv Camalodune, 

'^h-’ll T e'tcacb u a Renan lesson ? sh-il wc care to bs p uful ? 

Shall we deal wlh it as m infant ? sh’Il we dandle it amorously ? 

• IJea'' Iceman, Ca act cnianian hear Contanian, Trinobant I 
While I reven alioul the forest, long an I bitterly rieaitaang. 

There I beard tbem in the darkness, at ibe mysiical ceremony, 

Looselj robed m fijnrg raliren', sang the terrible propbeteses, 

“ Fear no', i«le of bloonng woodland, isle of silvety parapets I 
Tho’ the Roman eagle sbadew thee, tho’ the gathering enemv munrow thee, 
Thoa shall w’v and he shall dwmdle, Uioa shall be the mtghfr ore yet 5 
Time the liberty, Uune the glory, thine the deeds to be celebialed, 

T ^ 


boAdicea 


Thine the mynad rolling ocean, light and shadow ilhmilnhle, 

Thine the lands of lasting summer, many blossoming Paradises, 

Thine the North 'ind thine the South and thine the bittle thunder of God, 
So they chanted how shall Bntain light upon auguncs happier? 

So they chanted in the darkness, and there cometh a xaclory now 


‘ Hear Iceman, Catieuchlanian, hear Coritanian, Trinobanl I 
Me the wafe of rich Prasutagus, me the loser of liberty. 

Me they seized and me they tortured, me they lash'd and humiliated, 

Me the sport of nbald Veterans, mine of ruffian Molators * 

See they sit, they hide their faces, miserable m ignominy • 

Wherefore in me bums an anger, not by blood to be satiated 
Lo the palaces and the temple, lo the colony Camulodune » 

There th^ ruled, and thence they wasted all the flounshmg terntory, 
Thither at their will they baled the yellow ringleted Bntoness — 

Bloodily, bloodily fall the battle axe, unexhausted, inexorable 
Shout Iceman, Catieuchlanian, shout Contanian, Tnnobant, 

Till the victim hear within and yearn to hurry precipitously 

Like the leaf in a roaring whirlwind, like the smoke in a hurricane whirl'd 

Lo the colony, there they noted m the taty of Cunobellne 1 

There they drank in cups of emerald, there at tables of ebony lay. 

Rolling on their purple couches m their tender effeminacy 

There they dwelt and there they noted , there — there — they dwell no more. 

Burst the gates, and bum the palaces, break the works of the statuary, 

Take the hoaiy Roman head and shatter it, hold it abominable, 

Cut the Roman boy to pieces in his lust and voluptuousness, 

Lash the maiden into swooning, roe they lash’d and humiliated, 

Chop the breasts from off the mother, dash the brains of the little one out, 
Up my Bntons, on my chanot, on my chargers, trample them under us ’ 


So the Queen Boadicea, standing loftily’ chanoted, 

Brandishing in her hand a oart and rolling glances lioness-like. 

Yell’d and shriek’d between her daughters in her fierce volubility 
Till her people all around the royal chanot agitated, 

Madly dash’d the darts together, writhing baibarous lineaments. 

Made the noise of frosty woodlands, when tliey shiver in January, 

Roar’d as when the roanng breakere boom and blanch on the precipices, 

Yell d as when the winds of wmter tear an oak on a promontory 

So the Silent colony hearing her tumultuous adversaries 

C^h ffie darts and on the buckler beat w itli rapid unanimous hand. 

Thought on all her evU tyrannies, all her pitiless avance, 

Till she felt the heart within her fall and flutter tremulously. 

Then her pulses at the clamounng of her enemy fainted awav 
Out of enl evil flounshes, out of tyranny tyranny buds 
Kan the land with Roman slaughter, multitudmous aeomes 

matron, many a valorous legionary. 

Fell the colony, aty, and citadel. London, Vemlam, Cdm^dne. 
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IN QUANTITY 

ON TRANSLATIONS OF HOMER 

Hexameters and Pentameters 

These lame hexamcteis the strong-TOng’d music of Homer ! 

No — ^but a most burlesque barbarous expenment 
When was a harsher sound ever heard, ye Muses, in England? 

When did a frog coarser croak upon our Helicon ? 
Hexameters no worse than danng Germany gave us, 

Barbarous experiment, barbarous hexameters 


MI^ON 
A Rates 

O MIGHTY- mouth’d inventor of har- 
monics, 

Q skill’d to sing of Time or Etemitj, 
J>rgan-voice of England, 
Milton, a name to resound for ages , 
^^^^ose Titan angels, Gabriel, Abdiel, 
Start’d from J ehovah’s gorgeousarmounes, 
Tower, as the deep-domed empyrean 
Rings to the roar of an angel onset — 
Me rather all that bowery loneliness. 

The brooks of Eden mazily murmurmg, 
And bloom profuse and cedar arches 
Charm, as a wanderer out m ocean, 
Where some refulgent sunset of India 
Streams o’er a nch ambrosial ocean isle, 
And crimson -hued the stately palm- 
woods 

Whisper in odorous heights of even 

Hendecasyllabus 

O YOU chorus of indolent reviewers. 
Irresponsible, indolent reviewers. 

Look, I come to the test, a tiny poem 
All composed in a metre of CatuUus, 

All in quantity, carefiil of my motion, 
Like the skater on ice that hardly bears 
him. 

Lest I fall unawares before the people, 
Wakmg laughter in indolent reviewers 
Should I flounder awhile without a tumble 
Thro’ this metnfication of Catullus, 

They should speak to me not without a 
welcome, 


All that chorus of indolent reviewers 
Hard, hard, hard is it, only not to tumble. 
So fantasti^ is the damty metre 
Wherefore shght me not wholly, nor 
believe me 

Too presumptuous, indolent review'ers 
O blatant Magazines, regard me rather — 
Smee I blush to belaud myself a mo- 
ment — 

As some rare httle rose, a piece of inmost 
Horticultural art, or half coquette-hke 
Maiden, not to be greeted unbenignly 

SPECIMEN OF A TRANSLA- 
TION OF THE ILIAD IN 
BLANK VERSE 

So Hector spake , the Trojans roar’d 
applause , 

Then loosed their sweating horses from 
the yoke. 

And each beside his chanot bound his 
oivn , 

And oxen from the city, and goodly sheep 
In haste they drove, and honej -hearted 
wine 

And bread from out the houses brought, 
and heap’d 

Their firewood, and the winds from off 
the plain 

Roll’d the nch vapour far into the heaven 
And these all night upon the bndge^ of 
war 

Sat glorying, many a fire before them 
blazed 


1 Or, 
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As •Rlien in heaven the stars about the 
moon 

Look beautiful, when all the uinds ate 
laid. 

And every height comes out, md jutting 
peak 

And valley, and the immeasurable hea\ ens 

Break open to their highest, and all the 
stats 

Shine, and the Shepherd gladdens in his 
heart 




So man} a fire between the ships and 
stream 

Of Xanthus blazed before the tovras o! 
Tro}, 

A thousand on the plain , and dose I7 
each 

Sat fift} in the blaze of burning fire ; 

And eating boat} grain and pulse the 
steeds, 

Fixt b} their cars, waited the golden 
dawn Jltad viil 542 $6* 


THE WINDOW, 


OR, THE SONG OF THE WRENS. 

"guested me to tmte a little sonB^^clc, German fashion, for bin le 
'‘'i S'nxess'ul in setting such old songs ns ‘ Oiphens withhu 
that It can iT** M him, partlj in the old stjle, a puppet, uhosc almost onlj rocnl is, perhaps, 
lo^ner,^' 11° ^ r*. instrument. I nm sorry that m> four-iear old puppet shoaM 

sbndow of these dajs but the music is nol completcdrand I a» 

Ptcen Ur, 187a . „ 

THE WINDOW Tznn-vsos 


ON THE KILL 

The lights and shadows fly ' 

Yonder it brightens and darkens doi 
on the plam 

A jewel, a jewel dear to a love* ev 
Oh is It the brook, or a pool, or 1 
window pane, 

WTien the avmds are up m t 
morning ? 

Clouds that are racing above. 

And wnnds and lights and shadows tl 
cannot be sbll, 

All running on one way to the hoi 
of my love, 

You are all runnmg on, and I stand 
the slope of the hill. 

And the winds areup in themomir 

Follow, follow the chase 1 
And my thoughu are as quick and 
quick, ever on, on, on 

O lights are }ou flying over her sw 
little face? 


And my heart is there before }OU art 
come, and gone, 

When the winds are up in the 
morning * 

Follow them down the slope 1 
And I follow them down to the vvundow 
pane of my dear. 

And It brightens and darkens and 
bnghtens like my hope, 

And It darkens and bnghtens and darkens 
like my fear. 

And the wands are np in the 
morning 

AT THE V\ INDOW 

Vine, ^ne and eglantine, 

Uasp her window, trail and twine 1 
Kose, rose and clematis. 

Trad md twine and clasp and kiss, 

and drop me a flower. 

Drop roe a flower ' 
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Mre, 1 me ara egl^nMnc, 

Cannot •» flower, a dowtr, be mire'’ 
Rose, rose '■nd cRtnaiic, 

Drop we a fewer, a fover, to kt«s, 
KL<tv, kis-. — ana oat of her bower 
\!1 of fiowtts, a tlowcr, a flower 
Dr opt, a flower 

CONE, 

float ’ 

Gone, til! I'tic end ibc year, 

Gone, "rd the 1 "hi qon^ wnth htr, "nd 
left irc m e!>*aow here * 

Gone — flilterl -w''j, 

Tal ui the s'-’is from tlie wg^t ard the 
aun from the da) ! 

Gone, and a cIonh m m> liearl, aad a 
«*om in the air • 

Hown to the cast o- the west, flitted I 
know not whcri, ' 

Down in tlie soalli is a flash and *• groan r 
she IS il’trc ’ she is lliert ’ 

WINTER 

The frost IS here, 

-Vnd fuel is dear, 

And woods arc scar. 

And fires bum clcrr. 

And frost is here 

And has bitten the httl of the going } car 

Rite, frost, bite • 

"^'ou roll up aw •’) from the light 
ITie blue woo'l-Ioust, and the plump 
dormouse, 

And the frees are still’d, and tlie flics are 
1 dl’d. 

And )on bite far into tlic heart of the 
house. 

But not into nunc 

Bite, frost, bite ’ 

The woods are all tiic serrer, 

The fnel is all the duarer, 

The fires are all the clearer, 

Mj spnng IS all the nearer, 

You base bitten into the heart of the 
earth. 

But not into mine 


SPRING 

Birds’ lose and, birds’ soag 
Fl)-mg hero and there, 

Birds’ song and birds’ lose, 

And jon wi^h gold for hair * 

Birds* song and birds’ lose, 

Passing watfa the weather, 

Men’s song and men’s love. 

To lo\e once and for e\er 

Men’s Io\ e and birds’ love, 

And women’s lo\e and men’s ' 
j And \oa m) wren with a crown of goldj 
You m) queen of the wrens ! 

You the queen of the wrens — 

Wc’l! be birds of a feather, 

I’ll be King of the Queen of the WTcns, 
And all in " nest together 

THE LETTER 

MTierc is ano’lier sivcet as my sweet, 
Fine of the fine, and shj of the sh) ? 
Fine little hands, fine little feet — 

Dew) blue e>e. 

Shall I wntc to her? shall I go? 

Ask her to mari) me b) and by ? 
Somebod) said that she’d say no ; 
Somebod) knows that she’ll sa) ay ' 

A) or no, if ask’d to her face ’ 

A) or no, from sh) of the sh) ’ 

Go, htllc letter, apace, apace, 

> 

FI) to the light in the aallc) below — 
Tell m) wash to her dewy blue eye : 
Somebod) said that she’d say no ; 
Somebod) knows that she’ll say ay ' 

NO ANSWER. 

The mist and the ram, the mist and the 
rami 

Is it a) or no? is it ay or no? 

And never a ghmpse of her wandow pane ! 

And I may die but the grass wall grow, 
And the grass will grow when I am gone, 
And the wet west wand and the world 
wall go on 

A) is the song of the wedded qiheies, 

{ No is trouble and doud and storm, 
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Ay IS life for a hundred years, 

No vnll push me down to the worm, 
And when I am there and dead and gone. 
The wet west wind and the world will 
go on 

The wind and the wet, the wind and the 
wet I 

Wet west wind how you blow, you 
blow ' 

And never a hne from my lady jet ' 

Is It ay or no ? is it ay or no ? 

Blow then, blow, and when I am gone. 
The wet west wmd and the world may 
go on 


NO ANSWER 

Winds are loud and you are dumb. 
Take my love, for love will come. 
Love will come but once a life 
Wmds are loud and wmds will pass • 
Spring IS here with leaf and grass 
Take my love and be my wife 
After-loves of maids and men 
Are but dainUes drest again 
Love me now, you’ll love me then 
Love can love but once a life 


THE ANSWER 
Two httle hands that meet, 

Claspt on her seal, my sweet 1 
Must I take you and break you, 
Two htUe hands that meet? 

I must take you, and break you, 
^d loving hands must part — 
fake, take — ^break, break— 
BreaWyou jnay break my heart 

faint heart never won 

Break, break, and aU’s done. 


Look, look, how he flits. 

The fire-crown’d king of the wTcns, 
from out of the pine 1 
Look how they tumble the blossom, the 
mad little tits 1 

‘ Cuck-oo* Cuck-oo 1 ’ was ever a May 
so fine ? 

Why? 

For It’s easy to find a rhyme. 

O merry the linnet and dove, 

And swallow and sparrow and throstli^ 
and have jour desire ' 

O merry my heart, jou have gotten the 
wings of love. 

And flit like the king of the wrens with 
a crown of fire 

my? 

For It’s ay aj, ay ay 
WHEN 

Sun comes, moon comes, 

Time slips away 

Sun sets, moon sets. 

Love, fix a day, 

‘ A year hence, a year hence ’ 

‘ We shall both be gray ’ 

' A month hence, a month hcncc. 
‘Far, far away ’ 

‘ A week hence, a week hence ’ 

‘ Ah, the long delay ’ 

‘ Wait a little, wait a little, 

You shall fix a day ’ 

love, to-morrow, 

And that’s an age away ' 

Blaze upon her wandow, sun. 

And honour all tlie day 


Be merry, all birds, to-day, 
merry before, 

Ke^erry mheaven, O larks, and faraway 
Why? 

for ifs easy to find a rhyme 




marriage morning 
Light, so low upon earth, 

You send a flash to the sun 
golden close of love, 

AJl my wooing is done 

Ifj ® "’oods and the meadows, 

"I'cre we hid from the wet, 

Stiles where we stay’d to be kind. 

Meadows m which we met 1 



i.v 


I 'fh*, ■'v> 1 tr t’ie \a1c 
\«a {■»"^’i ***^i ljf>hien sfu, 

1 nr j! i '•? '1 >_' mcnsing of Jovf, 

AriS %cn; ^tc j n'omn}» «i»-“r 
I 'rr CO 'tri I conic, 

T}} r.jc^Iw ar.a Mile ..pit lo^xl, 

O'u \ f I 'err sp'j i.tj ejes a~i5 nt^ lumt, 
Iwo Mj I c'lt -) 4 laj Wo--) 1 


Ilcnrt, nro jou great enough 
Frt’f a lo\e tint never tires? 

O heart, are jott great enough for love? 

I have heard of thonis and briers. 
Over the thorns and bners 
Over the meadows and sides, 

Over the world to the end of it 
1*1 i>b fora million miles 


E MORI AM A. H. 

I » T % \ * f t * 


iron of Ool, imrioital l.o.c, 
^Wt vn vv., ih>t have rot Seen ih} 
f'CC, 

l.y ''ai'’i. and faith alorc, cnibnce, 
IJilnving v.heie we c" ^'’oi prove; 


'11 ii <i 3»c *hevc ofV" of hgnt ,r.d shade , 
Tl.rra maik" 1- k in ro 'n -iid bnitc , 
T. O'- av* del Death; r-dlo, tly foot 
Is Oil the shell winch ihoa hast n’de 


OUtl MDCCCWXItt - f 'i 

< f r-i' ^ ^ 

d 1.0. c, B .* vaster We arc fools and slight ; 
t Seen ill} We mock thee when we do not fear 

But hup lh> foolish ones to bear , 
cnibnce, Help thy vnn worlds to bear thy light 
rv e ; r^e • ^ 

Toigivc vvlrt seem'd mv sm_Ha , 

r.d shade, \Mnt scemd mj worth since I 

"i.d bnitc, began ;c ” <*^- 1 .,-^; 

lo, tin foot b or merit lives from man. to man, , c 


TliOJ vvdt ),o* leave us in ll c dust 

Tluju matlftil .nan, he I nows not 
wh}. 

Hi. thinLs be was int mrvie lo die , 

. And thou hast made him thou art just 

* t 

Tl'^oj scemc-sf hon’ii rnd dame, 

'1‘hc hip 'cst, bolus' manhood, thou | 
Our wdl" aic oars, we know not | 
how , 

Our Wills are cir'', to make them thine 

'' *-w 1 *' V 

I day ; - 

• ih'y have their day and cease lo lx 
t 1 hey are hut broken lights of thcv, 
AtkI iho'J, O Lord, art more than tlicj 

We have Iwl faith . we cannot know ; 

For knowledge is of things we see , 
And y el vv c trust it comes from thee, 

V l«am in d’tbncvs . let it grow 

Let knowledge grow from more to more. 
But more of reverence in us dwell , 
That mind and soul, according v ell, 

I May make one music as befor e, , 


for merit lives irom marun-miui, , c 
And not from manj,0 Lord, tomeef / fj 

<- r 

' Forgive mj gnef for one removed,' 

Thj creature, whom 1 found so fair, 

I trust he lives in tlfice, and there _<y/ 
I finvThim worthier to be loved 

I 

Forgive Ihc'c wild and wandering cries, ^ 
ConfusionK of a « asted joulh , ' 

Forgive them where llic} ful jm tnilli, 
And in thy wisdom make me wise / 

, ' "1849"'' 

11 Ft D It tnilli, with him who sings 
To one clear harp in divers tones, 
That men mayrisconstgiping-stoncs 
Of thtir dead selves lo higher things h'' • 

But who shall so forecast the years '' < 
And find m loss a gam to match ? 

Or reach a hand thro’ time to catch 
1 he far-off interest of tears ? ^ ^ 

Let Lov e clasp Grief lest both be drown’d, ) ^ 


To dance wthjlealh, to beat the ground, 
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i L**^**^ j ^ y ' ^ t • 

, Than that the victor Hours should ■:com 
The long rcsjdl'of lose, and boast, 

*■ ' * Bchlold the man Ihil los cd •< nd lost. 

But all he nas IS oscrwotn ’ 

' n 

Old Yew, which gnspcsl at the stones 
That name the under Ijing dud, 

^ Thj fibres net the dreamless head, 

' Thy roots are w npt about the bones 

Ihe seasons bring the flower again, 

. y" And bring tlic firstling to the flock , 
And in the dusk of thee, the clock 

Beats out the little Iiies of men ^ .<! 

fr\4 v*f 

O not for thee tne glow, the bloom,', 

' I- ^Vho changest not in anj gale^^^^.''^ 
Nor branding summer suns'a^ail '*■ 


Tojouch thy thousand ^ear^f gloom 

''And garing on thee, sullen tree, 
.^^■-^ Sick for thj stubborn hardihood, 

I Seem to fail from out mj blood'j 
And grow incorporate into Uieo 

V . 




. ( 
III 


' •'* *11 


iiu, 

f(-A 


^ b ^orrow, cruel fellowship, 

^ 0 Priestess in the aaults of Death, 

O ssickand biUfit in p.b'qath. 
What whispers from th> Ijing lipT^." < 

• s*>e whispers, 

1 ^ Aj^ IS wo\ n across the skj ; 'n. 
From out aiastc places comes a era , 
munnurs from the dyiSg sun ^ '■ 

. *'/ V 1* f e n 

phantom, Nature, stands— 
« ith all the music in her tone, 

^ A hollow echo of m^'owii,— 

^A hollow form with emptj hands V'^t ' 

And sMll I take a ttung so blind, 

Embrace her as mj natural good , 
Or crush her, like a aace of blood 
Upon the threshold of the mind ? 

ro bleep I »} powers aaiay , 

3 Mj will IS bondsman to tlie da^, " 

“ And L ^^'"'’ess bark. 

And wi^ my heart I muse and say / 

A" y \ Mj 


O heart, how fares it a-ilh thee now, 
That thou should'sl fail from ihv 
desire, ^ 

Wlio scarcely daresl to inquire, 
‘What IS It makcTi me bca* so low 7' 

Something it is a. Inch thou hast lost, 
Some pleasure front thine early j cars 
Break, thou I’ecp aasc o'" chilling 
tcarc, 

lhal gntf hath slrl en into frost I 

Such clouds of namclcs'i trouble cross 
All night below the darl en*d ejes. 
With morning w,al u. the a ill, and 

• cric^ 

* Tho'i shall no' Iw. the foi 1 of loss ' 

f ^ 


I sometimes hold it half a sin 

To put in words the grief I feel, 
Vor _words. lik e Nature, Jialf rffkoij. 

1| And half conceal tin. Soul within 

I - ^ M 

But, for the unquiet heart and brain, 

A ii«e in mcisurcd langu’^c lies , 
llie sad mtchanic eatrcise, 

Like dull narcotics, numbing pain 

In aaords, like aaceds m wraj> me o’er, 
Uikc coarsest clothes against the 

f * cold 

^ But that large grief which Uicsc 
’ enfold 

Is giacn in outline and no inure 


jy* ft f 

Other friends remain,’ < 


One w nits, that 

Tjiat ‘Loss 15 common to the race’ 


And common is Uic commonplace,^ 
And aacant chaff well meant for grain 

That loss IS common aaould not make 
Mj own less bitter, mtlicr more. 
Too common • Neaer morning a\ ore 
lo caening, but some heart did break 

O father, wheresoe’er thou be, 

■\Vho plcdgest now thy gallant sonj 
M .V ^^'3 draught be done, 

th still d the hfe that beat from thee. 
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O mother, praying God mil save 

Th} sailor, — wlulc thy head is 
bow’d. 

Ills hcaiy-sholted hammock-shroud 
Drops in his vast and wandering tn:a\e 

Ye know' no more than I who wrought 
At that last hour to please him well , 
Who mused on all I had to tell, 
i\nd something written, something 
thought , 

Expecting still his ad\ ent home , 

And eier met him on his way 
With washes, thinking, * here to daj 
Or ‘ here to morrow' will he come ’ 

O somewhere, meek, unconscious do\e, 
That sittesl ranging golden hair , 
And glad to find thyself so lau^ 

Poor child, that w.aitest for thy love ' 


A hand that can be clasp’d no more — 
Behold me, for I cannot sleep. 

And like a-guilty thing I creep 

At earliest morning to the dooi. 

lie is not here , but far aw'av ^ 

The noise ol life begins again. 

And ghastly thro’ the 4,n^^}5B raiH" 

On the bald street breaks the blank ^ay 

VIII 

A happy lover who has come 

To look on hei that loves him well. 
Who ’lights and rings the gatewav 
bell, 

And learns her gone and far from home , 

He saddens, all the magic hght 

Dies off at once from bow er and hall. 
And all the place is dark, and all 

The chambers emptied of delight 


For now her father’s chimney glows 
In expectation of a guest , 

And thinking * this wU please him 
best,’ 

She takes a riband or a rose , 

For he w-ill see them on to-night , 

And with the thought her colour 
bums. 

And, having left the glass, she turns 
Once more to set a nnglet right ; 


And, cien when she turn’d, the curse 
Had fallen, and her future Lord 
W-is drown’d in passing thro’ the 


ford, 

Or kill’d in falling from Ins horse 

O wh'it to her shall be the end ? 

And w’hat to me remains of good ? 
To her, perpetual maidenhood, 
And unto me no second friend 



^.vii — 

Dark house, by wlimhonce more I stand 
Here m the long unlovely street, 
Doors, Inhere my heart was used to 
beat 

So quickly, waiting for a hand, 


So find I eiciy pleAS^nt spot 

In which we two were wont to meet, 
The field, the cliambcr and the sti cct, 
For all IS dark wherv thou art not 

Yet as that othei, wandering there 
In those deserted walks, may find 
A flow’cr beat w'llh rain and wind, 
Which once she foster’d up with care , 


So seems it in my deep regret, 

O my forsaken heart, with thee 
And this poor flower of poesy ' 
Which little cared for fades not yet 


But since it pleased a vanish’d eye, 1 
I go to plant jt on his tomb, • 
That if It can it t^r e.mnv b looL . 
Or dying, there at leastinay die , 

Fair ship, that from the Italian shore 
Sailest the placid ocean-plains 
With my lost Arthur’s lo\ ed remains, 
Spread thy full wings, and iraft him o’er 


So draw him home to those that mourn 
In vmn , a favourable speed 
Ruffle thy mirror’d mast, and lead 
Thro’ prosperous floods his holy um. 
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All night no ruder air perplex 

Th> shdingkeel, till Phosphor, bnght 
As our pure lo\e, thro’ early light 
Shall glimmer on the dewy decks 
' 

.Spherd all ^our hghts arou nd , aboie , 

X ""Sleep, gentle hea\en5, bglbre the 
prow, 

Sleep, gentle w inds, as he sleeps now, 
My fnend, the brother of my lo^e , 

My Arthur, whom I shall not see \ 

D (ij*- fill all my wi dow d race b e run ,\ j 
jyjr' Dear as the mother to the son, j 
More than my brothers are to me ( 


I hear the noise about thy keel , 

I hear the bell struck in the night 
I see the cabin a^andow bnght , 

I see the sailor at the wheel 

Thou bnng’st the sailor to his wnfe. 

And traa ell’d men from foreign lands , 
And letters unto trembling hands , 
And, thy dark freight, a aanish’d hfe 

So bring him we ha\e idle dreams 

To rest beneath the clover sod. 

That takes the sunshine and the rams, 
Or w here the kneeling hamlet drains 
The chalic e of the grapes of God , 

Than if with thee the roaring wells 
Shouldgulfhimfathom deepinbnne 
And hands so often clasp’d in mine’ 
Should toss avith tangle and with shells 

XI 

Calm IS the mom wnthout a sound, 

&lm as to suit a calmer grief, 

And onl> thro’ the faded leaf 
rhe chestnut pattenng to the ground 

Calm and deep peace on this high wold. 
And on these dews that drenclTt^ 
furee, 

silveiy gossamers 
That twinkle into green and gold 


Calm and still light on yon great plain 
That sweeps witli all its autumn 
bowers. 

And crowded farms and lessenmg 
towers. 

To mingle with the bounding mam . 

Calm and deep peace in this wide air. 
These leaves that r edden to the fall, 
And m my heart, if calm at all, 
r If any calm, a calm despair 

Calm on the seas, and silver sleep. 

And waves that sway themselves m 
rest, 

And dead calm m that noble breast 

^^’hlch heaves but with the heaving deep 


Lo, as a dove when up she springs 

To bear thro’ Heaven a tale of woe. 
Some dolorous message knit below 
The wild pulsation of her wings , 

Like her I go , I cannot slay , 

I leave this mortal ark behind, 

A weight of nerves without a mind. 
And leave the cliffs, and haste away 

O’er ocean-mirrors rounded large, 

And reach the glow of southern skies. 
And see the sails at distance rise. 
And linger weeping on the marge, 

And sapng , ‘ Comes he tlius, my fnend! 
Is this the end of all my care?’ 

And circle moaning in the air 
‘ Is this the end ? Is this the end ?’ 

And forward dart again, and play 
About the prow, and back return 
To where »he body sits, and learn 
That I have been an hour away. 


Tears of the widower, when he sees 
A late-lost form that sleep reveals. 
And moves his doubtful arms, ani 
feels 

Her place is empty, fall like these , 
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Which weep i loss for ever new, 

A \ Old where heart on heart reposed , 
And, Mhere i\arni hands have prcst 
and closed, 

Silence, till I be silent too 

Which weep the comrade of my choice, 
An nnful thought, a life remoied, 
Tlie human-hearted man I loved, 

A Spirit, not a breathing \oice 

Come Time, and ft»nrh mo, m nny, years, 
i donot suffer n drt».-tm 
Xor now so strange dn -these thinm 
seem, 

hlme eyes have leisure for their tears . 

Mj fancies time to rise on wing, 

And glance about the approaching 
sails. 

As tho’ thej brought but merchants’ 
bales. 

And not the burthen that they bring 

If one should bring me this report. 

That thou hadst touch’d the land 


And standing, muffled round with w'oe. 
Should see thy passengers in rank 
Come sleppmg lightly down the 
plank. 

And beckoning unto those they know , 

And if along with these should come 
The man I held as half-divine , 
Should strike a sudden hand in mine. 

And ask a thousand things of home , 

And I should tell him all my pain, 

And how my life had droop’d of late. 
And he should sorrow o’er my state 

And marvel what possess’d my brain , 

And I perceived no touch of change. 

No hint of death m all his frame. 
But found him all in all the same, 

1 should not feel it to be strange 


\\ 

To-night the mnds begin to rise 

And roar from )’onder dropping day 
The last red leaf is whirl'd away. 
The rooks are blown about the skies , 

The forest crack’d, the waters curld. 
The cattle huddled on the lea , 

And waldly dash’d on tow er and tree 
The sunbeam stnkes along the world . 

And but for fancies, which aier 

That all thy motions gently pass 
Athwart a plane of molten glass, 

I scarce could brook the strain and stir 

ITiat makes the barren branches loud , 
And but for fear it is not so. 

The wild unrest that lives in woe 
Would dote and pore on jonder cloud 

That rises upward alwaj’s higher. 

And onw ard drags a labouring breast, 
And topples round the dreary west, 
A looming bastion fringed with hre 

KVI 

at w ords are these have fall’n from me? 
Can calm despair and wild unrest 
Be tenants of a single breast. 

Or sorrow such a changeling be ? 

Or doth she only seem to take 

The touch of change in calm or storm , 
But know s no more of tiar^ept form 
In her deep self, than some dead lake 

That holds the shadow of a lark 

Hung in the shadow of a heaven ^ 

Or has the shock, so harshly given. 
Confused me like the unhappy bark 

That stnkes ly night a craggy shelf. 

And staggers blindly ere she sink ? 
And stuou^d me from my power to 
think 

And all my knowledge of myself , 

And made me that delmous man 
Whose fancy fuses old and new, 

And flashes into false and true, 

And mmgics all without a plan ? 


to-daj, 

And I w ent down unto the lg.ayj 
And found thee lying in the port , 


M, 
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XIX. 


Thou comesl, much w cpt for ach x nrcc/c 
Compell’d thy canvas, and m) prxjer 
Was TS the whisjicr of an air 
'lo brexthe thee over 1oncl> sexs 

For I >n spirit sxvv thee move 

Thro’ circles of the bounding sb j , 
Week after week the dxjs go bj 
Come quick, thou bringcst all 1 lov<. 


Henceforth, wherever thou inxj'st roam, 
My blessing, like a line of ligni, 

Is on the waters da} and night. 
And like a lieacon giaitds thee home 


So ma} whatever tempest mare 

Slid ocean, spare thee, sacred bark , 
And balmy drops in summer dark 
Slide from the bosom of the stars 

So kind an odice hath been done. 

Such precious relics brought b> thee , 
The dust of him I shall not sec 
I ill all my widow d race be run 

win 

Tis well , ’tis something , we ma} stand 
Where he in English earth is laid. 
And from his ashes ma} be made 
The violet of his native land 

’Tis little , but It looks in Uuth 

As if the quiet bones w ere blest 
Among familiar names to rest 
And in the places of his }oulh 


Come then pure hands, and bear the head 
A hat sleeps or \\ cars the mask of sleep, 
come, whatever loves to weep, 
heat the ntual of the dead 


And 


^ ** if this might be, 

w on Ins faithful heart, 

Tb^ If tbro’his bps imp-i 

The hfe that almost dies m me , 

That dure not. but endures vvath pain, 
Md slowly forms the firmer mind 

The llTTf ““ot find 

The words that are not heard again. 


lliL D-mtlie lo the Severn gave 

The datken’d heart that beat nc 
mure , 

The} laid him li}’ the ])lcasant tlioic, 
And in the hearing of the wave 

There twice a d?} the Severn fills , 

Tin. vail sca-vv ater pa.srca b} , 

•And liusbc' half tli 2 babbling W}a., 
And luakcii a silence in the hills 

The W}c IS hush’d not moved along, 
And hush’d in} deepest gnef of all, 
Witn fill’d with tears that cannot 
fall, 

I brim w iih vorro v drovv ning song 

Tlic tide flows down, the wave again 
Is vocal m its woodcvl walls; 

M} deeper anguish also falls, 

And I can speak ? little then. 


- \x 

Fhc lesser gnefs that may be said, 

That breathe a thousand Icndct 
vows, 

.Arc but as servants in a house 
W here lies the master newly dead ; 

Wlio speak their feeling as it is, 

And weep the fulness from the 
mind 

‘It will lie hard,’ the} sa}, ‘to find 
Another service such as this ’ 


My lighter moods arc like to these. 
That out of words a comfort win , 
Hut there are other gnefs within, 
And tears that at their fountain freeze ; 


For b} the hearth the children sit 

Cold in that atmosphere of Death, 
Arid scarce endure to draw the 
breath. 

Or hke to noiseless phantoms flit 


But open converse is there none, 

So mucli the vital spints smk 
, TT vacant chaw, and think, 

0 % good I how kind ! and he is gone ' 


liV 


1 *,ni; to } >*t ;• test' ^■v^lou, 

,\r 1, <t iCc:’ rojin? tneu ,\c, 

I i' {h*; pri'^r- o.'tnc pnic. 

'hem t'tjvs \vlj«to to Llow 

j Htc tts>\r’'cr I rv^ •me ttew u"5 lJun, 

A' ni t MO li hlj \mU 1r <i'.'k 
* Ti,*^ frt o \ V o iW 1 nl c wcil%m '•■; 
wc'k, 

A‘’(J ncK tl " v-Aen lu-tti of iren ’ 


AnrtH< r *>r«\ xer, ‘ 1 e ' lio, 

to ■'r iv.'* {'afRle of i •u.v 
}-" s~h •r » tic n t\ { >nn 
.Tlte I ibM A n»-j~u> <■» ivitticV 

A thiol r « toth , this t.i t oi*r 
}'cr I ♦>% ic 


4 


mircn 'b 'tr, 
}&: Tborc "mi r on? 1) l iro.iIc' 


j* j 

Tlie rlniTv~^bTi thn oc- of civil NCt ? / 1 

‘ A ’imc to ‘.chen 'm 1 la <i\ o'”', 

W cn St-cjiri. n hit inns 

To ffti from work! to ..orli , nml 
cb-»w 

Her 'terv! ftom the htosl moon?’ 


Bi't wnert. ilu 

1 ------ Cl ■ ■ 

To vHnl Uk lifth auUitnnal slope, 
A>t A\t <lc'!Ccnile<l following Hope, 
Ihitc '-t the Slndow fcir’dof man , 

Who broke our fair companionship. 

And '■pread his mantle dark and 
cold, 

And w rapt thee formless m the fold, 
And dull d the tnunntir on thj liji, 

\nd bore thee w here I could not see 
Nor follow, tho’ I walk m haste, 
And thinl , that somewhi-re in the 
w asie 

Tilt Shadow sits and w aits for me. 


will 


c newr Vn< V «ht ^acrot tiest 
do b It «■! n: htcamt 1 inns' . 
ij>c 1 lit Vht linnets mg j j 


ISchohi. }T "H idle ihng 

newr ln< V «ht ^aertd dust 

J-tla. 

j\nti pi{>e 

ind one » gl'’d ; her rrtc is gaj, 

1 or 1 ov her htilt o ics ha\e r'ligcil , 
And one is ‘-ail litr note is cliangcd, 
Ilttau‘.c her Iroo-I r stol’n awaj 

wit. 

The irt'h hj which we twain did go, 
Which ltd by tracts that pleased us 
well, 

1 Iro’ fo.tr sv tet jtars aro-c and fell, 
I rom flow cr to flow tr, from snow to snow 

And we with singing chtcr’d the waj, 
And, crown’d with all the season 
lent, 

p'rom April on to April went. 

And glad at heart from M'ly to May 


Now , somctmic-s in my sorrow shut. 

Or brc.aking into song by fits, 
Alone, alone, to where he sits, 

The Shauo.i cloak’d from head to foot, 

Who keeps the keys of all the creeds, 

1 wander, often falling lamt. 

And looking hack to whence I came, 
Or on to where the pathway leads , 

And crying, How changed from where it 
ran 

Thro’ lands where not a leaf was 
dumb , 

Itut all the lasash hills w ould hum 
The iminmir of a happy Pan 

When each by tiinis w.as guide to t.ach, 
And 1 ancy light from Fancy caught, 
And Thought leapt out to wed with 
Thought 

Ere Thought could w cd itself w ith Speech , 

And all we met s\as fair and good. 

And all was good that Time could 
bring, 

And all the secret of the Spring 
Mosed in the chambers of the blood. 

And many an old philosophy' 

On Argivc heights divinely sang. 

And round us all the thicket rang 
To many a flute of Arcady 
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And was the day of my delight 
As pure and perfect is I sav ? 

The vcij source and fount of Day 
Is dash’d withwandenng isk- of night 

If all was good and fair we met, 

This earth had been the Taradise 
It ne\cr look’d to human eyes 
Since our first bun arose and set 

And IS It that the haze of grief 

Mai cs former gladness loom so 
great? 

The lowness of the present state, 

That sets the past in this relief? 

Or that the past will always win 
A glory from its hang far , 

And orb into the perfect star 
We saw not, when sse inoscd therein > 

XXV 

I know that this was Life, — the track 
Whereon with equal feet we fared , 
And then, ns nov , the day prepared 
The daily burden for the back 

But this It was that made me mo\c 
As light as carrier birds m air , 

I losed the weight I had to bear, 
Because it needed help of Love 

Nor could I weary, heart or limb. 

When mighty Lose would cleave in 
twain 

The lading of a single pain, 

And part it, giving half to him 

XXVI 

Still onw ard winds the dreary way , 

I with it , for I long to prove 
No lapse of moons can canker Love, 
Whatever fickle tongues may say 

And if that eye which watches guilt , 
And goodness, and hath power to 
see 

Withm the green the moulder’d tree, 
And towers fall’n as soon as built 


Oh, if indLcil that eye foresee 
Or sei. (in Him is no before) 

In more of lift true life no more 
And Love the indiffcrtncc to lie. 

Tlicn mi'dil I find, ert yet the mom 
Breaks hither over Indian seas, 

I hat Shade V waiting avalh the 
keys. 

To shroud me from my projicr scorn, 
WMI 

1 envy not in any moods 

Ihe captive void of noble rage, 

The linnet boni vv ilhin tht cage, 
That never 1 new the summer woods 

I envy not the beast that tal es 

Ills license in the field of time, 
Unfetter'd by the sense of crime, 

To whom a conscience nc\i.r wal cs , 

Nor, what may count itself *s blest, 

The hc"ti that never phghtcd troth 
But st ignalcs m the weeds of sloth* 
Nor any want begotten rest 

I hold It true, wh-'te’er liefall 

I feel It, when 1 sorrow most ; 

’Tis better to have loved and lost 
j Than ppver to have loved at alL 


• 

\ ■^wvm 


The time draws near the birth of Chnst 
The moon is hid • the night is still , 
The Christmas bolls from hill to hill 
Answer each other in the mist 

Four voices of four hamlets round, 

From far and near, on mead and 
moor. 

Swell out and fail, as if a door 
I Were shut between me and the sound 

Each voice four changes on Uie wand. 
That now dilate, and now' decrease, 
Peace and goodwill, goodwill and 
peace, 

Peace and goodwiU, to all mankind 
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This xcir I woke with jnin, 

1 ilmost wj^lid no irorc to wnkc, 
.\n<1 *h'’l u'i\ hold on lift w onld break 
Before I Ijtw) tlip'c hops 'ujain 


Tlien echo like our voices rang ; 

We sung, tho’ esavy c)e ms dim, 
A mciT) song we sang with him 
Last j car impetuously we sang 


Bft thej in, troublcil spmt rule. 

To'- the) coniroU’d mo when a bo) , 
The) bnrg n'C sorrow loiicird with 
jcu. 

The mtrt) merrj liells of Vult^ 


WIN 

W ith sucti coiiijiLihiig cu'c to gric\c 
As dally \occs ho''schctld peace. 
And ch'’i’'S -cg’Vt to liis decease. 
How dare v c I cep o’.r Chnslmas c\c , 

Which bnnrs no more a w olcome guest 
To c.anch the threshold of the night 
With shower'd largess of delight 
In dance and sorg ana game and jest ? 

Vet go, rrd while tne hollj boughs 
En'wmc the cold baptismal font, 
Make one wreath more for Use and 
W ont. 

That guard Uie jaortals of the hou'o , 

Old sisters of .a daj gone bj, 

Graj nurses, losing nothing new , 
Whj snould tlicj miss their jcarlj 
due 

Before thtir time ? 1 he) too will die 
\\\ 

With trembling fingers did we wc.aac 
Tilt holly round the Christmas 
hearth , 

A ram) cloud possess’d the earth, 
And sadlj fell our Christmas-evc 

At our old pastimes in the hall 

We gambol d, making a am pretence 
Of gladness, asith an awful sense 
Of one mute Shadow watching all 

I 

We paused • the wands were in the beech * 
We heard them sweep the v inter 
land ; 

And m a circle hand-m-hand 
Sat silent, looking each at cacli 


We ceased a gentler feeling crept 
Upon us surcl) rest is meet 
‘Thc) rest,’ we said, ‘their sleep is 
sweet,* 

And silence fbllow’M, and we wept 

Our \ Dices took a higher range ; 

Once more we sang ‘They do not 
die 

Nor lose their mortal s) mpathy. 

Nor change to us, although they change , 

‘ Rapt from thc fickle and the frail 

With gather’d power, yet the same, 
Pierces thc keen seraphic flame 
From orb to orb, from sell to veil * 

Rise, happy mom, nse, holy mom, 

Draw forth tlic cheerful day from 
night 

O Father, touch tho cast, and light 
Thc light that shone svhen Hope svas 
bom 

xx\i 

kVlicn Lazarus left his chamel-cas'e. 

And home to Mary’s house return’d. 
Was this demanded — ^if he yearn’d 
To hear her sweeping by his gras’c ? 

‘WTicrc wert thou, brother, those four 
days ?’ 

There lises no record of reply, 

Which telling sshat it is to die 
Had surely added praise to praise 

From es'ery house the neighbours met, 
The streets were fill’d with jojTul 
sound, 

A solemn gladness even crosvn’d 
The purple brosvs of Olivet 

Behold a man raised up by Christ ! 

The rest rcmaineth unrevcal’d , 

He told It not , or something seal’d 
Thc lips of that Evangelist. 
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Her eyes are homes of silent praj er, 

Nor other thought her mind admits 
But, he was dead, and there he sits. 
And he that brought him back is there 

Then one deep love doth supersede 
All other, when her ardent gnze 
Roves from the living brother’s face, 
And rests upon the Life indeed. 

All subtle thought, all curious fears. 
Borne down by gladness so complete. 
She bows, she bathes the Saviour’s 
feet 

With costly spikenard and with tears 

Thnce blest whose lives are faithful 
prayers, 

mose loves m higher love endure , 
mat souls possess themselves so 
pure. 

Or IS there blessedness like theirs ? 


0 thou that after toil and storm 

Mayst seem to have reach’d a nui 
air, ^ 

mose faith has centre everyuhei 
Nor cares to fia itself to form, ^ 


Leave thou thy sister when she prays 
Her earlv T-Tn,™.. 



A 1 f T “‘"“"“nsnaaow’dhw 

A life that leads melodious days 


Her faith thro form is pure as thine. 
Her hands are quicker unto goo 

To vvhlTf ^ bloc 

"**'ch she links a truth divine ' 

See thou, that countest reason npc 
In holding by the law withi^ 

And ev n for want of sucli a type. 

\K.\1V 

Else earth is ^ «™«nore, 
Ana dust md ashes 


This round of green, this orb of flame, 
Fantastic beauty , such as lurks 
In some wld Poet, when he works 
Without a conscience or an aim 

IVhat then were God to such as I ? 

'Twere hardly worth my while to 
choose 

Of things all mortal, or to use 
A little patience ere I die , 

’Tuere best at once to sink to peace, 
Like birds the charming serpent 
draws. 

To drop head-foremost in the jaws 
Of vacant darkness and to cease. 


i xxxv 

\ et if some voice that man could trust 
Should murmur from the narrow 
house, 

‘ The checks drop in , the body bows 
Man dies nor is there hope in dust ’ 

Might r not say? ‘Yet even here. 

But for one hour, O Love, I strive 
To keep so sweet a thing alive ' 
But I should turn mine ears and hear 

The ^anings of the homeless sea, 

The sound of streams that swift 01 
slow 

reu hills, and sow 

1 ne dust of continents to be , 

® answer with a sigh, 

\v u of that forgetful shore 

«iil change my sweetness more ami 
more. 

Half-dead to know that I shall die ’ 


? If Death were s 
Or bT “ "Ot b 

m narrowest working shut, 

Jifere fellowship of sluggish moods, 
coarsest Satyr shape 
Had bruised the herb and crush 
tne grape^ 

nd baskM and batten’d in the wood 
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xxwr 

Tho’ truths in manhood darkly join, 
Deep-seated m our mjstic frame, 
We jueld all blessing to the name 
Of Him dial made them current com , 

For Wisdom dealt with mortal pouers. 
Where truth in closest words shall 
fail, 

When truth embodied in a tale 
Sliall enter in at IomIj doors 

And so the Word had breath, and 
wrought 

With human hands the creed of 
creeds 

In lo\eliness of perfect deeds, 

More strong than all poetic thought , 

Which he may read that binds the sheaf, 
Or builds the house, or digs the grave. 
And those inld eyes that natch the 
nave 

In roarings round the coral reef 
XXXVII 

Urania speaks with darken'd brow 

‘ Thou pratest here where thou art 
least , 

This faith has many a purer priest. 
And many an abler voice than thou 


‘ I murmur’d, as I came along, 

Of comfort clasp d in truth reveal’d, 
And loiter’d in the master’s field, 
And darken’d sanctities with song ’ 

xxxvin 

With weary steps I loiter on, 

Tho' alnays under alter’d skies 
The purple from the distance dies. 
My prospect and horizon gone 

No joy th o Kinmng gpngnn 01^ 

The herald melodies of spnng , 

_But in the songs I love to sim r 
A doubtful gleam of solace hves 

If any care for uhat is here 

Sun lie in spirits render’d free, 
Then are these songs I sing of thee 
Not all ungrateful to thine ear 

XXKlV 

Old wardei of these buned bones. 

And answenng now my random 
stroke 

With fruitful cloud and living smoke. 
Dark yew, that graspest at the stones 

And dippest toward the dreamless head. 
To thee too comes the golden hour 
When flower is feeling after flower, 
But Sorrow — flat upon the dead. 


‘ Go down beside thy native nil, 

On thy Parnassus set thy feet. 
And hear thy laurel whisper siveet 
About the ledges q^lie hill ’ 

And my Melpomeng replies, 

A touch* of shame upon her cheek 
‘ I am not worthy e\’’n to speak 
Of thj prevailing mystenes , 


For I am but an earthly Muse, 

And owning but a little art 
To lull w ith song an actog heart . 
And render human love h is duesV^ 

‘ But brooding on the dear one dead. 
And all he said of things dmne, 
(And dear to me as sacred wine 
To dying lips is all he said). 


And darkening the dark graves of men,— 
What whisper’d from her lying bps? 
Thy gloom is kindled at the tips. 
And passes into gloom again 

XL 

Could we forget the widow’d hour 

And look on Spirits breathed aivay. 
As on a maiden in the day 
t\Tien first she wears her orange-flower > 

When crown’d with blessing she doth 
nse 

To take her latest leave of home. 
And hopes and light regrets that 
come 

Make Apnl of her tender eyes , 


T 


s 
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And doubtful joys the father ino\e. 

And tears are on the mother’s face. 
As parting vi ih a long embrace 
She enters other realms of lo\e , 

Her office there to rear, to tcacli, 
Becoming as is meet and fit 
A link among the da\-s, to knit 
The generations each with each , 

And, doubtless, unto thee is gisen 
A life that bears immortal fruit 
In those great offices that suit 
The full grown energies of heaven 

Ay me, the diflftrence I discern ' 

How often shall her old fireside 
Be cheer’d with tidings of the bndt. 
How often she hcrstlf return. 

And tell them all they would hate told. 
And bring her babe, and make her 
boast. 

Till cten those that miss d her most 
Shall count new tlungs as dear as old 

But thou and I hate shaken hands. 

Till growing winters lay me low , 
My paths are m the fields I know. 
And thme m undiscoterM lands 


Thy spirit ere our fatal loss 

Did eter nse from high to higher , 

As mounts the heat enw aid altar fire 
As flies the lighter thro' the gross ' 

to something suange. 

And I have lost the links that bound 
1 ny changes , here upon the ground 
No more partaker of thy change 

Deep folly t jet that this could be— 

m«ht““'^ ">“8 ««} ««ll wath 

And flash at once, my fnend, to thee® ’ 

For tho’ my nature rarely yadds 

Nor fear tmphed in death, 

Aor shudders at the gulfs beneath 

how lings from forgotten fields, ’ j 


Yet oft when sundown skirts the moor 
An innc' trouble I lichold, 

A spectral doubt which makes ire 
cold, 

T het 1 vhal! be tliy matt no more, 

Tho' followang wath an upw ar J mind 
Tbt woadtrs that ha.e come to 
thtt, 

Thro "11 the secular to be, 

But citntiorc a life l«hind 


I sex my heart wath farcies dim* 

He still oJtstnpt me in the race , 

It was but uni'y of place 
That made mt dre'tti I rank’d wath nin. 

And so may Pnee retain us still. 

And ht the much beloscd again, 

A Ion! of large cxpcncnct, tram 
To riper growth the mind and will 

And what delights can equal those 
That stir Uic spint's inner dteps, 

Y ’’tn one that loses bat knows rot, 
reaps 

A truth from one that loves and knows? 

If Sleep and Death lie truly one, ' 
And every spirit’s folded blootndi>^ 
Thro’ all its intcnatal gloom 
In some long trance should slumber on ; 

Unconscious of the sliding hour. 

Bare of the body, might it last, 

And silent traces of the past 
Be all the colour of the flower 

So tlicn were nothing lost to man 
So that still garden of the souls 
In many a figured leaf enrolls 
Ihe total world since life began , 

And love will last as pure and whole 
As when he loved me here i 
Time. 

Md at the spuitual prime 
» ewaken with the dawmmg soul 
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Ifow fires il X'Jth the hippj dend? 

For here the imn rs more and more, 
I5ul I.e forgets the dsj s before 
God shut the doorwijs of his head 

The dajs 'rie vanish’d tore and tint, 
And jet perhaps die hoarding sense 
Gives out at times (he knous not 
« hence) 

V little flash, a mystic hint , 

\nd in the long harmonious years 

(If Death so taste Lethean spnngs), 
Maj some d.ra touch of earlhlj 
things 

Surprise thue ranging w ilh thj peers 

If such a dreamy touch should fall, 

O mm thee round, resohe the doubt 
Mj guardian angel « ill speak out 
In that high place, and tell thee all 

XLV 

The b-’b} new to earth and skj, 

hat time his tender palm is prest 
Against the circle of the breast, 

Has ntscr thought that ‘this is I ’ 

But as he grows he gathers much. 

And learns the use of ‘ I,’ and ‘me,’ 
And finds ‘ I am not what I sec. 
And other than the things I touch ’ 

So rounds lie to a separ-’tc mind 

From whence clear memory niaj 
begin, 

As thro the frame that binds him in 
Ills isolation grows defined 

This use may lie in blood and breath, 
Which else w ere fruitless of theirduc, 
Had man to learn himself anew 
Beyond the second birth of Death 

XtVJ 

W’e ranging down this lower track, 

The path we came by, thorn and 
flower. 

Is shadow’d by tlie growing hour, 
Lest life should fail in looking back 


± 5 :? 

So be It there no shade can last 

In that deep dawn behind the tomb, 
Bill clear from marge to marge shall 
bloom 

The eternal landscape of the past , 

lifelong tract of lime reveal’d , 

The fruitful hours of still increase , 
Days order’d in a wealthy' peace, 
And those five years its richest field 

O Lore, thy province were not laige, 

A hounded field, nor stretching far , 
Look also. Love, a brooding star, 

A rosy warmth from marge to marge 

XLVIJ 

That each who seems a separate whole. 
Should move his rounds, and fusing 
all 

The skirts of self again, should fill 
Remei^ng in the general Soul, 

Is faith as vague as all unsweet 
Eternal form shall still divide 
The eternal soul from all beside ; 
And I shall know him when we meet 

And we shall sit at endless feast,. 
Eniovang pnrh tho nlhpi-'g good 
What vaster dream can hit the mood 
Of Love on earth ? He seeks at least 

Upon the lost and sharpest height, 

Before the spirits fade away, 

Some landing-place, to dasp and say , 
‘Farewell ' W^e lose ourselves in light ’ 

XLVIII 

If these bnef lays, of Sorrow bom, 

Were taken to be such os dosed 
Grave doubts and answers here pro 
posed, 

Then these were such as men might scorn 

Her care is not to part and prove , 

She takes, when harsher moods 
remit, 

What slender shade of doubt may 
flit. 

And makes it vassal unto love 
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aha sports with 

• ^ords 

But better serves a wholesome law, 
And holds it sin and shame to draw 
The deepest measure from the chords 

Nor dare she trust a larger laj, 

But rather loosens from the lip 
Short swallow-flights of song, that dip 
Their wings in tears, and skim away 

XLIX 

From art, from nature, from the schools. 
Let random influences glance. 

Like light in many a shiver’d lance 
That breaks about the dappled pools . 

The lightest wave of thought shall lisp. 
The fancy’s tenderest eddj wreathe. 
The slightest air of song shall breathe 
To make the sullen surface cnsp 

And look thy look, and go thy way, 

But blame not thou the ^vlnds that 
make 

The seeming-wanton npple break, 
The tender pencil’d shadow play 

Beneath all fancied hopes and fears 
Ay me, the sorrow deepens down. 
Whose muffled motions bhndly drown 
The bases of my life in tears. 


~y i 

Be near me when I fade away. 

To point the term of human stnfe, 
And on the low dark verge of hfe ' 
Tlie twilight of eternal day 


/ Be neat me when mv light is lo«^ 
_^en the blood creeps, and 


t,T 

Do we indeed desire the dead , 

Should still be near us at our side? 
Is there no baseness we would hide? 
No inner vileness that we dread ? 

Shall he for whose applause I strove, 

I had such reverence for his blame. 
See with clear eye some hidden 
shame 

And I be lessen’d in his love? 

I wrong the grave with fears untrue 

Shall love be blamed for want of 
faith ? 

There must be wisdom vvith great 
Death 

I The dead shall look me thro*_a ndJthro’ 

Be near us when we climb or fall 

^ w atch like God, the rolling hoHP 
TVith larger other eyes than ours, 
To make allowance for us all 


the 
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nerves pn ck 

And tingle , and the heart is sick, 
And all the wheels of Being slow 

Be near me when the sensuous frame 
Is tack’d with pangs that conquer 
trust , 

3. a maniac scattenng dust. 

And Life, a Fury slinging flame 

Be near me when my faith is dry. 

And men the flies of latter spring, 
That lay their e^, and sting and 
sing 

And weave their petty cells and die. 


I cannot love thee as I ought, 

For love reflects the thing beloved, 
My words are only words, and move 
Upon the topmost froth of thought. 

‘Yet blame not thou thy plaintive song, 
The Spirit of true love replied , 

‘ Thou canst not move me from th 
side. 

Nor human frailty do me wacong 

‘ \Miat keeps a spirit wholly true 
To that ideal which he bears? 
What record ? not the sinless yean 
That breathed beneath the Synan blue 

* So fret not, like an idle girl, 

That life is dash’d with flecks of sii 
Abide thy wealth is gather’d in, 
When Time hath sunder’d shell froi 
pearl 
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The trich, Ujat of the living whole 


How many a father liavc I seen, 

A «oL-er man, among his bojs. 
Whose 5 oath -was full of foolish 
noise. 

Who wears liis m-nhood Iialc and green 

And dare we to this farej p\e. 

That had the wild oat not been 
'TOwn, 

The sod left barren, scarce had 
grown 

The gram bj which a man maj live "* 

Or, if we held t^e doctnne sound 
Fo* life outliiipg heats of joath, 

\t* who would preach « as a truth 
To those that eddi round and ro und ’ 

Hold thou the good define it w ell 

■Fo’- fear gtvane Fhilosonha 

Should push beyond her mark and 


PlOCUlCaS lf» the Tords of Hell 



Oh^et we trust that somehow good 
ill be the final goal of ill. 

To pangs of nature, sms of wall. 
Defects of doub', and taints of blood , 

That nothing wralks wath aimless feet ; 
That not one life shall be dcstroj d. 
Or cast as rubbish to .he \oid. 
When God hath made the pile complete , 

That ro* a worm is cloicn in i-ain ; 

That not a math wath \~un desire 
Is shr cird in a fruitless fire. 

Or but sullen es another’s gam. 


No life maj fail hwond the grave, 
Denies it not from what we haie 
The likest God within the soul? 

Are God and Nature then at stnfe, 

I That Nature lends such en) dreams'^ 
So careful of the tvpe die seems, 

\ So careless of the smgle life ; 

That I, considenng everywhere 

Her cecret meaning in her deeds, 
And finding that of fif.i seeds 
She often bnngs but one to bear 

I falter where I fimilj trod, 

And falling ivith mj weight of cares 
Upon the great world's altar-stairs 
That slope tl»to’ darkness up to God, 

I stretch lame hands of faith, and grope. 
And gather du«t and chaff, and call 
To what I feel is Lord of all, 

.\nd famtlj trust the laiger hope. 

Lll 

*So careful of the t)pe?’ but no 

From scarped cliff and quamed stone 
«Alhmi!=andti-pe5areyotig. 

I care for nothing, all shall go 

‘ Thou makest thine appeal to me . 

I bring to life I bring to death 
The spint does bat mean the breath 
I know no more.’ And he, shall he, 

Man, her last work, who seem’d so fair, 
Such splendid purpose in his e\es, 

^\’ho roll’d the psalm to wantrv skiec. 
Who built him fanes of fnutlessprajer. 


Ikhold, ave Know rot anvthing 

1 turn but liusi that good shall fall 
At last — far off — at last, to all, 
And every winter change to spring 


Who trusted God was love indeed. 

Ana love Creation's final law — 
Tho’ Nature, red in tooth and d aw 
With ravane. shriek'd arainsi 


So runs ma dream nimf ffm Tr / 
jU^n jTiVnnt in mrnight- I 
' An infant c -TTTr *’"r lb" / - 

/ And vith DO language bat a^ / 


Who loved, who suffer’d countless ills, 
Who battled for the True, the Just, 
Be blown about the desert dust. 

Or seal’d wathm the iron hills ? 
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No more? A monster then, a dream, 

A discord Dragons of the pnme, 
That tare each other in their slime, 
AVere mellow music match’d w'lth him 

0 life as futile, then, as frail ' 

0 for thy voice to soothe and bless * 
AVhat hope of answer, or redress? 
Behind the \eil, behind the leil 


Peace , come ana} the song of woe 
Is after all an earthly song 
Peace, come an ay ne do him 
wrong 

To sing so nnldly let us go 

ime , let us go . vour cheeks are rule , 


If mv life I leave bwiind 


Methinks my friend is richl} shnned , 




:t in these ears, till hearing dies. 

One set slow hell will seem to toll 
The passing of the sweetest soul 
hat ever look’d with human eyes 

hear it now, and o’er and o’er, 
Eternal greetings to the dead , 
And ‘Ave, Ave, Av'e,’ said, 

‘ Adieu, adieu’ for evermore 


In those sad words I took farewell 
Like echoes in sepulchral halls. 
As drop by drop the water falls 
In vaults and catacombs, they fell , 


O SotTOWf nilt thou twp with me- 

Jvio casual mistress, but a wife,. 
^hTy taosom-inend and half oljife . 
As r confess it needs musu ie^ 

O Sorrow, wilt thou rule my blood. 

Be sometimes level} like a bnde, 
And put thy harsher moods aside. 

If thou w lit have me wise and good 

My centred passion cannot move 
Nor will It lessen from to-day ; 

But I'll have Icav e at times to play 
As with the creature of my love , 

And set thee forth, for thou art mine, 

W ith so much hope for years to come, 
That, howsoe’er I know thee, some 
Could hardly tell what name were thine 


He. past . a soul of no' 


soint 


Like some poor eirl whose heaitis 


set 

On one whose rank exceeds her own 




^ m “ 


He mixing with his proper sphere. 

She hnds the baseness of her lot. 
Half jealous of she knows not what, 
And envying all that meet him tliere 

The little village looks forlorn , 

She sighs amid her narrow days. 
Moving about the household ways, 
In that dark house wherd she was bom 


And, falling, >dly broke peace The foolish neighbours come and go. 

Of^heaiU that beat from day to ^ 

Half?c’onscious of their dying clay, At^^ht_^he_jyn^s,_L^^ 

And those jold crypts where they shall How sl^ he love a things so low? 


The high Muse answer’d ‘Wherefore 
gneve 

Thy brethren with a fruitless tear? 
Abide a little longer here, 

And thou shalt take a nobler leave ’ 


If, in thy second state sublime, 

Tliy ransom’d reason change repln 
With all the cirde of the wise. 
The perfect flower of human time , 
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4nd if thou cast thine e)es below. 

How dimlj diaracter’d and slight, 
How dwarPd a growth of cold and 
night, 

tlow blanch'd w ith darkness must I grow * 

iTet turn thee to the doubtful shore, 
Where th) firstform was made a man , 
I lored thee. Spirit, and loi e, nor can 
The soul of Shakspeare lo^ e thee more. 

LXIl 

rho’ if an eje that’s downward cast 
Could make thee somewhat blench 
or fail. 

Then be mj love an idle tale, 

Lnd fading l^end of the past , 

tnd thou, as one that once declined. 
When he was little more than boy. 
On some unworth} heart with joy. 
Jut lives to wed an equal nund , 

^nd breathes a no^eI world, the while 
His other passion wholly dies. 

Or in the light of deeper ejes 
s matter for a djmg smile 

LXIII 

'et pity for a horse o’er-dnven, 

And lo^e in which my hound has 
part. 

Can hang no weight upon my heart 
n its assumptions up to heaven , 

Old I am so much more than these. 

As thou, perchance, art more than I, 
And jet I spare them sjympathj, 
md I would set their pains at ease 

o mayst thou watch me where I weep, 
As, unto vaster motions hound. 

The circuits of thine orbit round 
higher height, a deeper deep 

/ 

' ' LXIV 

lost thou look back on what hath been. 
As some dmnelj gifted man. 

Whose hfe in low estate began 
nd on a simple village green , 


VlTio breaks his birth’s inndious bar, 
And grasps theskirts of happychance. 
And breasts the blows of circum- 
stance, 

And grapples with his eiil-star , 

\Mio makes 1^’ force his ment know n 
And h\es to clutch the golden kejs. 
To mould a mighty state s decrees. 
And shape the whisper of the throne , 

And morung up from high to higher, 
Becomes on Fortune’s crowning slope 
The pillar of a people’s hope. 

The centre of a world’s desire , 

Yet feels, as m a pensiv e dream. 

When all his acti\ e pow ers are still, 
A distant dearness in the hill, 

A secret sweetness in tlie stream, 

The limit of his narrower fate, 

YTiile yet beside its local spnngs 
He play’d at counsellors and kings . 
With one that was his earliest mate , 

ho ploughs wuth pain his nabve lea 
^d reaps the labour of his hands, 
Or in the furrow musing stands , 

‘ Does my old fnend remember me ’’ 


Sweet soul, do with me as thou wilt , 

I lull a fancj trouble-tost 
With * Loie’s too preaous to be lost , 
A little gram shall not be spil t’ 

And in that solace can I smg. 

Till out of painful phases wrought 
There flutters up a happj thought. 
Self-balanced on a lightsome wing 

Sinpp Tie desen ed the name of fiien ds. 

ihine eftect so h\es nu ^. I 
A part of mine may Ine in the e I 
And mme thee on to noble ends / 


Yon thought mj heart loo far diseased ; 
You wonder when mj fancies play 
To find me gay among the gay, 
like one with any trifle pleased 


LVV 


LXVI 
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The^ade by which my life was crost, 
.Which makes a desert in the mind, 
^ias made me kindh with my 
And like to him whose sight is lost , 

Whose feet are guided thro’ the land, 
Whose jest among his fnends is 
free, 

Who takes the children on his knee. 
And winds their curls about his hana 


But what IS this? 1 turn about, 

I find a trouble m thine eye. 
Which makes me sad I know not why 
Nor can my dream resolve the doubt 

But ere the lark hath left the lea 
I wake, and I discern the trutli , 

It IS the trouble of my youth 
That foolish sleep transfers to thee 


He plays with threads, he beats his chatr 
For pastime, dreaming of the sky , 
His inner day can ne\er die. 

His night of loss is always there 

LWIt 

Whenjau Mf bed the moonlifrht fnllg, 
Tknow that in thy place of rest 
that broad \mer o( the west. 

There comes a glory on the walls 

Thy marble bright in dark appears, 

As slow ly steals a silver flame 
Along the letters of thy name. 

And o er the number of thy years 

The mystic glory swams away , 

From off my bed the moonlight dies 

r . 1 . . wearied eyes 

I sleep till dusk is dipt in gray 

And then I know the mist is drarvn 
A lucid veil from coast to coast. 

Thy tablet glimmers to the dawn ^ 

ixvni 

twin-brother, timet 

Nor can I dream of thee as dead 

t wall^ ere I walk’d forlorn, 

all our path was fresh with 


L\IX 

I dream’d there would be Spring no more, 
lhat Nature’s ancient power was 
lost 

The streets were black with smoke 
and frost. 

They chatter’d trifles at the door 

I wander’d from the noisy town, 

I found a w ood w ith thorny boughs 
I took the thorns to bind my brows, 
I wore them like a civic crown 

I met w ilh scoffs, I met wath scorns 
From youth and babe and hoary 
hairs 

They call’d me in the public squares 
The fool that wears a crown of thorns 

They call’d me fool, they call’d me child 
I found an angel of the night , 
the voice was low, the look was 
bnght , 

He look’d upon my crown and smiled 

He r^h’d the glory of a hand, 

^at seem’d to touch it into leaf 
wice was not the voice of gnef, 
Hie words were hard to understand 


LXX 

^ features nght, 

gloom I strive to paint 
^ ^ know , the hues are faint 

mix wath hollow masks of night , 


j, -J masons wroi 

gulf that ever shuts and gape 
In A ^ and palled sli 

sl»adowy thoroughfares of diought 
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And crowds that stream from j awning 
doors, 

And shoals of p neker ’d faces drive , 
Dark bulks that tumble half alive, 
And lazy lengths on boundless shores , 

Till all at once beyond the will 
I hear a wizard music roll, 

And thro’ a lattice on the soul 
Looks th> fair face and makes it still 

LXXl 

Sleep, kinsman thou to death and trance 
And madness, thou hast forged at last 
A night-long Present of the Past 
In which we went thro’ summer France 

Hadst thou such credit wath the soul? 
Then bring an opiate trebly s’rot^, 
Drug down tlie blindfold sense of 
w rang 

That so mj pleasure ma} be whole , 

\Vliile now we talk as once we talk’d 
Of men and minds, thednstof change, 
The da>s that grow to «omething 
strange, 

In walking as of old we walk’d 

Beside the river’s wooded reach. 

The fortress, and the mountain ridge, 
The cataract flashing from the bndge. 
The breaker breaking on the beach 

LXXtl 

Risest thou thus, dim dawn, again, 

And how lest, issuing out of night. 
With blasts that blow the poplar 
white, 

And lash with storm the streaming pane ’ 

Day, when my crowm’d estate begun 
To pine in that reverse of doom, 
■WHiich sicken’d every living bloom, 
And blurt’d the splendour of the sun , 

Who usherest in the dolorous hour 

With thy quick tears that make the 
rose 

Pull sideways, and the daisy dose 
Her crimson Innges to the shower , 


Whomight’st have heaved avvindlessflame 
Up the deep East, or, whispering, 
play’d 

A chequer-work of beam and shade 
Along the hills, yet look’d the same 

As wan, as chill, as wald as now , 

Day, mark’d as with some hideous 
crime, 

^^’hen the dark hand struck down 
thro’ time. 

And cancell’d nature's best but thou. 

Lift as thou may’st thy burthen’d brows 
Thro' clouds that drench the morning 
star. 

And whirl the ungarner’d sheaf afar. 
And sow the sky wath flying boughs. 

And up thy vault w ith roaring sound 
Climb thy thick noon, disastrous daj , 
Touch thy dull goal of joyless gray. 
And hide thy shame beneath the ground 

Lxxin 

So many worlds, so much to do, 

So little done, such things to be. 
How know I what had need of thee, 
For thou wen strong as thou wert true ? 

The fame is quench’d that I foresaw. 

The head hath missd an earthly 
wTcath 

I curse not nature, no, nor death , 
For nothing is that ens from law 

We pass , the path that each man trod 
Is dim, or will be dim, with weeds 
What fame is left for human deeds 
In endless age ? It rests wath God 

O hollow wraith of dying fame. 

Fade w holly, while the soul exults. 
And self infolds the large results 
Of force that would have forged a name 

I XXIV 

As sometimes in a dead man’s face, 

Tothose that watch it moreand more, 

A likeness, hardly seen before. 

Comes out — to some one of his race 


So, deavtot, now thy brows are cold, 

I see thee what thou art, and know 
Thy likeness to the wise below. 
Thy kindred with the great of old 


But there is more than I can see. 

And what 1 see I leave unsaid, 

Nor speak it, knowing Death ha s 
made " 

His darkness beautiful vnth thee. 


L\xv 

I leave thy praises unerpress’d 

Tn" verse tha* brings myself relie f. 
And or the measure of my gne f 
I leave thy greatn ess to be guess’d , 

^Vhat practice howsoe’er expert 

In fitting aptest words to things. 

Or voice the richest toned that sings. 
Hath power to give thee as thou wert ? 

I care not in these fading da)s 

To raise a cry that lasts not long, 
And round thee with the breeze of 
song 

To stir a little dust of praise 

Thy leaf has perish’d in the green. 

And, while we breathe beneath the 
sun. 

The w orld which credits w hat IS done 

Is cold to all that might have been 

So here shall silence guard thy fame , 

But somewhere, out of human vaew, 
Whate’er thy hands are set to do 
Is wrought wath tumult of acclaim 


LXXVI 

Take wmp of fancy, and ascend, 

Md m a moment set thy face 
Where all the starry heavens of 
space 

Are sharpen’d to a needle’s end , 


Take wngs of foresight , lighten t 
the secular abyrss to come. 
And lo, thy deepest lays are , 
ttelore the mouldering of a yew , 


And if the matin songs, that woke 
The darkness of our planet, last, 
Thine own shall wither in the vast, 

Ere half the lifetime of an oak 

Ere these have clothed tlieir branchy 
bovvers 

With fifty Mays, thy songs arcvaim, 
And what are they when these remain 

The ruin’d shells of hollow towers? 

ixxtil 

WTiat hope is here for modern rhyme 
To him, who turns a musing eye 
On songs, and deeds, and lives, that 
lie 

Foreshorten’d m the tract of time’ 

These mortal lullabies of pam 

May bind a book, may line a box, 
May serve to cnrl a maiden’s locks, 

Or when a tliousand moons shall wane 

A man upon a stall may find, 

And, passing, turn the page that tells 
A gnef, then changed to something 
else. 

Sung by a long-forgotten mind 

But what of that? My darken’d ways 
Shall nng w itb music all the same , 
. T o breathe my loss is more than fame, 
To utte? love more svveec than praise 




Again at Christmas did we weave 

The holly round the Christmas 
hearth , 

The silent snow possess’d the earth. 
And calmly fell our Christmas eve 

The yule-clog sparkled keen with frost, 
No wing of wand the region swept. 
But over all things brooding slept 
The quiet sense of something lost 

As m the winters left behind, 

Again our ancient games had place, 
The mimic picture’s breathing grace, 
And dance and song and hoodman-bhnd. 
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Wio show'd a token of distress ? 

No single tear, no mark of pain 

0 sorrow, then can sorrow wane? 
O grief, can grief be changed to less ? 

0 last tegrrl- » 

No — mixt w ith all this mystic frame. 
Her Qcep relatio ns are th!» sami-, 
But with long use her tears are drj 

IJCXIX 

* More than my brotnc's are to me,’ — 
Let this not se\ thee, noble heart ' 

1 knoA tliec of what force thon art 
To hold me costliest lose in fee 

But thon rnd I are one in kind. 

As rroulaed like in Nature’s mint , 
And hill and wood and field did pnnt 
The same sweet forms in either mind 

For ns the same cold streamlet curl’d 
Thro’ all his cddjangcos es , the same 
All wands that roam the twilight came 
In whispers of the beauteous world 

At one dear knee we proffer’d sows. 

One lesson from one book w e leam'd. 
Ere childhood's flaxen ringlet turn d 
To black and brown on kindred brows 

x\nd so my wealth resembles thine. 

But he was nch where I svas poor, 
And he supplied my want the more 
As his unlikencss fitted mine 

l.'CS.K 

If any vague desire should rise, 

That holy Death ere Arthur died 
Had mosed mckindl} from his side, , 
And dropt the dust on tearless ejes , 

Then fancy shapes, as fancy can. 

The gnef my loss in him had wrought, 
A gnef as deep as life or thought, 
But stay’d in peace wath God and man 

1 make a picture in the brain , 

I hear the sentence that he speaks , 
He bears the burthen of the weeks 
But turns his burthen into ga.n 


His credit thus shall set me free , 

And, influence -nch to soothe and 
sale, 

Unused example from the graie 
Reich out dead hands to comfort me 


Could I ha\e said while he was here, 

' My love shall now no further range ; 
There cannot come a mellower 
change, 

For now is lo\e mature in ear ’ 

Loie, then, had hope of ncher store 
What end is here to my complaint ? 
This haunting whisper makes me 
faint, 

* More j ears had made me loi e thee more 

But Death returns an answer sweet 

‘ M} sudden frost was sudden gam. 
And gai e all npeness to the gram, 

It might ha\e drawn from after-heat ’ 


i.xxxn 

I wage not any feud with Death 

For changes wrought on form and 
face. 

No lower life that earth’s embrace 
May breed with him, can fright my faith 

Eternal process moving on, 

From state to state the spint walks , 
And these are but theshatter’d stalks. 
Or ruin’d chrysalis of one 


Nor blame I Death, because he bare 
The use of virtue out of earth 
I know transplanted human worth 
Will bloom to profit, otherwhere 

For this alone on Death I wveak 

The WTUth that gamers m my heart 
He put our hies so far apart 
We cannot hear each other speak 


LXXMII 


Dip down upon the northern shore, 

O sweet new -year delaying long , 
Thou doest expectant nature wrong , 
i Delaying long, delay no more 
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What stays thee from the clouded noons, 
Thy sweetness from its proper place? 
Can trouble live with April days. 

Or sadness in the summer moons ? 

Bring orchis , bring the foxploge spire, 

The little speedwefiVdarling blue, 
Deep tulips dash’d with fiery dew, 
Laburnums, dropping wells of fire 

p tbmi. ne w - \ ear . .de l . avi ngjQm;. 

Delavest the sorrow in-mv blood . 

That l ongs to burst a frozen bud 
And floivTiTTresKer throat with sonif 

LXXXIV 

When I contemplate all alone 

The life that had been thine below, 
And fix my thoughts on all the glow 
To which thy crescent would have grown 

I see thee sitting crow n’d with good, 

A central warmth diffusing bliss 
In glance and smile, and clasp and 
kiss 

^ On all the branches of thy blood , 

Thy blood, my friend, and partly mine , 
For now the day was drawing on. 
When thou should’st link thy life 
with one 

Of mine own house, and boys of thine 

Had babbled ‘ Uncle ’ on my knee , 

But that remorseless iron hour 
Made cypress of her orange flower. 
Despair of Hope, and earth of thee 

I seem to meet their least desire. 

To clap their cheeks, to call them mine 
I see their unborn faces shine 
Beside the never lighted fire 

I see myself an honour’d guest. 

Thy partner in the flowery walk 
Of letters, genial table talk, ^ 
Or deep dispute, and graceful jest , 

While now thy prosperous labour fills 
The lips of men with honest praise, 

Atii^ Slin Viy Clin hippy itaye 

Descend below the golden bilU 


r 


With promise of a mom as fair , 

And all the tram of bounteous hour* 
Conduct by paths of growing powen, 
To reverence and the silv cr hair , 

Till slowly worn her earthly robe. 

Her la%Lsh mussion richly wrought. 
Leaving great legacies of thought, 
Thy spirit should fail from off the globe , 

What time mine own might also flee. 

As link’d with thine in love and fate. 
And, hovering o'er the dolorous strait 
To the other shore, involved in thee, 

Arrive at lost the blessed goal. 

And He that died in Holy Land 
Would reaeh us out the sliming hand, 
And take us os a single soul 

What reed was that on which I leant? 
Ah, backward fancy, wherefore wake 
The old bitterness again, and break 
The low beginnings of content 

LXXXV gr 

This truth came home with bier and poll 
1 felt It, when I sorrow’d most, 
’3jsJbcitcjLlo_bav cJoxcdJlDdJSS^ 
llfhan never to have loved jit„?ll 

O true m word, and tried m deed. 
Demanding, so to bnng relief 
To this which IS our common gnef, 
What kind of lile is that I lead , 

And whether trust m things above ^ 

Be dimm’d of sorrow , or sustain’d , 
And whether love for him have 
drain'd 

My capabilities of love , 

Your words have virtue such as draws 
A faithful answer from the breast. 
Thro’ light reproaches, half exprest 
And loyal unto kindly laws 

My blood an even tenor kept, 

Till on mine ear this message falls, 
That m Vienna’s fatal walls 
God’s finger touch’d him, and he slept. 
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That range abo\e our mortal sta*e, 
In circle round the ble%cd gate. 
Receded and gne him welcome there. 

And led him thro' the blissful climes, 
And show’d him in the fountain fresh 
All knowledge that the sons of flesh 
Shall gather in the t^ded Umes 

But I remain’d, whose hopes were dim, 
WTiose life, w nose thoughts were little 
worth, 

To wander on a darken’d earth, 
Where all things round roe breathed of 
him 

O fncndship, equa]*poised control, 

O heart, with kindliest motion warm, 
O sacred essence, other form, 

O solemn ghost, O crowned soul ’ 

Yet none could better know than I 
How much of act at human hands 
The sense of human wall demands 
By which we dare to li\e or die 

Wliateve r- wat -mv dats decline. 

XTliirana feel, tho’ left aionc. 

- Hic wnrkinn in mine .own,! 
_The footsteps of liis hfeln mine 

A life that all the Muses deck’d 

W’lih gifts of grace, that might ex- 
press 

All-comprehensive tenderness, 
All-subulising intellect 

And so ny passion hath not swerved 
To works of weakness, but I find 
An image comforting the mind, 

And in my gnef a strength reserved 

Likewise the imaginative woe, 

That loved to handle spiritual strife, 
Diffused the shock thro’ all my hfe. 
But m the present broke the blow 

My pulses therefore beat again 

For other friends that once I met ; 
Nor can it suit me to forget 
The mighty hopes that make ns men 




I woo your love I count it enme 
To mourn for an> overmuch ; 

I, the divaded half of such 
A fncndship as had master’d Time ; 

WTnch masters Time indeed, and is 
Eternal, separate from fears 
The all-assuming months and years 
Can take no part awaj from tins * 

But Summer on the steaming floods. 

And Sprmg that swells the narrow 
brooks, 

And Autumn, wath a noise of rooks, 
That gather in the waning woods. 

And every pulse of wind and wave 

Recalls, in change of light or gloom, 
My old affection of the tomb, 

And my pnme passion in the grave 

My old affection of the tomb, 

A part of stillness, yearns to speak 
‘ Anse, and get thee forth and seek 
A fnendship for the years to come 

‘ I watch thee from the quiet shore , 

Thy spint up to mine can reach , 
But in dear words of human speech 
We two communicate no more ’ 

And I, ' Can clouds of nature stain 
The starry clearness of the free ? 
How IS It ? Const thou feel for me 
Some painless sympathy with pain?’ 

And lightly does the whisper fall , 

‘ ’Tis hard for thee to fathom this , 

I triumph in conclusive bliss. 

And that serene result of all ’ 

So hold I commerce with the dead , 

Or so methinks the dead would 
say; 

Or so shall gnef with symbols play 
And pining hfe be fanQr-fed 

Now looking to some settled end. 

That these things pass, and I snail 
prove 

Amecting somewhere, lovewithlove, 

I crave your pardon, O my friend , 
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Tf not so fte>h, with lo\e is true, 

I, disping brother hands, nc' 

I could not, if I would, tnn-fer 
The whole I felt for him to >ou 

For which be tlu.y that hold ipTt 
The promise of the goldtn hours > 
First love, first friendship, equal 
powers, 

That minj with the sirgin hcan 

Still mine, that cannot but dtplort. 

That beats within a lonclj pi icc. 
That j tt rcmemlitrs his embrace, 

But at his footstep leaps no more, 

Mj heart, tho’ widow’d, maj not re«t 
Quite in the lose of what i-. gone, 
But seeks to lieat in time w itli one 
That w’rms ••nother being breast 

Ah, take the imperfect gift 1 bring, 
Knowini» the primrose )el is dear. 
The primrose of the later jenr, 

As not unlike to that of Spring 

LVXWt 

Sweet after showers, ambrosial air. 

That rollcst from the gorgeous 
gloom 

Of evening oe'cr brake and bloom 
And meadow, sloeely breathing bare 

The round of space, and rapt below 
Thro’ all the dew^ tassell’U w ood, 
And shadowing down the homed 
flood 

111 npples, fan my brows and blow 

The feser from mj cheek, and sigh 

ihe full new life that feeds th\ 
breath ^ 

Throughout m> frame, till Doubt 
and Death, 

111 brethren, let the fancy fly 

From belt to belt of crimson seas 

On leagues of odour streaming far. 
To where m yonder orient star 
A' hundred spirits whisper ‘Peace.’ 

f 


1 past !« ide the icsericnd walls 

In wliiuh of old I wore the gown, 

I Toicd at random lino* the town. 
And saw the lumnlt of the hall-. , 

And heard once more in college fanes 
The Morm their bigh-built o'gans 
make. 

Ant* thuii>icr-music, rolling, shake 
Th. prophet bkaron'd the panc< , 

And c-wight onre mote the distant shout, 
The nicasuresl pulse of racing oars 
Among the w illnw ' , paced the slio’tS 
And in'ny a bridge, and all pboul 

The 'amt pray flats apain, and fell 

Ihe saint, but not tiic same; rnd 
last 

Up that long walk of limes I past 
To sec the rooms m which he dwelt 

\nolhtt name \ is on the door 

1 lingir’d } all within was noi<c 
Of son.’s, and clapping hands, ami 
boys 

That crash’d tlu plaas and licat the floor 

Where once wt licid dclmtc, a band 

Of y nuthful friends, on mind and art, 
And labour, and the changing iii'Tt, 
And all the frameworl of the land , 

When one would aim an anow fair. 

But send it slackly from the string , 
And one w oiild pierce an outer nng, 
And ont an inner, htrt and there , 

And last the mastcr-liow man, he. 

Would clcast. the mark A willing 
car 

We lent him ^Vho, but hung to 
hear 

Tilt rant o ration flf.«-mp 

From point to point, with power and 
grace 

And music in the bounds of law , 
mi, those conclusions v htn w e saw 
the God wathm him light his face, 
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knd sccni to lift tlic form, and glow 
In azure or bits lita\enl\*\\ise. 

And o\cr those ethereal ejes 
The bar of Michael Angelo 

^ - 

WjldJnrd, who«e warble, liquid sweet. 
Rings Eden thro* the budded quicks, 

0 tell me where the senses mix, 

0 tell me w here the passions meet, 

Whence radiate fierce extremes employ 
Th)' spirits in tlie darkening leaf. 
And in the midmost heart of gnef 
Thy passion clasps a •secret joj 

And I — my harp would prelude woe — 

1 cannot all command the string , 
The glory of the sum of things 

W ill flash along the chords and go 

LXWIX 

M Itch elms that counterchange the floor 
Of this flat lawn with dusk and 
bright. 

And thou, with all thy breadth and j 
height ! 

Of foliage, towenng sycamore , 

How often, hither wandering down. 

My Arthur found jour shadows fair. 
And shook to all the liberal air 
The dust and dm and steam of town 

He brought an eje for all he saw , 

He mixl in all our simple sports , 
They pleased him, fresh from brawl- 
ing courts 

And dusty pnrheas of the law 

0 joy to him in this retreat, 

Immantlcd m ambrosial dark. 

To dnnk the cooler air, and mark 
Ihe landscape winking thro' the heat 

O sound to rout the brood of cares. 

The sweep of scj'the in morning 
dexv, 

The gust that round the garden flew,’ 
And tumbled half the mellowing pears I 


O bliss, when all in circle drawn 

About him, heart and ear xvere fed 
To hear him, as he lay and read 
The Tuscan poets on the lawn 

Or in the all golden afternoon 

A guest, or happy sister, sung, 

Or here she brought the harp and 
flung 

A ballad to the bnghtenmg moon 

Nor less it pleased in lixelier moods, 
Bejond the bounding hill to foaj. 
And break the livelong summer ciay 
With banquet m the distant woods. 

Whereat we glanced from theme to 
theme. 

Discuss’d the books to love or hate, 
Or touch’d the changes of the state, 
Or threaded some Socratic dream , 

But if I praised the busy town, 

He loved to rail against it still, 

For ‘ground m yonder social mill 
We mb each other’s angles down, 

‘And merge’ he said ‘in form and 
gloss 

The picturesque of man and man ’ 
We talk’d the stream beneath us 
ran, 

The wine-flask lying couch’d m moss, 

Or cool’d within the glooming wave , 

And last, returning from afar. 

Before the cnmson-circled star 
Had fall'n into her father’s grave, 

And bmshmg ankle-deep in flowers, 

We heard behind die woodbine veil 
The milk that bubbled m the pail. 
And buzzings of the honied hours 

xc 

He tasted love with half his mind, 

Nor ever drank the mvaolate spring 
Where nighest heaven, who first 
could fling 

This bitter seed among mankind , 
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That could the dead, whose dying eyes 
Were closed with wad, resume their 
life. 

They would but find in child and wife 
An iron welcome when thq^ nse 

’Twas well, indeed, when warm with wine. 

To pledge them with a kindly tear. 

To talk them o’er, to wish them here. 

To count their memories half divine , 

But if they came who past away. 

Behold their bndes in other hands , 
The hard heir stndes about their 
lands. 

And will not yield them for a daj 

Yea, tho’ their sons were none of these. 
Not less the yet loved sire would 
make 

Confusion worse than death, and 
shake 

The pillars of domestic peace 

th dear, but come thou back to me 
Whatever change the years have 
wrought, 

I find not yet one lonely thought 
rhat cries against my wish for thee 

xci 

When rosy plumelets tuft the larch, 

And rarely pipes the mounted thrush , 
Or underneath the barren bush 
Flits by the sea blue bud of March , 

Come, wear the form by which I know 
Thj spirit in time among thy peers. 
The hope of unaccomphsh’d years 
Be large and lucid round thy brow 

When summer’s hourly mellowing change 
May breathe, with many roses sweet. 
Upon the thousand waves of wheat. 
That npple round the lonely grange , 

Come not in watches of the night, 

But where the sunbeam broodeth 
warm. 

Come, beauteous m thine after form, 
Vnd bk^a finer light m light.” 


xcn 

If any vision should reveal 

Thy likeness, I might count it vam 
As but the citil^r of the brain ; 
Yea, tho’ it spaloTand made appeal 

To chances where our lots were cast 
Together in the days behind, 

I might but say, I hear a wind 
Of memory murmunng the past 

Yea, tho’ it spake and bared to view 
A fact within the coming year, 
And tho’ the months, revolving near, 
Should prove the phantom-warning true 

They might not seem thy prophecies, 
But spiritual presentiments. 

And such refraction of events 
As often rises ere they nse 

XCIII 

I shall not see thee Dare I say 
No spint ever brake the band 
That stays him from the native lane 
Wliere first he walk'd w hen claspt in clay 

No visual shade of some one lost. 

But he, the Spint himself, may com 
Where all the nerve of sense 1 
numb , 

Spint to Spirit, Ghost to Ghost. 

O, therefore from thy sightless range 
With gods in unconjectured bliss, 
O, from the distance of the abyss 
Of tenfold complicated change. 

Descend, and touch, and enter , hear 
The wish too strong for words 
name , 

That in this blindness of the fram' 
My Ghost may feel that thine is near. 


xciv 

How pure ai- boart cmind in head , 

. T^'th whfll di vinp ^jfft^^tinns.bold 
SVinntri mnn OTlinep tbouirl 

would hold 

An hour’s commun io n with the dead , j 
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In \ain shalt thoUi or any, call 

1 he spirits, from tlieir golden day, 
Except, like them, thou too canst say, 
Mj spint IS at peace ^Mth all 

Thej* haunt the silence of the breast, 
Imaginations calm and fair. 

The memory like a cloudless air. 
The conscience as a sea at rest 

But when the heart is full of am, 

And doubt beside the portal 'uaits, 
They can but listen at the gates, 

\nd hear the household jar within 

\cv 

Bj night we linger’d on the laun. 

For underfoot the herb was dry , 
And genial u annth , and o’er the skj 
The siKcty haze of summer drawn , 

And calm that let the tapers burn 

Unwavering , not a cricket chirr’d 
The brook alone far-off was heard, 
And on the board the fluttering um 

And bats went round in fragrant skies, 
And wheel’d or lit the filmy shapes 
That haunt the dusk, with ermine, 
capes 

And woolly breasts and beaded ejes , 

While now wd sang old songs that peal’d i 
From knoll to knoll, where, couch’d 
at ease, 

The white kine glimmer’d, and the 
trees 

Laid their dark arms about the field 

But when those others, one by one, 

"Withdrew themsehes from me and 
night, 

And in the house light after light 
Went out, and I was all alone, 

A hunger seized my heart 5 I read 

Of that glad jear which once had 
been. 

In those faU’n leaves which kept 
their green. 

The noble letters of the dead • 

T 


And strangely on the silence broke 

The silent* speaking words, and 
strange 

Wta love’s dumb cry defying chan ge 
T o test hi' s-i\ortti . and strangely spoke 

The faith, the vigour, bold to dwell 
Ondoubts that drive the coward back, 
And keen thro’ w ordy snares to track 
Suggestion to her inmost cell 

So word by word, and line by line, 

The dead man touch’d me from the 
past. 

And all at once it seem’d at last 
The living soul was flash’d on mine. 

And mine m this was wound, and whirl’d 
About empyreal heights of thought. 
And came on that which is, and 
caught 

The deep pulsations of the world, 

/Eoman znusic measuring out ’’ 

~ The steps of Time — the shocks of 
Chance — 

The blows of Death At length 
my trance 

Was cancell’d, stricken thro’ with doubt 

Vague words ' but ah, how' haid to frame 
In matter moulded forms of speech, 
Or cv’n for intellect to reach 
Thro’ memory that which 1 became 

Till now the doubtful dusk reseal’d 

The knolls once more where, couch’d 
at case, 

1 he white kine glimmer’d, and the 
trees 

Laid their dark arms about the field 

And suck’d from out the distant gloom 
A breeze began to tremble o’er 
The large leaves of the ^cspipre, 

And fluctuate all the still perfiime," 

And gathering freshlier oserhead, 

Rock’d the full - foliaged elms, and 
swung 

The heavy folded rose, and flung 
The lilies to and fro, and said 
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‘The dawn, the dawn,’ and died awaj , 
And East and West, without n 
breath, 

I Mixt then dim lights, like life and 
' death, 

fTo broaden into boundless daj 
XCM 

You say, but with no touch of scorn, 
Sweet hearted, jou, whose light- 
blue c)es 

Arc tender o\er drowning flies- 
You tell me, dpubt is DeviLbom 

I know not one indeed I knew 



Their loic has ncicr past aw.aj , 

The da>*s she neier can forget 
Are carnc't that he loves her yet, 
Whatt’tr the faithless people saj. 


In manj a subtle question versed, 
Who touch’d a jarring Ij re at first. 
But ever strove to make it true 


P erplext in faith, but pure in dec tU, 
At last he beat his miisir. nu t 
v>vrKlre li ves more faith in bn 
*~ Bogti ti 

Believe m e. than m half the creeds 


Her life IS lone, be sits apart. 

He lovcs her jet, she wall not weep, 
Tho’ rapt in matters dark and deep 
He seems to slight her simple heart 

He thnds the labjnnth of the mind, 

He reads the secret of the Siar, 
lie seems so near and jet so far, 
lie looks so cold she thinks lum bad 


He fought his doubts and gather’d 
strength. 

He would not make his judgment 
blind. 

He faced the spectres of the mind 
And laid them thus he came at length 

To find a stronger faith his own , 

And Power was with him in the 
night, 

hich makes the darkness and the 
A A '‘Sht. 

And dwells not in the light alone, 

But in the darkness and the cloud. 

As over Sinai’s peaks of old, 

While Israel made their gods of 
gold, 

Altho’ the trumpet blew so loud 


ly love.bns 

iGS, 

I ^finds on misty moim 
His own vast shadou 


T*3i?S\9wn 







ears 


A wither'd violet is her 


She, knows not w hat his irreatness r 
For that, lor all, she loves lurarmorc 



She kn ows but matters of the house , 
And he, he knows a thousand thintg 


Her faith is fixt and cannot move. 

She darkly feels him great and w ise, 
She dwells on him vv ith faithful cj es, 
• I^n not understand I love ' ' 


..f 'tcvtn 

You leave us you will see the Rhine, 
And those fair hills I soil’d below, 
\Mien I was there with him j and go 
By summer belts of wheat and vine 


breathed liis latest breath, 
^lat City All her splendour seems 
No liv clier than the w isp that gleams 
On Lethe in tne eyes of Death 
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Let her great Danube rolling fair 

Enwind her isles, unmark’d of me 
I have not seen, I mil not see 
Vienna , rather dream that there, 

A treble darkness, E\al haunts 

The birth, the bndal , fnend from 
fncnd 

Is oftener parted, fathers bend 
Abote more graves, a thousand viants 

G naiT-a t the heels of men, and prcj 
“■ 'By each cold hearth, and sadness 
flings 

Her shadow on the blaze of kings 
And yet myself have heard him say, 

That not in any mother town 

With statelier progress to and fro 
The double tides of chariots flow 
By park and^suburb under brown 

Of lustier leaves ; nor more content. 

He told me, lives in any aowd. 
When all is gay with lamps, and 
loud 

With sport and song, in booth and tent. 

Imperial halls, or open plam , 

And wheels the circled dance, and 
breaks 

The rocket molten into flakes 
Of crimson or m emerald ram 1% 

Risest thou thus, dim dawn, agam. 

So loud noth voices of ’be birds. 

So thick with lowings of the herds, 
Daj, when I lost t^ flower of men , 

Who trembles! thro’ thy darkling red 
On yon swoll’n brook that bubbles 
fast 

B> meadows breathing of the past. 
And woodlands holy to the dead , 

Who murmurest in the foliaged eaves 
A song that shghts the coming care. 
And Autumn laying here and there 
A fiery finger on the leaves , , 


Who wakenest with th} balmy breath 
To myriads on the genial earth. 
Memories of bndal, or of birth. 
And unto myriads more, of death 

0 wheresoever those maj be. 

Betwixt the slumber of the poles, 

To day they count as kindred souls. 
They know me not, but mourn with me 

c. 

1 climb the hill from end to end 

Of all the landscape underneath, 

I find no place that does not breathe 
Some gracious memory of my fnend , 

No gray old grange, or lonely fold. 

Or low mor^s and whispering 
reed, 

Or simple stile from mead to mead. 
Or sheepwalk up the windy wold , 

Nor hoary knoll of ash and lww_ 

That hears the latest linnet tnll, 

Nor qujury trench’d along the hill 
And haunted by the wrangling daw , 

Nor runlet tinkling from the rock , ' 

Nor pastoral mailet that swerves 
To left and nght thro’ meadowy 
X> curves, 

'that feed the mothers of the flock , 

S>Crr 

“^ut each has pleased a kindred eye. 

And each reflects a kmdlier day , 

' And, leaving these, to pass away, 

I think once more he seems to die 

Cl 

Unwatch'd, the garden bough shall swaj% 
The tender blossom flutter down, 
Unloved, that beech wll gather 
brown. 

This maple bum itself aw'ay , 

Unloved, the sun-flower, shmmg fair, 

Ray round with flames her disk of 
seed, 

And many a rose-carnation feed 
With summer spice the humming air , 
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Unloved, b> many a sand) bar, 

The brook shall babble dor n the 
plain. 

At noon or when the les«er wain 
Is twisting round the polar star , 


I turn to go III) feet arc set 

To icarc the pleasant fields tad 
farms , 

Tlic) mix in om. another’s rrms 
To one pure image of ri^rct 


Uncared for, gird the wind) groie. 

And flood the haunts of hern and 
crake , 


Till from the garden and the wild 
A fresh association blow, 

And )car by year the landscape 
grow 

Familiar to the stranger s child , 


p into surer arrows 

The sailing moon in creek and core 


Ull 

On that last night litfor- we went 

r rom out the doors where 1 was bred, 
I dream ’d a vision of the dead, 
Winch left niy rficr morn content 

Methoughl I dwcl' within a hall, 

And maidens witli me dtsiant hills 
I rom hidden summits fed witli nils 
A nver sliding b) the wall 


As year by )ear the labourer tills 

His w onted glebe, or lops tin. glades , 
And year b) year our memory fades 

From all the circle of the hills 

cn 

Wc leave the well beloved place 

Were first we gazed upon tin. sky , 
The roofs, that heard our earliest 
cry. 

Will shelter one of stranger race. 

We go, but ere we go from home, 

^ down the garuen walks I move. 
Two spirits of a diverse lo\e 

Contend for loving masterdom 


One whispers, « Here thy boyhood sun 
i-ong since Us mnlin sonc, ai 
heard ** 

In n I?"' of the bird 

In native hazels tassel hung ’ 

The other answers, ‘Yea, but here 

Vuh thy lost fnend among t 
bowers, 

And this hath made them trebly dear ’ 
These two have striven half the day. 

^d each prefers his separate dan 

That will not yield each other way 


The hall with harp and carol rang 

They sang of what is wise and gaod 
And graceful In the centre stood 
A statue v ed’d, to w Inch they sang , 

Vnd which, tlio’ veil’d, was known tome* 
The shape of him 1 loved, and love 
I'or ever then flew in a dove 
And brought a summons from the sea 


\nd when they learnt tliat I must go 
They wept and wail'd, but led the 
way 

r o where a little shallop lay 
xVt anchor in the flood below , 

And on by many a level mead, 

And shadowing bluff that made the 
banks, 

^\c glided winding under ranks 
Of ins, and the golden reed , 


And still as vaster grew the shore 

And roll’d the floods m grander 
space, 

Tlie maidens gather’d strength and 
grace 

And presence, lordlier than before. 


And 


The 


I myself, who sat apart 
And watch’d them, wax’d in every 
limb , 

I felt the thews of Anakim, 
pulses of a Titan’s heart ; 
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*« c*it woutc’ tirfj the f’enjh of war, 

\t. ’<>«■- la'd ch-n* the lu'tPt) 
Of ill’'! pri5* nee, whidi k jo Ijc, 
AaJ o''c s.*'e star ; 

Ur.'jl the fa'v *itl*creen ni; rules 

to fiti-'i, aiul u e to chaw 
1 uir* tjc-p l« >^i.ef>. to V here s^c saw 
\ iS\y *r her 'htnini; socles 

The It an wc krtc-l there on ^cclc, 
’’at tl r.re as S'rca “t* «*a’\ he Ix-nt 
lo {,t>e Us I’p the side I sien*. 
An J f.It n s 'c*'C;. n ms tees 

WiK ea’ th'-e r a I’crs siuh one nuntl 
i’cu'al il tl c.rla* ; l«'’il tl.tnMsron*; 
‘We «'ne*l !h'‘c hen.,* the) s'..l, 

* sr> {ni!;. 


O ir fuller’s dust is left alone 

And silent under other snotvs 
there m due time the woodbine 
blows, 

The siolct comc->, but we are gone 

Xc» n ore shall \ ajwaid gnef abuse 

Tht genial hour with mask and 
mime; 

For change of place, like growth of 
time. 

Has broke the bona of d>ing use 

Lot cares that pettj shadows cast, 

Bj wtiich our !i\cs arc chiefly 
proved, 

A Iitili. spare the night I loved, 

And hold It solemn to the past 


And w.tt '} j‘i Ir’vc ms now I thinil ?' 

*'0 rapt I was tt,cy coa’d rot wm 
An answer ho a tnv hpv, hat lit 
Reu'ving, ‘ Knter likewise je 
And ro v’fb us ’ tl tj t^it-r'd m 


J Hut let no footstep beat the floor, 

Nor bawl of wassatl mantle warm , 
For w ho w ould keep an ancient form 
I Thro’ which tin. spirit breathes no more? 

Be. neither song, nor game, nor feast ; 
Ivor harp bt touch’d, nor flute be 
blown , 

Ko danct, no motion, save alone 
\\ hat lightens in the lucid e4ast 


And while the v nd htpan to swetp 
A luus c out S'* ‘hse. and shroud, 

Wes ^cr d her tow ard acriinsoncloud 
That landlAc s’cp, nJonj, itie deep 

tr nsmg worlds by yonder wood 

Thu time draws near the h»th of ChTS". . I^ng sleeps the. summer m the seed; 


The moon is hid, the night is still , 
A S’agle church htlow the hill 
Is peaJirg, folded in the niist- 


Run out yotr measured arcs, and 
Iwd 

The closing cycle rich in good 


A single peal of ’lells Iw-lovv, 

Tha* V ak'ats at this hour of rest 
A single murmur in thu breast. 
That these ■»re not the t*clts I know 

T.ilc strangers’ vo ces here, they sound, 
In lards where not a mcmoiy strays, 
Nor landmarl breathes of other days. 
But all ts ni-w unhatlow’d ground 

c\. 


' ' /cvi 

Ring out, vvald liclls, to the walrf^ky. 
The fly mg cloud, the frosty light 
The year is dyang in the night ; 
Ring out, w tld bells, and let him die 

Ring out the old, nng in the nevr, 

Ring, happy bells, across the snow 
llie year is going, let him go , 
Ring out the, false, ring in the true 


To-iught ungathur’d let us leave 
This laurel, let this holly stand 
Wc live within the stranger's land, 
And strangely falls our Christmas eve 


Ring out the gnef that saps the tmnd, 
For those that here we see no miire, 
Ring out the feud of nch and poor, 
Ring in redress to all mankind. 
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Ring out a slowly dying cause. 

And ancient forms of party strife , 
Ring in the nobler modes of life, 

With sweeter manners, purer laws 

Ring out the want, the care, the sin, 

The faithless coldness of the times , 
Ring out, nng out my mournful 
rhymes. 

But nng the fuller minstrel in 

Ring out false pride in place and blood. 
The CIVIC slander and the spite j 
Ring in the love of truth and nght, 

Rin^jn_the_common love of'gobd 

Ring out old shapes of foul disease , 
Ringput. the narrowing lust of . 
Ring out the thousand wars of old, 

Ring in the-thonsn ,nd years of peace 

Ring in the valiant man and free. 

The larger heart, the kindlier hand. 
Ring out the darkness of the land. 

Ring in the Christ that is to be 

evil 

It IS the day when he was bom, 

A bitter day that early sank 
Behind a purple-frosty bank 

Of vapour, leaving night forlorn 

The time admits not flowers or leaves 
To deck the banquet Fiercely flies 

I and ice 

Makes daggers at the sharpen’d eaves. 

And bristles all the brakes and thorns 
T? crescent, as she hangs 

Above the wood which gndes and 
clangs 

Its leafless nbs and iron horns 

TogeAer, m the drifts that pass 
To darken on the rolhng bnne 
T^hat breaks the coast But fetch 
the wine. 

Arrange the board and bnm the glass , 

Bring in great logs and let tliem he, 

10 make a solid core of heat , 

Of 

Uf all thmgs ev’n as he were by , 


We keep the day With festal cheer, 
With books and music, surely we 
Will drink to him, whate’er he he, , 
And sing the songs he loved to hear 

evin 

I will not shut me from my kind. 

And, lest I stiffen into stone, 

I will not eat my heart alone. 

Nor feed with sighs a passing wand 

What profit lies in barren faith, 

And vacant yearning, tho’ with might 
To scale the heaven’s highest height, 
Or dive below the wells of Death ? 

What find I in the highest plac^ 

But mine own phantom chanting 
hymns ? 

And on the depths of death there 
swims 

The reflex of a human face 

I’ll rather take what fmit may be 
Of sorrow under human skies 
’Tis held that sorrow makes us 
wise. 

Whatever wisdom sleep with thee 

Heart-affluence in discursive talk 

From household fountains nevei 
diy. 

The ci-^tip i-io arness qf an eye. 

That saw thro’ all the Musw^walk , 

S^eraphic in tellect and force 

To seize anePffirow^ the doubts of 
man, 

Impassion’d lomc. which outmn 
The hearer in its fiei^ourse , 

High nature amorous of the good. 

But touch’d with no ascetic gloom , 
A nd p a ssion piir a ^m sno ww bloom 
Ihro all the years of Apnl blood, 

AJovgj^lfiEedonrjar^ 

in her regal seat 

-n, ^^gfoiid , not the schoolboy he ' 
The bhnd hysterics of the Celt, 
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And manhood fused wth female grace 
In such a sort, the child uould tivme 
A trustful hand, unask’d, in thine, 
And find his comfort in thj’ face ; 

All these ha\e been, and thee mine e^es 
Have look’d on if they look’d m 
vain. 

My shame is greater who remain, 
Nor let thy unsdom make me wise 

c\ 

Thy converse drew us mth delight, 

The men of rathe and nper years 
The feeble soul, a haunt of fears, 
Forgot his weakness in thy sight 

On thee the loyal-hearted hung. 

The proud was half disarm’d of> 
pride, 

Nor cared the serpent at thy side 
To flicker with his double tongue 

The stem were mild when thou wert by. 
The flippant put himself to school 
And heard thee, and the brasen fool 
Was soften'd, and he knew not why , 

While I, thy nearest, sat apart, 

And felt thy tnumph was as mine , 
And loved them more, that they 
were thine, I 

The graceful tact, the Chnstian art , 

Nor mine the sweetness or the skill, 

But mine the love that will not tire. 
And, bom of love, the vague desire 
That spurs an imitative will 

CXI 

The churl in spint, up or down 

Along the scale of ranks, thro’ all. 

To him who grasps a golden ball, 

By blood a king, at heart a clown , 

The churl in spirit, howe’er he veil 

His want m forms for fashion’s 
sake, 

Will let his coltish nature break 
At seasons thro’ the gilded pale 




For who can always act? but he," " 

To whom a thousand memories call, 
Not being less but more than all 
The gentleness he seem’d to b(> , 

Best seem’d tlie thing he was, and join’d 
Each office of the social hour 
To noble manners, as the flower 
And native grow th of noble mind , 

Nor ever narrowness or spite. 

Or villain fancy fleeting by. 

Drew in the expression of an eye. 
Where God and Nature met in light , 

And thus he bore without abuse 

The grand old name of^entleman, ' 
Defamed by every charlatarij 
And soil’d with all ignoble use 

CXII 

High wisdom holds my wisdom less. 

That I, who gaze with temperate 
eyes 

On glonous insufficiencies, 

Set light by narrower perfectness 

But thou, that fillest all the room 
Of all my love, art reason why 
I seem to cast a careless eye 
On souls, the lesser lords of doom 

For what wert thou? some noiel power 
Sprang up for ever at a touch, 

And hope could never hope too 
much. 

In watching thee from hour to hour, 

Large elements m order brought. 

And tracts of calm from tempest 
made, 

And world-wide fluctuation sway’d 
In vassal tides that follow’d thought 

CXIII 

•Tis held that sorrow makes us wise , 

Yet how much wisdom sleeps wuth 
thee — — 

YTiich not alone had guided me. 

But served the seasons that may nse ; 
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For can I doubt, who knew thee keen, 
In intellect, w it h force and skilL 
To strive, to instnon, to 
I doubt not w’hat thou w ouldst ha\ e been 

I A life in CIVIC action warm, 

A soul on highest mission sent, 

A potent voice of Parliament, 

1 A Pillar steadfast jn the storm . 

Should licensed boldness gather force. 
Becoming, when the Ume has birth, 
A lever to uplift the earth 
And roll it in another course, 

With thousand shocks that come and go, 
With agonies, with energies. 

With oierthrowings, and with cries, 
And undulations to and fro 


cxiv 


V\Tio 



Who loves not Knowledge? 
rail 

Against her beauty? May she mix 
With men and prosper ' Who shall 
fix 

Her pillars ? Let her w ork pres ail 
But on her forehead sits a fire 


I would the great world grew like thee, 
Wliogrcwcst not alone in power 
And knowledge, but by jear and 
hour 

In rcxcrence and in charitj 
cxv 

Low fades the last long streak of snow. 
Now burgeons every inaac of quick 
About the flowering squares, and 
thick 

Bj ashtn roots the violets blow 

Now rings the woodland loud and long. 
The distance takes a lovelier hue. 
And drown’d in 3 ondcr living blue 

The lark becomes a sightless song 

Now dance theJi[Thts on lawn and lea,^ 
3 he flocks are w Inter dovv n tlie v3e . 
And milkier every milkv sai l, 

^n winding stream or distant s^ , , 

MTiere now the seamew pipes, or dives 
In >ondcr greening gleam, and flj 
The happj birds, that change their 
skj 

To build and brood , that live their lives 


She sets her forward countenance 
And leaps into the future chance, 
Submitting all things to desire 

Half grovvTi as yet, a child, and vain— 
She cannot fight the fear of death 
What IS she, cut from love and faith. 
But some wild Pallas from the brain 

Of Demons? fiery-hot to burst 
All barriers in her onward race 
For power Let her know her place , 
She IS the second, not the first 


From land to land , and in my breast 
Spnng wakens too , and my regret 
Becomes an Apnl violet. 

And buds and blossoms hkc the rest 

cxvi 

Is It, then, regret for buried time 

That keenlier in sweet Apnl wakes, 
And meets the year, and gives and 
takes 

The colours of the crescent prime ? 


A higher hand must make her mild. 
If all be not m vain , and guide 
footsteps, movang side bv s 
With wisdom, like the younger child 


For she is earthly of the mind. 

But Wisdom heavenly of the soul 
O, friend, who earnest to thy goal 
So early, leavang me behind. 


Not all the songs, the stirring air. 

The life re onent out of dust. 

Cry thro’ the sense to hearten trust 
In that which made the world so fair 

Not all regret the face will shine 
Upon me, while 1 muse alone , 

And that dear voice, I once hav's 
known. 

Still speak to me of me and mine 
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Vet less of sorrow lues in me 

For o-ijs of happ 3 commune dead , 
Less j earning for die fnend'ship 
flerl, 

Than some strong bond w'hich is to be 
CWII 

O daj’s and hours, jour work is this 
To hold me from my proper place, 
A little while from his embrace. 

For fuller gam of after bliss 

That out of distance might ensue 

Desire of nearness doubly sweet , 
And unto meeting when we meet. 
Delight a hundredfold accrue, 

For eseiy gram of sand that runs, 

And e\erj’ span of shade that 
Steals, 

And every kiss of toothed wheels. 
And all die courses of the suns. 

cwm 

Contemplate all this work of Time, 

The giant labouring in his youth , 
Nor dream of human love and truth, 
As dying Nature’s earth and lime , 

But trust that those we call the dead 
Are breathers of an ampler day 
For ever nobler ends They say. 
The solid earth whereon we tread 

In tracts of fluent heat began. 

And grew to seeming-random forms. 
The seeming prey of cyclic storms, 
Till at the last arose ^e man , 

Who throve and branch’d from clime to 
clime. 

The herald of a higher race. 

And of himself in higher place, 

If so he type this work of time 

Within himself, from more to more , 

Or, crown’d wath attributes of woe 
Like glones, move Ins course, and 
show 

That life is not as idle ore, 


But iron dug from central gloom. 

And heated hot with burning fears 
And dipt in baths of hissing tears, 
And batter’d with the shocks oi doom 

To shape and use Arise and fly 

The reeling Faun, the sensual feast ; 
Mov e upw ard, w orkmg out the beast. 
And let the ape and tiger die 

cxiv 

Doors, where my heart was used to beat 
So quickly, not as one that weeps 
I come once more , the city sleeps , 
I smell the meadow in the street , 

I bear a ctiirp of birds , I see 

Betwixt the black fronts long-with 
drawn 

A light-blue lane of earlj dawn. 

And think of early days and thee, 

And bless thee, for thy hps are bland, 
And bright the friendship of thine 
eye, 

And m my thoughts with scarce a sigh 
I take the pressure of thine hand 

exx 

I trust I have not wasted breath 

I think we are not wholly brain. 
Magnetic mockeries , not in voiin. 
Like Paul with beasts, I fought with 
Death , 

Not only cunnine casts in clay 

Let Seicncp.. prnvp we are, and then 
What matters Science unto n.en. 

At leMt to me ? 1 would not stay. 

Let him, the wiser man who springs 

Hereafter, up from childhood shape 
His action like the greater ape, 

^ut I was bom to other fhmgs 

exxt 

Sad Hesper o’er the buned sun 

And ready, thou, to die with him, 
Thou watchest all things ever dim 
And dimmer, and a glorj’ done 
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The team is loosen’d from the ivain, 

The boil IS drawn upon the shore , 
Thou hstenesl to the closing door. 
And life is darken’d in the brain 

Bright Phosphor, fresher for the night, 
By thee the world’s great work is 
heard 

Beginnmg, and the wakeful bird , 
Behind thee comes the greater light 

The market bo-’t is on the stream, 

And voices hail it from the brink , 
Thou hear’st the village hammer 
clink. 

And sec’st the moving of the team 

Sweet Hesper Phosphor, double name 
For what is one, the first, the last. 
Thou, like my present and my 

Thy place is changed, thou art the 
same 


' CXMII 

There rolls the deep where grew the tree 
O earth, wha* changi^ hast thou 
seen 1 

There where the long street roan, 
hath been 

The stillness of the central sea. 

Tilt hills are shadows, and they flow 
From form to form, and nothing 
stands , 

They melt like mist, the solid lands, 

Like clouds they shape themselves and 
fio 

But in my spmt will I dwell, 

And dream my dream, and hold it 
true , 

For tbo’ my lips may breathe adieu, 

I cannot think the thing farewell 

exxn 


exxu 

Oh, wast thou with me, dearest, then, 
While I rose up against my doom. 
And yearn’d to burst the folded 
gloom. 

To bare the eternal Heavens again, 


To feel once more, in placid awe. 

The strong imagination roll 

T ^ of stare about my soul, 
in all her motion one with law , 

If thou wert with me, and the grave 
Divide us not, be with me now. 

Till aU my blood, a fuller wave. 

Be qmcken’d with a livelier breath. 
And like an inconsiderate boy, 

T I flash of jov,'’^ 

I shp the thoughts of life and Llth , 

And all the breeze of Fancy blows. 

paints a boi 

Anri ^’^d lightmngs deeply glo 
And every thought break out a ro£ 


That which we dare invoke to blcsS , 
Our dearest faith; our ghastlies 
doubt , 

He, They, One, All ; within, with 
out , 

The Power in darkness whom we guess, 

I found Him not in w orld or sun. 

Or eagle’s wing, or insect's eye. 
Nor thro’ the questions men may 
‘O'. 

The petty cobwebs we have spun 

If e’er when faith had fall’n asleep, 

I heard a voice ‘believe no more* 
And heard an ever-breaking shore 
That tumbled in the Godless deep , 

A warmth within the breast would melt 
The freezing reason’s colder part. 
And like a man in wrath the heart 
istood up and answer’d ‘ I have felt ’ 

No, lAe a child in doubt and fear 

But that bhiid clamour made me 
wise , 

Then was I as a child that cries, 
u , crying, knows his father near , 
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And what I am beheld again 

bat IS, and no man understands , 
And out of darkness came the hands 
lhat reach thro’ nature, moulding men 


lATiaterer I ha\e said or sung. 

Some bitter notes mj harpuouldgixe, 
Yea, tho’ there oAen seem’d to Ine 
A contradiction on the tongue. 

Yet Hope had never lost her )outh , 

She did but look through dimmer 
ejes. 

Or Lo\ e but play du ith graaous lies, 
Because he felt so Hy d m truth . 

And if the song were full of care. 

He breathed the spirit of the song , 
And if the words were sweet and 
strong 

He set lus rojal signet there 

Abiding walh me till I snl 

To seek thee on the mystic deeps, 
And this electnc force, that keeps 
A thousand pulses dancing, fail 

CXXVI. 

Love IS and was mi Lord and Km 


12 


To hear the tidings of m> friend . 
Which esert hour his courier s bring 


Love IS and was my King and Lord, 

And will be, tho as yet I keep 
Within his court on earth, and sleep 
Encompass’d by bis faithful guard, 

And hear at times a sentinel 

Who moves about from place to place, 
And whispers to the worlds of space. 
In the deq> night, that all is well 


And all is well, tho’ faith and form 
Be sunder’d in the night of fear , 
Well roars the storm to those that 
hear 

A deeper voice across the storm, 


Proclaiming social truth shall spread, 
And juctice, ev n tho’ thnce again 
The red fool-fury of the Seine 
Should pile her barricades wuth dead. 

But iH for him that wears a crowm, 

And him, the lazar, in lus rags 
They tremble, the sustaining crags , 
The spires of ice are toppled down. 

And molten np. and roar m flood , 

The fortres!, crashes from on high, 
The brute earth lightens to the sky, 
And the great AHon sinks in blood, 

And compass’d by the fires of Hell , 
While thou, dear spirit, happy star, 
O’erlook’st the tumult from ^ar. 
And smilest, knowmg all is well 

CXXt'III 

The love that rose on stronger wings, 
Unpalsied when he met with Death, 

I Is comrade of the lesser faith 
; That sees the course of human things 

I No doubt vast eddies in the flood 

or onward time shall yet be made, 
And throned races may degrade , 

I Yet O ye mystenes of good, 

IWild Hours that fly with Hope and Fear, 
If all your office had to do 
With old results that look like new , 
If this were all your mission here, 

To draw, to sheathe a useless sword, 

To fool the crowd wath glonous 
lies, 

To cleave a creed in sects and cries, 
To change the beanng of a word. 

To shift an arbitraiy power, 

To cramp the student at his desk. 

To make old bareness picturesque 
And tuft wath grass a feudal tower. 

Why then my scorn might well descend 
On you and yours I see m part 
That all, as in some piece of art, 

Is toil cooperant to an end 
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Deir fnend, far off, mj lost desire, 

So far, so near in woe and weal , 

O lo\ed the most, iihcn most 1 feel 

There is a lower and a higher , 

Known and unknown , human, diiinc , 
Sweet human hand and lips and e} c , 
Dear heavenly friend that canst not 
die, 

Mme, mine, for e\cr, e\er mme , 

Strange fnend, past, present, and to be , 
Loved deeplier, darhher understood , 
Behold, I dream a dream of good, 

A.nd mingle all the world with thee 


Thy voice is on the rolling air , 

I hear thee where the waters run , 
Thou standest m the nsing sun. 

And in the setting thou art fau: 

What art thou then ? I cannot guess , 
But tho’ I seem in star and flower 
To feel thee some diffusive power, 

I do not therefore love thee les 

My love involves the love before , 

M} love IS vaistcr passion now , 

1 'rtrfmix’d with God and ^ature 

I ttio^ ~ 

tt seem to love thee more and more 



cxxxi 

O living will that Shalt endure 

When all that seems shall suffer 
shock. 

Rise in the spiritual rock. 

Flow thro’ our deeds and make them pure, 

That we may lift from out of dust 
A voice as unto him that heats, 

A ci^ above ihe conquered years 
To one that with ns works, and trust, 

ft- 


Wilii fai'h th-'t comes of «:elf-contro1, 

1 he truths that never can be proveu 
Until we close with all we lo.-cd, 
And all we flow from, «oiil in soul 


O tiiic and tried, so vv ell and long. 
Demand not thou e inamagc lay , 

In tl at it IS thj iiiamage day 
Is music more than anj song 

Nor have I felt so much pf bliss 

Since first he told me that he loved 
•\ daughter of our house , nor provea 
Since that dark dav a daj like this , 

Tho’ I «incc then have number’d o’er 
Some thnee three years ' they went 
and came. 

Remade the blood and changed the 
frame. 

And yet IS love not less, but more , 

No longer canng to embalm 

In dying songs a*3tad regret, 

But like a statue solid set, 

And moulded in colossal calm 

Regret IS dead, but love is more 

Th-’n m the summers that are flowai, 

* For I mvself with these have grown 
To something greater than before , 

Which makes appear the songs I made 

♦ As echoes out of weaker times. 

As half but idle brawling rhymes, 

1 ne sport of random sun and shade. 

But where is she, the hndal flower, 

That must lie made a wife ere noon? 
She enters, glow ing like Uie moon 
Of Ddcii on Its bridal bower 

On me she bends her blissful eyes 

And then on thee , they meet thy look 
And brighten like the star that shook 
Betvv ixt the palms of paradise 

O when her life was yet in hud, 

He too foretold the perfect rose 
For thee she grew , for thee she grows 
For ever, and as lair as good 
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And thou art worthy * full of power , 

As gentle , liberal-minded, great, 
Consistent, neanng all that weight 
Of leammg lightly like a flower 

Bat now set out the noon is near, 

And I must gve away' the bride 
She feais not, or with thee beside 
And me behind her, will not fear 

For 1 that danced her on my knee, 

That watch’d her on her nurse’s arm. 
That shielded all her life from harm 
At last must part with her to thee , 

Now waiting to be made a wafe, 

Her feet, my darling, on the dead , 
Their pensire tablets round her head, 
-\nd the most lisang words of life 

Breathed in her ear The nng is on. 
The ‘ w lit thou * answ er’d, and again 
The ‘wilt thou’ ask’d, till out of 
twain 

Her sweet ‘I will ’ has made you one 

Now sign your names, which shall be 
read, 

Mute symbols of a joyful mom, 

By village cy es as yet unborn , 

The names are sign’d, and overhead 

Begins the clash and clang that tells 
The joy to every wandenng breeze , 
The blind wall rocks, and on the trees 
The dead leaf trembles to the bells 

O happy hour, and happier hours 

Await them Many a meny face 
Salutes them — ^maidens of the place, 
That pelt us in the porch wath flowers 

O happy hour, behold the bride 

With him to whom her hand I gave 
They leave the porch, they pass the 
grave 

That has to day its sunny side 

To day the grave is bright for me. 

For them the light of life increased, 
W*ho stay to share the morning feast. 
Who rest to night beside the sea 
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Let all my genial spirits advance 

To meet and greet a whiter sun , 
My drooping memory will not ^un 
The foammg grape of eastern France 

It circles round, and fancy plays. 

And hearts are warm’d and faces 
bloom. 

As drinking health to bnde and 
groom 

We wish them store of happy days 

Nor count me all to blame if I 
Conjecture of a stiller guest. 
Perchance, perchance, among the 
rest. 

And, tho’ in silence, washing joy 

But they must go, the time draws on, 
And those white -favour’d horses 
w sit ; 

They nse, but hnger , it is late , 
Farewell, we luss, and they are gone 

A shade falls on us like the dark 

From little cloudlets on the grass, 
But sweeps away as out we pass 
To range the woods, to roam the park. 

Discussing how their courtship grew', 

And talk of others that are wed, 

And how she look’d, and what he 
said. 

And back we come at fall of dew 

Again the feast, the speech, the glee, 

The shade of passing thought, the 
wealth 

Of words and wit, the double health. 
The crowmmg cup, the three times-three, 

And last the dance , — till I retire * 

Dumb IS that tower which spake so 
loud. 

And high m heaven the streaming 
cloud, 

And on the downs a rising fire 

And nse, O moon, from yonder down, 

Till over down and over dale 
All night the shining vapour sail 
And pass the silent-lighted town, 
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glancing nib, 

A^2 ^ mountsunLad, 

Wh and 

Thor sleeping silver thro’ the hills 

Si "■' "“f. 

'"''p,;js’4^s“si„7s 

And, moved thro> hfe of lower phase. 


Of those that, eye to eye, shall look 

under whose com 

^%and* and m then 

Is Natj^jike^ap open book ; 

No longer half-akin to bmte, 

Of wW snflfer’d, is but seed 

Of what in them is flower and frmt, 

\Miereof the man, that with me trod 
f^his planet, was a noble hpe 

That fnfni^" ''"c npe- 

Jnend of mine who lives m GodV 

I — C iffJnaasijgsd 

T ^ii-s ne far-off ^nA^ ,“r- 7 


maud, a monodrama. 


PART I 


“« ask d her, answers ‘Death’ 

uiro the air 

I ^^‘cmembcr the h 


MAUZ> 
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Villamj somewhere ' whose ? One sajs, we are villains all. 

Not he his honest fame should at least by me be maintained 
But that old man, now lord of the broad estate and the Hall, 

Dropt off go-^ed from a scheme that had left us flaccid and drain’d 

VI 

Wily do the} prate of the blessings of Peace ? we have made them a curse, 
Pickpockets, each hand lusting for all that is not its own , 

And lust of gain, in the spirit of Cain, is it better or worse 
Tnan the heart of the citizen hissing in war on his own hearthstone ? 

air 

But these are the days of advance, the works of the men of mind, 

\\’hcn who but a fool would have faith in a tradesman’s ware or his word? 
Is It peace or war? Civil war, as I think, and that of a kind 
The nler, as underhand, not openly bearing the sword 

V'lll 

Sooner or later I too maj passively take the print 

Of the golden age — ^whj not ? I have neither hope nor trust ; 

Ma) make mj heart as a millstone, set my face as a flint, 

Cheat and be cheated, and die who knows > we are ashes and dust 

rc 

Peace sitting under her olive, and slumng the days gone by, 

Wlien the poor are hovell’d and hustled together, each sex, like swine, 
'W'hen only the ledger lives, and when only not all men he. 

Peace in her vaneyard — ^y^es ' — but a company foiges the wine 


X 

And the vatnol madness flushes up in the ruffian’s head. 

Till the filthy by-lane nngs to the yell of the trampled vvafe. 
And chalk and alum and plaster are sold to the poor for bread. 
And the spirit of murder works in the very means of life, 

XI 

And Sleep must he down arm’d, for the villainous centre-bits 
Gnnd on the wakeful ear in the hush of the moonless nights. 
While another is cheating the sick of a few last gasps, as he sits 
To pestle a poison’d poison behind his enmson lights 

xn 

\\’hen a Mammonite mother kills her babe for a bunal fee. 

And Timour-Mammon gnns on a pile of children’s bones. 

Is It peace or war? better, war ! loud war by land and by sea. 
War with a thousand battles, and shaking a hundred thrones 
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For I trust \f in enemy’s fleet came yonder round try Ine hill. 

f >;«‘Je-bolt sang from the three decl er out of the foam, 

ASd stScri“f°he*?“M*"“^"°'’''u >«*P from his countered 

And stnke, if he could, nerc it but iwth his cheating yatdwand, home - 


xit 


T'ij ‘i° ‘1® myself dottn and die 

a Lin" fi ^ Lvermore to brLd 

On a horror of shaiteFd limbs and a wretched swindler’s he? 


And mve ^tLL^ he^andX t,* aT 


\\I 


O. having the nenes Lmn« “> ">«= here? 

w» „ L « -ii s-r 

W 1 

'workmen up at the ITnll i ♦!,- 

The dark old place wnUbeLb L".'^ * 

I base heard, I knoi Lfl hLi^ “ millionaire • 

I play’d with the girl when a singular buiuty of Maud ; 

PH niien a child , she promised then to be fait 

M d I, 

Maud S 

Maud wath her sweet pu«e ^ ^ °f »»». 

M»a 0.= 

^I\ 

IS slic now ? \T« j 

Wn..ac«« 

^ank^ for the fieL best knol^rh ’k ® al°"e 

^ “« •>.« '>«■» 

Il^u n=,J I n«r find .| ,t ,.a I 

But a coid and clear cut lace ^ T r savour nor^t 

wnereia the fault? 
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All that I saw (for her eyes were downcast, not to be seen) 

Faultily faultless, icily regular, splendidly null, 

Dead perfection, no more , nothing more, if it had not been 
For a chance of travel, a paleness, an hour’s defect of the rose. 

Or an underlip, jou may call it a little too npe, too full, 

Or the least little delicate aquiline curve in a sensitive nose. 

From which I escaped heart-free, with the least little touch of spleen 

rrr 

Cold and clear-cut face, why come you so cruelly meek, 

Breaking a slumber in w’hich all spleenful folly was drown’d, 

Pale with the golden beam of an eyelash dead on the cheek. 
Passionless, pale, cold face, star-sweet on a gloom profound , 
Womanlike, taking reienge too deep for a transient wrong 
Done but in thought to your beauty, and e\er as pale as before 
Growing and fading and growing upon me without a sound, 
Luminous, gemlike, ghostlike, deathlike, half the night long 
Growing and fading and grow mg, till I could bear it no more, 

But arose, and all by mjself in my own dark garden ground. 
Listening now to the tide m its broad flung shipwrecking roar. 

Now to the scream of a madden’d beach dragg’d down by the wave, 
Walk’d in a ivintry wind by a ghastly glimmer, and found 
The shining daffodil dead, and Onon low m his grave 

IV 

I 

A million emeralds break from the ruby-budded lime 
In the little gro\e where I sit — ah, wherefore cannot I be 
Like things of the season gay, like the bountiful season bland, 

When the far-ofi" sail is blown by the breeze of a softer clime. 
Half-lost in the liquid azure bloom of a crescent of sea. 

The silent sapphire-spangled marriage nng of the land ? 

n 

Below me, there, is the village, and looks how quiet and small 1 
And yet bubbles o’er like a citj, with gossip, scandal, arid spite ; 

And Jack on his ale-house bench has as many lies as a Czar , 

And here on the landward side, bj a red rock, glimmers the Hall , 
And up in the high Hall garden I see her piss like a light ; 

But sorrow seize me if eier that light be my leading star 1 

ni 

When have I bow’d to her father, the wrinkled head of the race? 

1 met her to-day with her brother, but not to her brother I bow’d. 

I bow’d to his ladi -sister as she rode b> on the moor , 

But the fire of a foolish pnde flash’a o\er her beauuful face 
O child, )ou wTong jour beauty, belie\e it, in being so proud , 

Your father has wealth wdl-goUen, and I am nameless and poor 


T 
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I keep but a man and a maid, ever ready to slander and steal , 

I know It, and smile a hard-set smile, like a stoic, or like 
A wiser epicurean, and let the world have its way . 

For nature is one with rapine, a harm no preacher can heal , 

The Majfly is tom by the swallow, the sparrow spear’d 1^ the shnke 
And the whole little wood where I sit is a world of plunder and prey 


V 

We are puppets, Man in his pride, and Beauty fair in her flow er , 
Do we more oursebes, or are moied by an unseen hand at a game 
That pushes us off from the board, and others ever succeed ? 

Ah jet, we cannot be kind to each other here for an hour , 

We whisper, and hint, and chuckle, and grm at a brother’s shame , 
However we brave it out, we men are a little breed 


VI 

A monstrous eft was of old the Lord and Master of Earth, 
For him did his high sun flame, and his n\ er billowing ran, 
And he felt himself in his force to be nature’s crowning race 
As nine months go to the shaping an infant ripe for his birth. 
So manj a million of ages hare gone to the making of man 
He now is first, but is he the last? is he not too base? 


t Vll 

The man of science himself is fonder of gloij, and lain. 

An eje well-practised in nature, a spirit bounded and poor. 

The passionate heart of the poet is whirl’d into folly and vice 
I would not man el at either, but keep a temperate brain , 

For not to desire or admire, if a man could learn it, were more 
Than to walk all daj like the sultan of old in a garden of spice 

$ 

vni 

For the dnft of the Maker is dark, an Isis hid by the veil 

Who knoivs the ways of the world, how God will bring them about ? 

Our planet is one, the suns are manj’, the w orld is w ide 

Shall I weep if a Poland fall? shall I shriek if a Hungary faiP 

Or an infant ciiilisation be ruled with rod or wuth knout? 

I ?llmicnot.made the w orld, and He that made it will guide 


mine a philosopher’s life m the quiet woodland waj-s, 
f ^ » passionless peace he my lot, 

f clamour of li-irs belied in the hubbub of lies , 

Because world that are ever hissing dispraise 

’r*’’ heed ii or not, 

hcte each man walks with his head in a cloud of poisonous flies 
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And most of all would I flee from the cruel madness of love, 

The hone) of poison flowers and all the measureless ill. 

Ah Maud, you mdlvwhite fawn, )ou are all unmeet for a wife 
Your mother is mute in her gra%e as her image in marble above , 
Your lather is e\er in London, yon wander about at your will ; 
You haae but fed on the roses and lam in the blies of life 


V 

I 

A voice by the cedar tree 
In the meadow under the Hall ' 

She IS singing an air that is known to me, 
A passionate ballad gallant and gay, 

A martial song like a trumpet’s call ' 
Singing alone m the morning of life, 

In the happy morning of life and of May, 
Singing of men that in battle array. 
Ready in heart and ready in hand, 
March wath banner and bugle and fife 
To the death, for their natn e land 

II 

Maud wiUi her <nc[uisite face. 

And wild aoice pealing up to the sunny 
shy. 

And feet like sunny gems on an English 
green, 

Maud in the light of her youth and her 
grace. 

Singing of Death, and of Honour that 
cannot die. 

Till I w ell could w cep for a time so sordid 
and mean. 

And myself so languid and base 

in 

Silence, beautiful voice ’ 

Be s' ill, for you only trouble the mind 
With a joy in which I cannot rejoice, 

A glory' I shall not find 
Still ' I wall hear you no more, 

For your sweetness hardly leaves me a 
choice 

But to mov e to the meadow and fall before 
Her feet on the meadow grass, and adore. 
Not her, who is neither courtly nor kmd, 
Not her, not her, but a voice 


VI 

I 

Morning anses stormy and pale, 

I No sun, but a wannish glare 
I In fold upon fold of hueiess cloud. 

And the budded peaks of the wood are 
bo.rd 

Caught and cuff’d by* the gale 
I had fancied it would be fair 

II 

Whom but Maud should I meet 
Last night, when the sunset bum’d 
On the blossom’d gable-ends 
At the head of the village street, 

Whom but Maud should I meet? 

And she toucli’d my hand with a smile 
so sweet, 

She made me divane amends 
For a courtesy not return’d 

in 

And thus a delicate spark 
Of glowing and growing light 
Thro’ the livelong hours of the dark 
Kept Itself warm in the heart of my 
dreams, 

Ready to burst in a colour’d flame , 

Till at last when the morning came 
In a cloud, it faded, and seems 
But an ashen gray delight 

IV 

What if walh her sunny hair, 

And smile as sunny as cold, 

She meant to weave me a snare 
Of some coquettish deceit, 

Cleopatra-like as of old 
To entangle me when we met. 

To have her lion roll in a silken net 
And fawn at a victor’s feel 
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Ah, \7hat shall I be at fifty 
Should Nature keep me alive, 

If I find the riorld so bitter 
When I am but twenty -five? 

Yet, if she were not a cheat, 

If Maud were all that she seem'd, 

And her smile were all that I dream’d. 
Then the world were not so bitter 
But a smile could make it sweet 

VI 

What if tho’ her eye seem'd full 
Of a kind intent to me, 

What if that dandy -despot, he. 

That jew ell'd mass of millinery, 

That oil'd and curl'd As^’nan Bull 
Smelling of musk and of insolence, 

Her brother, from whom I keep aloof. 
Who wants the finer politic sense 
To mask, tho' but in his own behoof. 
With a glassy smile his brutal scorn— 
What if he had told her yestermom 
How prettily for his own sweet sake 
A face of tenderness might be feign'd. 
And a moist mirage in desert eyes, 

That so, when the rotten hustings shake 
In another month to his brazen bes, 

A wretcheo lote may be gain'd 

VII 

For a raven ever croaks, at my side. 
Keep watch and ward, keep watch and 
ward, 

Or thou wilt pro\e their tool 
Yea, too, myself from myself I guard. 
For often a man's oivn angry pride 
Is cap and bells for a fool 


And the shrickmg rush of the wainsal 
mouse. 

And my own sad name in comers coed. 
When the shiier of danang leaves u 
thrown 

About Its echoing chambers wide. 

Till a morbid hate and horror have 
grown 

Of a world in which I have hardly imxt. 
And a morbid eating lichen fixt 
On a heart half turn’d to stone 


0 heart of stone, arc you flesh, and caught i 
By that you swore to withstand? 

For what was it else within me wrought : 
But, I fear, the new strong wane of 
lose. 

That made my tongue so stammer and 
tnp 

I\Ticn I saw the treasured splendour, her 
hand. 

Come sliding out of her sacred glove, 

And the sunlight broke from her bp? 

X- 

1 have play’d with her when a child. 

She remembers it now' we meet ' 

Ah well, well, well, I may be beguiled 
By some coquettish deceit 

Yet, if she were not a cheat, 

If Maud w ere all that she seem’d. 

And her smile had all that I dream’d, 
Then the world were not so bitter 
But a smile could make it sweet, 

Vil 


vni 

Perhaps the smile and tender tone 
Came out of her puymg womanhood, 
For am I not, am I not, here alone 
So many a summer smee she died, 

My mother who was so gentle an 
good? 

®®P‘y house, 

Wherp T ^ v S?o=iniing wood, 
Vniere 1 hear the dead at midday moa 


I 

Did I hear it half m a doze 
Long since, I know not where? 
Did I dream it an hour ago. 
When asleep in this arm chair? 

II 

Men were drinking together, 
Dnnking and talking of me J 
‘ Well, if It prove a girl, the boy 
Will have plenty so let it be ’ 



MAUD 


293 


III 

Is It an echo of something 
Read wjth a boj’s delight, 

Viziers nodding togcthc- 
In some Arabian night ? 

Strange, that I hear t«o men, 
Somei\here, talking of me ; 

‘Well, if It pro\e a girl, m> boj 
Will ha\e plentj so let it be ’ 

viir. 

She came to the village church. 

And sat by a pillar alone , 

An angel watting in um 
Wept o\er her, caned in stone ; 

And once, but once, she lifted her 
eyes. 

And suddenly, sa eetly , strangely’ blush’d 
To find they were met by mj own , 

\nd suddenly, sn eetly, my heart beat 
stiongcr 

And thicker, until I heard no longer 
The snon7-banded, dilettante. 
Delicate-handed pnest intone , 

And thought, is it pnde, and mused and 
sigh’d 

‘No surely, now it cannot be pnde ’ 

IX 

I was walking a mile, 

More than a mile from the shore, 
The sun look’d out with a smile 
Betwxt the cloud and the moor 
And riding at set of day* 

Over the dark moor land. 

Rapidly nding far away. 

She waved to me with her hand 
There were two at her side. 
Something flash’d in the sun, 

Down by the hill I saw them nde. 
In a moment they were gone 
Like a sudden spark 
Struck vainly in the night. 

Then returns the dark 
With no more hope of light 


X. 

I 

Sick, am I sick of a jealous dread ? 

Was not one of the two at her side 
This new-made lord, whose splendour 
plucks 

The slavish hat from the villager’s head? 
Whose old grandfather has lately died. 
Gone to a blacker pit, for whom 
Grimy nakedness dragging his trucks 
And laying his trams in a poison’d gloom 
Wrought, till he crept from a gutted 
mine 

Master of half a servile shire. 

And left his coal all turn’d into gold 
To a grandson, first of his noble line. 
Rich m tlie grace all women desire, 
Strong in the power that all men adore. 
And simper and set their voices lower. 
And soften as if to a girl, and bold 
Awe-stncken breaths at a work divine. 
Seeing his gewgaw castle shine. 

New as his title, built last year, 

There amid perlwy larches and pine, 

And over the sullen-purple moor 
(Look at It) pricking a cockney ear 

n 

^Vhat, has he found my jewel out? 

For one of tlie two that rode at her side 
Bound for the Hall, I am sure was he 
Bound for the Hall, and I think for a 
bnde. 

Blithe would her brother’s acceptance be 
Maud could be graaous too, no doubt 
To a lord, a captain, a padded shape, 

A bought commission, a waxen face, 

A rabbit mouth that is ever agape — 
Bought? what is it he cannot buy? 

And therefore splenetic, personal, base, 

A wounded thing with a rancorous cry. 
At war with myself and a wretched race, 
Sidv, side to the heart of life, am I 

III 

Last week came one to the county town, 
To preach our poor little army down. 

And play the game of the despot kings, 
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Tho’ the state has done it and thnce as 
well 

This broad - bnmm’d hawker of holy 
things, 

Whose ear is cramm'd with his cotton, 
and nngs 

Even in dreams to the chink of liis pence. 
This huckster put down wir ’ can he tell 
Whether war be a cause or a consequence? 
Put down the passions that make earth 
Hell 1 

Down with ambition, avance, pnde. 
Jealousy, dow n ' cut off from Ae mind 
The bitter spnngs of anger and fear ; 
Down too, down at jour owai fireside, 
With the evil tongue and the ciil ear, 
For each is at war with mankind 

IV 

I wish I could hear again 

The chiialrous battle-song 

That she warbled alone in her joy’ 

I might persuade mjself then 
She would not do herself this great wrong, 
To take a wanton dissolute boy 
For a man and leader of men 


Ah God, for a man with heart, head, hand, 
Like some of the simple great ones gone 
For ever and ever by. 

One still strong man in a blatant land. 
Whatever they call him, what care I, 
Anstocrat, democrat, autocrat — one 
Who can rule and dare not he 

VI 

And ah for a man to arise m me. 

That the man I am may cease to be 1 

XI 

I 

O let the solid ground 
Not fail beneath my feet 
Before my life has found 
What some have found so sweet , 
Then let come what come may. 
What matter if l go 
t shall have had my day 


II. 

Let the sweet heavens endure, 
Not close and darken above me 
Before 1 am quite quite sure 
That there is one to love me. 
Then let come what come may 
To a life that has been so sad, 

1 shall have had my day 

XII 


Birds in the high Hall garden 
Wlien twilight was falling, 
Maud, Maud, Maud, Maud, 

They were crjing and calling 

II 

Where was Maud? in our wood. 
And I, who else, was with her, 
Gathering woodland hhes, 
Myriads blow together 

in 

Birds in our wood sang 
Ringing thro’ the volleys, 
Maud IS here, here, here 
In among the lilies 

IV 

I kiss’d her slender band, ^ 
She took the kiss sedately f ' 
Maud IS not seventeen, 

But she is tall and stately 


I to cry out on pnde 

Who have vv on her favour ’ 

0 Maud were sure of Heaven 
If lowliness could save her 

M 

1 know the way she w’ent 
Home with her maiden po^, 

For her feet have touch’d the meadow 
And left the daisies rosy 

VII 

Birds m the high Hall garden 
Were crying and calling to her, 
Where is Maud, Maud, Maud ? 

One IS come to woo her 
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Look, a horse at the door, 

And little King Chnrlej snarling, 
Go back, tnj lord, across the moor. 
Von nre not her darling 

XIII 

I 

Scorn’d, to be scorn’d bj one that I scorn, 
Is that a matter to mike me fret ’ 

That a cahmitj hard to be borne ’ 

Well, he may h\c to hate me jet. 

Fool th.it I am to be text mth his pnde' 
I past him, I nis crossing his lands , 

He stood on the path a little aside , 

His face, as I grant, in spite of spite, 
Has a broad-blonat comeliness, red and 
nhite. 

And sLx feel two, as I think, he stands , 
But his essences turn’d the li\e air sick. 
And barbarous opjlence jewel-thick 
Sunn’d itself on his breast and his hands 

It 

Who shall call me ungentle, unfair, 

I long’d so hearttlj then and there 
To give him the grasp of fellowship , 

But while I past he was humming an air, 
Stopt, and then with a nding whip 
Leisurely tapping a glossj bool 
And curving a contumelious lip, 
Gorgonised me from head to fool 
With a stony British stare 

in 

Why sits he here m his father’s chair ? 
That old man never comes to his place 
Shall I believe him ashamed to be seen’ 
For only once, in the villi^e street. 

Last year, I caught a glimpse of his face, 
A gray old wolf and a lean 
Scarcely, now, would I call him a cheat , 
For then, perhaps, as a child of deceit. 
She might l^ a true descent be untrue , 
And Maud is as true as Maud is sweet * 
Tho’ I fancy her sweetness onlv due 
To the sv eeter blood by the other side , 
Her mother has been a thing complete 
However she came to be so sllicd 


And fair without, faithful withm, 

JIaud to him is nothing akin 
Some peculiar mjstic grace 
Made her only the child of her mother. 
And heap’d the whole inbented sin 
On that huge scapegoat of the race. 

All, all upon the brother 

IV 

Peace, angry spmt, and let him be • 

I Has not his sister smiled on me ? 

I 

XIV 

I 

Maud has a garden of roses 
And lilies fair on a lawn , 

There she walks in her state 
And tends upon bed and bowei, 

And thither I climb’d at dawn 
And stood by her garden-gate , 

A lion ramps at the top. 

He IS claspt bj a passion-flower 

II 

Maud’s own little oak-room 
(Which Maud, like a precious stone 
Set m the heart of the carven gloom, 
Lights with herself, when alone 
She sits bj her music and books 
And her brother Imgers late 
With a rojstenng company) looks 
Upon Maud’s own garden gate 
And I thought as 1 stood, if a hand, as 
white 

As ocean-foam in the moon, were laid 
On the hasp of the window, and mj 
Delight 

Had a sudden desire, like a glonous ghost, 
to glide. 

Like a beam of the seventh Heaven, down 
to my side, 

There were but a step to be made 
ni 

The fancy flatter’d my mind, 

And again seem’d overbold ; 

Now I thought that she cared for me, 
Now I thought she wns kmd 
Only liecause she was cold 
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I heard no sound where I stood 
But the nvulet on from the lawn 
Running do^^n to my own dark nood , 
Or the \oice of the long sea>\\ave as it 
swell’d 

Non and then in the dim gray dawn , 
But I look'd, and round, all round the 
house I beheld 

The death-nhitc curtain drawn , 

Felt a horror over me creep, 

Pnckle my skin and catch mj breath. 
Knew that the death-white curtain meant 
but sleep. 

Yet I shudder'd and thought like a fool 
of the sleep of death 

XV 


So dark a mind within me dwells, 

And I make myself such evil cheer, 
That if / be dear to some one else. 

Then some one else may have much to 
fear , 

But if / be dear to some one else. 

Then I should be to myself more dear 
Shall I not take care of all that I think, 
Yea ev'n of wretched meat and drink. 

If I be dear. 

If I be dear to some one else 
XVI 

I 

This lump ot earth has left his estate 
The lighter by the loss of his w eight , 
And so that he find what he went to 
seek, 

And fulsome Pleasure clog him, and 
drown 

His heart m the gross mud-honey of town. 
He may stay for a year who has gone for 
a week 


But this is the day when I must speak. 
And I see my Oread coming down, 

O this IS the day 1 
O beautiful creature, what am I 
That I dare to look her way , 

^ink I may hold dominion sweet. 
Lord of the pulse that is lord of her breaj 


And dream of her beauty wnth tender 
dread. 

From the delicate Arab arch of her feet 
To the grace that, bright and light as the 
crest 

Of a peacock, sits on her shining head. 
And she knows U not O, if she knew it, 
To know her beauty might half undo it 
I know It the one bright thing to sate 
My yet young life in the wilus of Time, 
Perhaps from madness; perhaps from enme, 
Perhaps from a selfish grate 

II 

\Miat, if she be fasten’d to this fool lord, 
Dare I bid her abide by her word? 
Should I love her so well if she 
Had gitcn her word to a thing so low ? 
Shall I lote her as well if she 
Can break her word were it cten for me! 
I trust that it is not so 

in 

Catch not my breath, O clamorous heart, 
Let rot my tongue be a thrall to my eye, 
For I must tell her before we part, 

I must tell her, or die 

XVII 

Go not, happy day. 

From the shining fields. 

Go not, happy day. 

Till the maiden yields 
Rosy IS the West, 

Rosy IS the South, 

Roses arc her cheeks. 

And a rose her mouth 
When the happy Yes 
Falters from her lips. 

Pass and blush the news 
Over glowing ships , 

Over blow mg seas, 

Oier seas at rest. 

Pass the happy news, 

Blush It thro' the West. 

Till the red man dance 
By his red cedar-tree, 

And the red man's babe 
Leap, beyond the sea. 
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BIkcJi from \\ est to Cost, 

Blusn from East to Wc.-* 

Tin the \Vc<t East, 

I51a«h It litre' the West 
Ro«y IS liie West, 

Ro^ij 15 the SoJth. 

IvO'tCN are her chccivS, 

And a ro e her mouth 

xvni 

I 

I hise led her home, irj lose, mj ont> 
fnend 

There is none like her, none 
And ncser \cl so warrtiv rm ms olood 
And swcctl}, on and on 
Calminjt itself to the lo^g-wish d-for end. 
Full to the banks clo<e on the promised 
good 

II 

Xone like her, none 

Just I ov tl c dij'tongued l-urds’ patter- 
ing talk 

Seem'd her 1 ght foot along the garden 
wall , 

And sliool IT) heart to think 'tie comes 
once more , 

BjI cacn then I heard her do e the 
door, 

Tlic gates of Heaai.n arc closed, and she 
IS gone 

III. 

There is rone like her, none 
Nor v.iH lie when our summers haac dc 
ceased 

O, art thou sighing for Tebanon 
In the long breeze that streams to ihj 
delicious East, 

Sighing for Lebanon, 

Dark cedar, tho’ thj limbs ha\e here in 
creased, 

Upon a pastoral slope os fair, 

And looking to the South, and fed 
Wth honej 'd ram and delicate air, 

And liaunicd bj the starry head 
Of her whose gentle will has changed my 
fate, 
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And made my life a perfumed altar-llame. 
And over w hom thy darkness must ha\ e 
spread 

With such dehgnt as theirs of old, thy 
great 

Forefathers of the thornless garden, there 
Shadowing the snow-bmb’d E\e from 
whom she came 

IV 

Here will I he, while these long branches 
sway. 

Ana you fair stars that crown a happy day 
Go in and out as if at mcnj play, 

W ho am no more so all forlorn. 

As when it seem’d far better to be bom 
To labour and the mattock -harden’d 
hand, 

Than nursco •’t ease and brought to un 
derstand 

A sad astrology, the boundless plan 
ITiat makes you tyrants in your iron 
skies, 

Innumerable, pitiless, passionless eyes, 
Cold fires, ytt with power to bum and 
orand 

liis nothingness into man 

V 

But now shine on, and what care I, 

^^’ho in this stormy gulf haae found a 
pe'’rl 

Tlie countcrchann of space and hollow 
sky, 

And do accept my madness, and would die 
lo save from some slight shame one 
simple girk 

VI 

Would die for sullen -seeming Death 
may give 

More life to Love than is or eier was 
In our low world, where yet ’tis sweet lo 
hie 

Let no one ask me how it came to pass , 
It seems that I am happy’, that to me 
A hvcher emerald twinkles in tlie grass, 

A purer sapphire melts into the sea 
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Not djc , but h%c a life of truest breath, | 
And teach true life to fight wlh mortal j 
wrongs j 

O, why should Lore, like men «n drmJ • j 
mg-songs, 

Spice his fair banquet with ine dust of 
death ? 

Make answer, Maud my hh'^- 
Maud made m> Maud b> that long losing 
kiss, 

Life of my life, wilt thou not answer this? 
•The dusky strand of Death inwostn 
here 

With dear Lose’s tie, makt-b Lost himself 
more dear ’ 

sin 

Is that enchanted moan only the swell 
Of the long w as es that roll 111 j ondcr bay 7 
And hark the clock within, the siKer 
knell 

Oftwelse sweet hours that past in bndol 
white, 

And died to lise, long as my pube play , 
But now by this my lose has closed her ' 
sght 

And givea false death her hand, and stol’n 
away 

To dreamful wastes sshert footless fancies 
dwell 

‘kmong the fragm^.nts of the goldi.n day 
May nothing there her maiden grace 
affright I 

Dear heart, I fed with thee the dross sy 
spelk 

My bnde to be, my csermore delight, 

My osni heart’s heart, my owncst ossn, 
laressell , 

It IS hut for a little space I go 
And ye meanwhile far os’er moor and fell 
Beat to the noiseless music of the night ’ 
Has our w hole earth gone nearer to the 
glow 

Of your soft splendours that you look so 
bright? 

7 have climb’d neater out of lonely HelL 
Beat, happy stars, timing with things 
below , 


Beal V ith my heart more blest than heart 
c’n tell, 

BUsi, yiit for some dark undcrcuirent 
ssoc 

T hat see ns to draw— but it shall not le 
so 

Let all be ssell, Im well 


XIX. 

I 

Her brotlitr is coming back to*mght 
Breaking up my dream of delight 

It 

My dream? do I dream of bliss’ 

1 hast sialk'ti awake wth Tnith 

0 s> hen did a momrng shim. 

nch in atonement as this 
Tor my darV -dassning youth, 

Darken’d walrlung a mother decline 
And th-t dead man at her heart aa- 
mrnc 

For ssho ssoi. left to svalch her hut I? 

Yet so mil I Itl my freshntss die 

1 ‘ 

I I trust tnat I did not talk 

To gentle Maud in our w ilk 

IFor often m lonely wanderings 

I base cursed him csen to lifeless things) 

But I trust that 1 did not talk, 

jSot touch on her father s sin 

1 am sure 1 did hut speak 

Of my mother’s faded cheek 

When It slowly grew so thin, 

That I fell she was slowly dying 

Vext with lawyers and harass’d wt'a 

debt 

For how often I caught her with eyes all 
wet, 

Shaking her head at her son and sighing 
A world of trouble within 1 

IV. 

And Maud too, Maud was moved 
To speak of the mother she loved 
As one scarce less forlorn, 

Dying abroad and it seen s apart 
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F:oin mm wl 0 hid censed to shire her 
he-'n, 

.VTjd cv"’ moiimipg o\er t)ie feud, 

The hojechold r«r\ «{)rink]cd «iih blood 
ri/ which ojr huU'-cs ire Uth 
K ow s mn^t wot whu ■she stid, 

When onlv Miiid lud ihe brother 
lienj; n cr 1 er d}in{j bed — 

Ihit M'Jds dirk fuller "nd mine 
ll"d bou.id us one to the other, 
betrothed us o\ct their wine. 

On the daj when Miud was born , 

Scal’d 1 vT mine ^rom her firsit sweet 
oruith 

''•'ine, mine bj 1 n^nt, from birth till 
dcilh 

'line, mme— our fathers hue stTom. 

1 

Bat the true blootl spilt hid in it 1 hcit 
To dissohe the precious sc’! on 1 bond. 
That, if left uncancelid, hid been so 
swce* 

And none of ns thoognt of 1 something 
be) ood, 

A desire thit awoke tn tlic heirt of the 

aiikl, 

As It were 1 dut) done to the tomb, 

To be friends for her sake, to be recon 
c I'li , 

And I ,\is cursing them ind nij doom. 
And letting a dangerous thought rur 
wild 

While often ibroid m the fngrint gloom 
Of foreign churches — I see her there, 
Bright nnghsli Itlj, brc" thing a pra)er 
To be friends, to be rcconcilca I 

IX 

But then what 1 flint is he I 
Abroad, at Florence, at Rome, 

I find whenever she touch’d on me 
This brother hid laugh’d her down. 

And .It last, when each came home. 

He hid darken’d into a frown, 

Chid her, and forbid her 10 speik 
To me, her fnend of the jeirs before , 
And this was what had redden’d her 
cheek 

When I bow’d to her on the moo*. 


vix 

Ycf Maud, altho’ not blind 
To llu. faults of his heart and mind, 

I sec she cannot but loi e him, 

I And s-ijs he is rough bat kind, 
j And wishes me to approve him, 
j And tells me, when she la) 

I Stek once, with a fear of worse, 
i That he left his wine and horses and pla), 
bit with her, read to her, night and da), 
And tended her like a nurse 

vxir 

Kind ? but the deathbed desire 
Spurn’d b) this heir of the liar — 

Rough but kind ? )et I know 
lie his plotted against me in this, 

Thu lie plots against me stilL 
Kind to Maud ? that ue le not amiss 
Well, rough but kind , why Lt it be so 
j For shall not Maud ha\e her will? 

For, Miud, so tender and true, 

I As long as m) lift endures 
’ I feel I sh-ll owe )ou a debt, 

1 That I nc\tr cm hope to pay , 

I And if e\er I should forget 
'Thai I owe this debt to )ou 
\nd for ) our sw eet sake to yours , 

0 then, what then shill I siy’ — 

If eicr I shoula forget, 

Ml) God mike me more wretched 
Finn ever I have been yet 1 

\ 

So DOW I have sworn to but) 

All tlus dead body of hate, 

1 feel so free and so clear 

By the loss of that dead weight, 

That I should grow light-headed, I fear, 
Fantastically merry , 

But that her brother comes, like a blight 
On my fresh hope, to the Hall to mght, 

KX 

J. 

Strange, that I felt so gay. 

Strange, that / tried to day 
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To beguile her melancholy , 

The Sultan, as we name him, — 
She did not wish to blame him — 
But he vest her and perplext her 
With his worldly talk and folly 
Was it gentle to reprove her 
For stealing out of view 
From a little lazy lover 
Who but claims her as his due ? 
Or for chilling his caresses 
By the coldness of her manners. 
Nay, the plainness of her dresses ? 
Now I know her but in two. 

Nor can pronounce upon it 
If one should ask me vv hethcr 
The habit, hat, and feather. 

Or the frock and gipsj bonnet 
Be the neater and completer , 

For nothing can be sweeter 
Than maiden Maud m either 


11 

But to morrow, if we live. 

Our ponderous squire will give 
A grand political dinner 
To half the squirelings near , 

And Maud wall wear her jewels, 
And the bird of prey will hover. 
And the titmouse hope to win her 
With his chirrup at her ear 


in 


A grand pohtical dinner 
To the men of many acres, 

A gathenng of the Tory, 

A dinner and then a dance 
For the maids and mamage-makcis. 
And everj eje but mine wall glance 
At Maud in all her glory ^ 




IV 


For 1 am not invited. 

But, with the Sultan’s pardon, 

1 am all as well delighted. 

For I know her owai rose garden. 
And mean to linger in it 
Till the dancing will be over , 

And then, oh then, come out to me 
For a minute, but for a minute. 


Come out to your own true lover. 
That your true lover may see 
Your glory also, and render 
All homage to liis own darling, 
Queen Maud in all her splendour 


XXI 

Rivailet crossing mj ground. 

And bringing me down from the Hall 
Tins garden-rose that I found, 
Forgetful of Maud and me^ 

And lost in trouble and movang round 
Here at the head of a tinkling fall. 
And trying to pass to the sea , 

O Rivulet, bom at the Hall, 

My Maud has sent it by thee 
(If I read her sweet wall right) 

On a blushing mission to me. 

Saying in odour and colour, ‘ Ah, be 
Among the roses to-night ’ 

XXII 


Come into the garden, Maud, 

For the black bat, night, has flown. 
Come into the garden, Maud, 

I am here at the gate alone , 

And the woodbine spices are wafted 
abroad,'?- - - » 

, And the musk of the rose is blowai 
' \ 

II 

For a breeze of morning moves, \c 
And the plane^pfLov e IS on hign, 
Beginning to faint ih the light that sn< 

^ lo'es o 

”On^be d of daffodil sky,*"' ' ^ 5^ V 

, To faint in the Ifght of the sun she loves, \ 
To famt in his light, and to die. 

III 

All night have the roses heard 
The flute, violin, bassoon , . 

All night has the casement jcasuu»< 
stirt’d 

To the dancers dancing in tune , 
j Till a silence fell wath the waking bird 
And a hush wath the setting moon 
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IV 


IX 


I said to the bly, ‘ There is but one 
With whom she has heart to be gay 
When will the dancers leave her alone? 

She IS weary of dance and play ’ 
Now half to the setting moon are gone, 
And half to the nsing day , 

Low on the sand and loud on the stone 
The last wheel eclibes away 


Queen rose of the rosebud garden of girls, 

' Come hither, the dances are done. 

In gloss of satin and glimmer of pearls. 
Queen li!y.aJt^-.5°®® in one 
SI„np out, little head, surming over with 
curls, ' ' 

To the flowers, and be their sun 


I said to the rose, ‘^Thejinef night goes 
In babble and revel and wine - J 
O you?i%rdJfiJ.e^.'^hat sighs are Aose, 
For one that will never be thine? * 
But mine, but mine,’ so I sware to the 
rose, ^ 

‘ For ever and ever, mine 


And thVso^of^i,rMe vrent into my 

blood, r ''1! 11 

As the music clash’d m the hall , 

■; And long by the garden lake I stood. 
For I heard your nvulet fall 
From the lake to the meadow and on to 
the wood, 

Our wood, that is dearer than all , 


There has fallen a splendid tear ■ v 
From the passion-flower at the gate 
She IS coming, my dove, my dear , 

• She IS coming, my hfe, my late , 

The red rose cries, ‘ She is near, she 

near , cii® 

And the white rose weeps, She is 

The larkspur listens, ‘ I hear, I hear 
And ^e lily whispers, I wait 


XI 


From the meadow yojrw^_have left 
so-sweet r ^ j v. 

That whenever a March^wind sighs 
He sets the jewel-pnnt of your feet 
In violets blue as your eyes. 

To the woody hollows m vvhich we meet 
And the valleys of Paradise 




She IS coming, my own, my sweet , 
Were it ever so airy a tread, , 

My heart would hear her and beat. 

Were it earth in an earthy bed , 

My dust would hear her and beat, 

' Had I lam for a century dead , 
■wSid_®. t«»bl= .»te te feet, 
And blossom m purple and r^d_ ^ 


part II '' 
I 


vin, ' ^ , 

The slender aacia would not shake 
One long milk-bloom on 
The white lake-blossom fell mto ^ 
As the pimpernel dozed on the 1^^ 
But the rose was awake all nig y 
sake, 

Knowing your promise to me , 

The lilies and roses were all a e. 

They sigh’d for the dawn and thee 


‘The faulty was mme, the fault was 
wi, J^T'sHtine here so stunn’d and still, 

SJa'rs—d-d-” »»•''' 

hill?— 


KisTthat has been done? 

j rif Vden bneht o ver earth and sky , 

S of HdfS. «.. dl d.y ns..g 
sun, ,TI 

The fires of Hell and of Hate, 
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For she, sweet soul, had hardly spolten a ' 
word, 

When her brother ran in his rage to the 
gate, 

He came with the babe faced lord , 

Heap’d on her terms of disgrace, 

And while she wept, and I strove to be 
cool 

He fiercelj gave me the he, 

Till I with as fierce an anger spoke. 

And he struck me, madman, over the 
face. 

Struck me before the languid fool. 

Who was gaping ana gnnning by 
Struck for himself an evil stroke , 

Wrought for his house an irredeemable 
woe , 

For front to front in an hour we stood, 
And a million horrible bellowing echoes 
broke 

From the red-nbb’d hollow nenind the 
wood, 

And thunder’d up into Heaven the Christ 
less cooe. 

That must have life for a blow 
Ever and ever afresh thej seem’d to grow 
Was It he la) there with a fading e)’e ? 
‘The fault was mine,’ be whisper’d, ‘fiv ” 
Then glided out of the joyous vvood 
The ghastl) Wraith of one that I know , 
And there rang on ^ sudden a passionate 

A cr) for a brother's blood 
It will nng m my heart and my ears, till 
I die, till I die. 

n 

Is it gone? my pulses beat — 

What was it ? a lying tnck of the brain ? 
Yet I thought 1 saw her stand, 

A shadow there at my feet. 

High over the shadowy land 
It IS gone , and the heavens Hli in a 
gentle ram, 

When *hey should hurst and drown with 
deluging storms 

The feeble vassals of w me and ancer and 
lust, 

The little hearts that know not how to 
forgive 


Anse, roj God, and strike, for we hold 
Thee just. 

Strike dead the whole weak race ofTcno. 
mous worms, 

That sting each other here in the dust; 
We are not worthy to live. 

II 

See what a lovely shell, 

Small and pure as a pearl. 

Lying close to my foot, 

Frail, but a work divune, 

I Zvlade so fainly well 
■ With delicate spire and whorl 
How exquisitely minute, 

A miracle of design I 

II 

What is it? a learned man 
Could give It a cinmsy name 
Let him name it who can. 

The beauty would be the same. 

in 

The tiny cell is forlorn, 

Void of the Iil’le living will 
That made it stir on the shore. 

Did he stand at the diamond door 
Of his house in a rainbovv fnlt 7 
Did he push, v;hen he was wncutl’d- 
A golden foot or a fairy horn 
Thro’ his dim water-world ? 

IV 

Slight, to be crush’d with a tap 
Of my finger-nail on the sand, 

Small, but a work divnne, 

Frail, but of force to withstand, 

Year upon year, the shock 
, Of cataract seas that snap 
The three decker’s oaken spine 
Athwart the ledges of rock, 

Here on the Breton strand ' 

V 

{ Breton, not Bnton , here 

1 d man on a coast 

Of ancient fable and fear — 
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Piagued with a flitting to and fro, 

A disease, n. hard merhanic ghost 
That ncier came from on high 
Sfor e\er arose from below, 

But only mo\e5 with the moving eye, 
Flying along the land and the main — 
^^■hy should it look like Maud ? 

Am I to be oierawed 
By what I cannot but know 
Is a juggle bom of the brain ' 

\i 

Back from the Breton coast, 

Sick of a nameless fear, 

Back to the dark sea line 
Looking, thinking of all I have lost , 

An old song vexes my ear , 

But that of Lamech is mine 

vil 

For jears, a measureless ill, 

For years, for e\er to part — 

But she, she would lot e me still , 

And as long, 0 God, as she 
Have a gram of love for me. 

So long, no doubt, no doubt. 

Shall 1 nurse m my dark heart. 

However wearj', a spark of wall 
Not to be trampled out 

VIII 

Strange, that the mind, when fraught 
With a passion so intense 
One would think that it well 
Might drown all hfe in the eye, — 

That It should, by being so overwrought, 
Suddenlj strike on a sharper sense 
For a shell, or a flower, little things 
Whicli else w ould have been past by ’ 
And now I remember, I, 

\\Tien he laj dying there, 

1 noticed one of his many rings 
(For he had many, poor worm) and 
thought 

It IS his mother’s hair 

Who knows if he be dead? 

Whether I need hav e fled ? 


Am I guilty of blood? 

However this may be. 

Comfort her, comfort her, all things 
good, 

Willie I am over the sea 1 
Let me and my passionate love go by. 
But speak to her all things holy and 
high, 

Whatever happen to me ' 

Me and my harmful love go by ; 

But come to her waking, And her asleep, 
Powers of the height. Powers of the 
deep. 

And comfort her tho’ I die 

III 

Courage, poor heart of stone ' 

I will not ask thee why 
Thou canst not understand 
That thou art left for ever alone 
Courage, poor stupid heart of stone. — 

Or if 1 ask thee why, 

Care not thou to reply 

She is but dead, and the time is at hand 

When thou shall more than die 

IV 

I 

O that ’twere possible 
After long gnrf and pain 
To find the arms of my true love 
Round me once again 1 

II 

When I vv as vv ont to meet her 
In the silent woody places 
By the home that gave me birth. 

We stooa tranced m long embrace^ 

Mixt with kisses sweeter sweeter 
Than anything on earth 

III 

A shadow flits before me, 

Not thou, but like to thee 

Ah Chnsi that it were possible 

For one short hour to see 

The souls we loved, that they might tell us 

What and v»bere they b“ 
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IV 

It leads me forth it c\ening, 

It lightly wnds ind steals 
In a cold white rohe before me, 

When all my spmt reels 

At the shouts, the leagues of lights, 

And the roaring of the wheels 

V 

Halt the night I waste in sighs, 

Half in dreams I sorrow after 
The delight of early skies 
In a wakeful doze I sorrow 
For the hand, the lips, the C}C5, 

For the meeting of the morrow, 

The delight of happ) laughter. 

The delight of low replies 

Yt 

Tis a morning pure and sweet. 

And a dewy splendour falls 
On the little flower that clings ^ 

To the turrets and the walls , ! 

’Tis a morning pure and sweet. 

And the light and shadow fleet 
She IS walking in the meadow , 

And the woodland echo rings , 

In a moment we shall meet , 

She IS singing in the meadow 
And the rivulet at her feet 
Ripples on in light and shadow 
To the ballad that she sings 

VII 

Do I hear her sing as of old, 

My bird with the shining head. 

My own dove with the tender c}e? 

But there rings on a sudden a passionate 
cry, 

There is some one dying or dead. 

And a sullen thunder is roll’d , 

For a tumult shakes the city. 

And 1 wake, my dream is fled , 

In the shuddering dawn, behold, 
Without knowledge, wathout pity, 

By the curtains of my bed 
That abiding phantom cold. 


VIII. 

Gel thee hence, nor come again, 

Mix not memory with doubt, 

Pass, thou deathlike t 3 'pe of pain. 

Pass and cease to mo\c about ' 

'Tis the blot upon the brain 
Tliat w;// show itself without 

IX 

Tlicn I rise, the caicdrops fall, 

And the jellow v.apours cliol c 
The great city sounding wide , 

The daj comes, a dull red ball 
Wrapt m drifts of bind smoke 
On the muitj mcr tide 

Thro’ the hubbub of the market 
I steal, a wasted frame, 

It crosses here, it crosses there, 

Thro’ all that crowd confused and loud, 
The shadow still the same } 

And on m> hcavj eyelids 
Mj anguish hangs like shame 

M 

Alas for her that met me. 

That heard me softly C. 1 II, 

Came glimmcnng thro’ the laurels 
At the quiet c\ onfall, 

In the garden by the turrets 
Of the old manorial hall 

XII. 

Would the happy spirit descend, 

From the realms of light and song. 

In the chamber or the street, 

As she looks among the blest. 

Should I fear to greet my friend 
Or to say ‘ Forgive the wrong,’ 

Or to ask her, ‘Take me, sweet, 

To the regions of thy rest ’ ? 

XIII 

But the broad light glares and beats. 
And the shadow flits and fleets 
And will not let me be , 

And I loathe the squares and streets, 
And the faces that one meets. 

Hearts with no love for me 
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Alwajs I lonp to creep 
Into come ctill caiem deep, 

There to weep nnd weep, and weep 
My who]e soul out to thee 

V. 

I 

Dead, long dead, 

Long dead I 

And mj heart is a handful of dust, 

And the wheels go o\cr my liead. 

And mj bones arc shaken with pain, 

For into a challowr graa e they are thrust, 
Only a yard beneath the street. 

And the hoofs of the horses beat, beat, 
The hoofs of the horses beat. 

Beat into my scalp and my brain, 

With ne\ er an end to the stream of passing 
feet, 

Dn.ang, hurrying, marrying, burying, 
Clamour and rumble, and ringing and 
clatter. 

And here beneath it is all as bad. 

For I thought the dead had peace, but it 
is not so ; 

To base no peace in the graae, is that 
not sad ? 

But up and down and to and fro, 

E\er about me the dead men go , 

And then to hear a dead man chatter 
Is enough to dn\e one mad 

II 

Wretchedest age, since Tunc began, 
They cannot e\en bury a man , 

And tho’ we paid our tithes m the days 
that are gone, 

Not a bell was rung, not a prayer was 
read , 

It IS that which makes us loud in the 
world of the dead , 

There is none that does his work, not 
one, 

A touch of their offee might have 
sufficed. 

But the churchmen fain would kill their 
church. 

As the churches have kill'd their Chnst, 

T 


HI 

See, there is one of us sohbing. 

No limit to his distress , 

And another, a lord of all things, praying 
To his own great self, as I guess , 

And another, a statesman there, betriymg 
His party-secret, fool, to the press , 

And yonder a sile physician, blabbing 
The case of his patient — all for what ? 
To tickle the maggot born in an empty 
he.ad, 

And wheedle a world that loves him not. 
For It IS but a world of the dead 

IV 

Nothing but idiot gabble I 
For the prophecy given of old 
And then not understood, 

Has come to pass as foretold , 

Not let any man think for the public 
good, 

But babble, merely for babble 
For I never whisper’d a pnvate affair 
Within the hearing of cat or mouse, 

No, not to myself in the closet alone. 

But I heard it shouted at once from the 
top of the house , 

Everything came to be known 
Who told hvn we were there? 

V 

Not that gray old wolf, for he came not 
back 

From the waldemess, full of wolves, where 
he used to he , 

He has gather’d the bones for his o’er- 
grown whelp to crack , 

Crack them now for yourself, and howl, 
and die 

vr 

Prophet, curse me the blabbing lip. 

And curse me the Bntish vermin, the rat , 

I know not whether he came in the 
Hanover ship, 

But I know that he lies and listens mute 
In an ancient mansion’s crannies and 
holes . 

X 
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Arsenic, arsenic, sure, would do it. 
Except that now we poison our babes, 
poor souls ' 

It IS all used up for that 

VII 

Tell him now she is standing here at my 
head , 

Not beautiful now, not even kind , 

He may take her now , for she never 
speaks her mind. 

But IS ever the one thing silent here. 

She IS not o^\xs, as I divine , 

She comes from another stiller world of 
the dead. 

Stiller, not fairer than mine. 

VIII 

But I know where a garden grows. 

Fairer than aught in the world beside, 
All made up of the lily and rose 
That blo\( bj night, when the season is 
good. 

To the sound of dancing music and flutes 
It IS only flowers, the> had no fruits. 
And I almost fear the} are not roses, but 
blood , 

For the keeper was one, so full of pnde. 
He hnkt a dead man there to a spectral 
bride , 

For he, if he had not been a Sultan of 
brutes, 

Would he have that hole in his side? 


IX 

But what wall the old man say ? 

He laid a cruel snare in a pit 
To catch a friend of mine one stomn 
da> , 

Vet now I could even weep to think 
of It , 

Fo' what will the old man sa} 

When he comes to the second corpse in 
the pit ? 

X 

hnend, to be struck by the public foe, 
Then to stnl e him and lay him low, 
That were a public merit, far, 
vVhatever the Quaker holds, from sin, 
But the red life spilt for a private blow — 
I swear to you, lawful and lawless war 
\re scarcely even akin 

XI 

0 me, wh} have they not buned me deep 

enough? 

Is It kind to have made me a grave so 
rough. 

Me, that was never a quiet sleeper? 
Ma}be still I am but half-dead , 

Then I cannot be vinoll} dumb, 

1 will cry to the steps above m} head 
And somebod}, surely, some kind heart 

wall come 

To bury me, bury me 
Deeper, ever so little deeper 


PART III 
VI 


^ .h. 

Thit 1 , ® grave low down in the west 

Se swm’dST the stam 

wide m a dream from a band of the blest, 
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And spo'ke of a hope for the ■world in the coming wars 

'And in that hope, dear soul, let trouble ha\e rest. 

Knowing I tarry for thee,’ and pointed to Mars 
As he glow’d hke a ruddy shield on the Lion’s breast 

n 

And it was but a dream, }et it yielded a dear delight 
To have look’d, tho’ but in a dream, upon eyes so fair. 

That had been in a weary world my one thing bnght ; 

And it was but a dream, jet it lighten’d my despair 

When 1 thought that a war would anse in defence of the right. 

That an iron tjTanny now should bend or cease. 

The glory of manhood stand on his ancient height, 

Ifor Britain’s one sole God be the millionaire * 

No more shall commerce be all m all, and Peace 
Pipe on her pastoral hillock a langu’d note. 

And watch her Harvest npen, her herd increase. 

Nor the cannon-bullet rust on a slothful shore, 

And the cobweb ■woven across the cannon’s throat 
Shall shake xts threaded tears in the wind no mote 

in 

And as months ran on and rumour of battle grew, 

* It IS time. It is time, O passionate heart,’ said I 
(For I cleaved to a cause that I felt to be pure and true) 

‘It 13 time, O passionate heart and morbid eje. 

That old hystencal mock-disease should die ’ 

And I stood on a giant deck and mix’d my breath 
With a lojal people shouting a battle cry. 

Till I saw the dreaiy phantom anse and fly 
Far into the North, and battle, and seas of death. 


Let it go or stay, so I wake to the higher aims 
Of a land that h^ lost for a httle her lust of gold. 

And love of a peace that was full of vrongs and shames, 
Homble, hateful, monstrous, not to be told , 

And bail once more to the banner of battle unroll d ’ 
Tho’ many a hght shall darken, and many shall vreep 
For those tha^ are crush’d in the clash of jamng claims. 
Yet God’s just vnnth shall be wTeak’d on a giant bar; 
And many a darkness into the light shall leap, 

And shine in the sudden making of splendid names, 

And noble thought be freer under the sun. 

And the heart of a people beat with one desire , 

For the peace, that I deem’d no peace, is over and done. 
And now fay the side of the Black and the Baltic deep, 
And deathful-grinning mouths of the fortress, flames 
The blood-red blossom of ■war with a heart of Are 
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Let It flatne or fade, and the war roll down lihc a wind, 

We have pro%ed we have hearts in a cause, we are noble still. 

And myself have awaked, as it seems, to the better mind ; 

It IS better to fight for the good ,than to jml nt-i he-ill . ^ 

I I‘have*'!elt with my nali\e land, I am one with my kind, 

1 1 embrace the purpose of God, and the doom assign’d 

IDYLLS OF THE KING 

IN TWELVE BOOK'? 

FlnRt^un Ar'ntn. -Joscvi ar Exrri R 

DEDICATION 

These to His Memory — since he held j llefore a thousand peering littlenesses, 
them dear, In that fierce light which beats upon a 

Perchance as finding there unconsciously throne. 

Some image of himself — I dedicate. And blackens every blot for where is he, 
Idedirate, I consecrate w ith tc.ars — Who dares foreshadow for an only son 

These Idylls ^ lovelier life, a* more imstain’d, than his 1 

Or how should England dreaming of hv 
And indeed He seems to me sons » 

king’s ideal knight, Hope more for these than some inhentance 
Who reverenced his consaence as his Of such a life, a heart, a mind os thme, 

Thou noble Father of her Kings to be. 
Laborious for her people and her poor- 
Voicc m the rich dawn of an ampler day— 
Far-sighted summoner of War and Waste 
To fruitful strifes and nvalncs of peace— 
Sw eet nature gilded by the gracious gleam 
Of letters, dear to Science, dear to Art, 
Dear to thy land and ours, a Pnnee indeed, 
Beyond aU titles, and a household name, 
Hereafter, thro’ all times, Albert the Good. 

Break not, O woman’s-heart, bu» still 
endure , 

Break not, for thou art Royal, but endure. 
Remembering all the beauty of that star 
Which shone so dose beside Thee that 
ye made 

One light together, but has past and leaves 
The Crown a lonely splendour 

May all love, 

fts love, unseen hut fel t, o’ershadow Thee, 
The love of all Thy sons encompass Thee, 
^e love of all Thy daughters cherish Thee, 
people comfort Thee, 
1 III God s love set Thee at his side again 1 


Whoseglory was, redressing human wTong , 
I’Pho spake no slander, no, nor listen’d 
to It, 

Who loved one only and who clav e to her ' 

Her — over all whose realms to their last 
isle, 

Commmgled wath the gloom of imminent 
war. 

The shadow of His loss drew like eclipse 
Darkemng the world We have lost 
him he is gone 

We know him now all narrow jealousies 
^e silent , and we see him as he moved. 
How modest, kmdly, all -accomplish’d, 
wise, 

Wift what sublime repression of himself, 
^d m what limits, and how tenderly , 
Not swa^ng to this faction or to that , 
Not making his high place the lawless 
perch 

Of wing’d ambitions, nor a vantage-ground 
For pleasure, but thro' all thm tLt ol 
years 

Wearing &e white flower of a blameless 
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Leodogkan, the King of Camehard, 
Had one fair daughter, and none other 
child ; 

And she was fairest of all flesh on earth, 
Guine\ere, and in her his one delight 

For manj a petty king ere Arthur came 
Ruled in this isle, and e\er waging war 
Each upon other, wasted all the land , 
And still from time to time the heathen 
host 

Swarm’d oterseas, and harried what was 
left 

And so there grew great tracts of mlder- 
ness. 

Wherein the beast was ever more and 
more, 

But man was less and less, till Arthur 
came 

For first Aurelius lived and fought and 
died. 

And after him King Uther fought anddiea, 
But either fail’d to make the kingdom 
one 

And after these King Arthur for a space, 
And thro’ the puissance of his Table 
Round, 

Drew all their petty pnneedoms under 
him, ’ 

Their king and head, and made a realm, 
and reign’d 

And thus the land of Camehard was 
waste. 

Thick v/ith wet woods, and many a beast 
therein, 

And none or few to scare or chase the 
beast. 

So that wild dog, and wolf and boar and 
bear 

Came night and day, and rooted in the 
fields. 

And vrallow’d in the gardens of the King 
And ever and anon the wolf would steal 
The children and devour, but now and 
then. 

Her owm brood lost or dead, lent her 
fierce teat 


To human sucklmgs , and the children, 
housed 

In her foul den, there at their meat would 
growl, 

And mock their foster-mother on four feet. 
Till, straighten’d, thqr grew up to wolf 
like men. 

Worse than the wolves And ICing 
Leodogran 

Groan’d for the Roman legions here again, 
And Caesar’s eagle then his brother king, 
Unen, assail’d lum last a heathen horde. 
Reddening the sun with smoke and earth 
with blood. 

And on the spike that split the mother’s 
heart 

; Spittmg the child, brake on him, till, 
amazed. 

He knew not whither he should turn for 
aid 

But — ^for he heard of Arthur newly 
crown’d, 

Tho’ not without an uproar made by those 
Who cried, ‘ He is not Uther’s son ’ — the 
King 

Sent to him, saying, ' Arise, and help us 
thou ' 

For here between the man and beast we 
die ’ 

And Arthur yet had done no deed of 
arms. 

But heard the call, and came and 
Guinevere 

Stood by the castle walls to watch him 
pass. 

But since he neither wore on helm or 
shield 

The golden symbol of his kinglihood, 

But rode a simple knight among his 
knights. 

And many of these m richer arms than he, 
She saw liim not, or mark’d not, if she 
saw. 

One among many, tho’ his face was bare 
But Arthur, looking downward as he past, 
Felt the light of her eyes into his life 
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Smite on the sudden, yet rode on, and 
pitch’d 

His tents beside the forest. Then he 
drave 

The heathen , after, slew the beast, and 
fell’d 

The forest, letting in the sun, and made 

Broad pathways for the hunter and the 
knight 

And so return’d 


For uliile he linger’d there, 
A doubt that ever smoulder’d m the hearts 
Of tliose great Lords and Barons of his 
realm 

Flash’d forth and into irai for most of 
these, 

Colleaguing with a score of petty kings. 
Made head against him, crying, ‘Who 
IS he 

That he should rule us ? who hath pro\ on 
him 

King Other’s son? for lo * we look at him. 
And find nor face nor bearing, limbs nor 
voice. 

Are like to those of Other whom we knew 
This IS the son of Gorlois, not the King, 
This IS the son of Anton, not the King ’ 


And Arthur, passing thence to batth 
felt 

Travail, and throes and agonies of the life 
Desiring to be join’d with Guineierc , 
;^d thinking as he rode, ‘Her father sai 
That there beti/ecn the man and bea< 
they die 

Shall I not lift her from this land of beast 
Up to my throne, and side by side wit 
me? 

J^at happiness to reign a lonely king, 

0 earth Aat soundest hollow under me, 

1 seem heaven, 

I seem as nothing m the mighty world 


Victor and lord But were I join’d with 
her. 

Then might we live together as one life. 
And reigning with one will in everything 
Have power on tins dark land to lighten 

It, 

And power on this dead world to make 
it live ’ 

Thereafter — as he speaks who tells the 
talc — 

When Arthur reach’d a field -of- battle 
bright 

With pitch’d patnlions of his foe, the 
world 

Was all so clear nboi . him, that he saw 
The smallest rock far on the faintest hill. 
And c\ en in high day the morning star 
So when the ^ng had set his banner 
broad. 

At once from either side, with trumpet- 
blast, 

And shouts, and clanons shrilling unto 
blood. 

The long -lanced battle let their horses 
run 

And now the Barons and the kings pre 
vail’d. 

And now the King, as here and there 
that war 

Went swaying , but the Powers who walk 
the world 

Made lightnings and great thunders oier 
him. 

And dazed all eyes, till Arthur by main 
might. 

And mightier of his hands wath cieiy 
blow. 

And leading all his knighthood threw the 
kings 

Carados, Unen, Cradlemont of Wales, 
Claudios, and Clanance of Northumber 
land, 

^e King Brandagoras of Latangor, 
With Anguisant of Enn, Morganore, 
And Lot of Orkney Then, before a voice 
™ dreadful as the shout of one who sees 
To one who sins, and deems himself alone 
And all the world asleep, they swerved 
and Drake 
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Fljing, and Arthur call’d to slay the 
brands 

Thai hack’d among the fi)ers, * Ho ' thej* 
>ield *’ 

]ikp a ywmt ed baul e the yrar stood 
Silenced, the h\ ing qu.ei as the dead, 
And m the heart of Arthur joy was lord 
He laugh’d upon his w arnor w horn ne Io\ ed 
And honour d most ‘Thou dost not 
doubt me King, 

So well tbine arm hath wrought for me 
to*daj * 

* Sir and my hege,’ he cned, * the fire of 

God 

Descends upon thee in the battle-field 
1 know thee for m> Kmg ' ’ hereai the 
two, 

For each had warled either in the fight, 
Sware on the field of ueath a deathless 
lo\e 

And Arthur said, ‘ Man’s word is God in 
man • 

Let chance what wi'l, I trust thee to the 
death ’ 

Then quickly from the fonghten fidd 
he sent 

Ulfius, and Brastias, and Bediiere, 

His new-made knights, to King Leodo 
gran, 

Saying, ‘ If 1 in aught hare served thee 
well. 

Give me thy daughter Gumeiere to wife.’ 

WTiom when he heard, Leodogran m 
heart 

Debating — ‘ How should I that am a 
king. 

However much he holp me at my need. 
Give my one daughter saving to a king, 
And a king’s son ?’ — lifted his voice, and 
call’d 

A hoary man, his chamberlain, to whom 
He trusted all things, and of him required 
His counsel • ‘ Knowest thou aught of 
Arthur’s birth ?’ 

Then spake the hoary chamberlain and 
said, 

* Sir King, there be but two old men that 

Know 


And each is twice as old as T , and one 
Is Merlin, the wise man that ever served 
King Uther thro’ his magic an , and one 
Is Merlin’s master (so they call him) Bleys, 
Who taught him magic , but the scholar 
ran 

Before the master, and so far, that Bleys 
Laid magic by, and sat him dovvn, and 
wrote 

All things and w hatsoev er ^lerhn did 
In one great annal-book, where after years 
\\ ill learn the secret of our Arthur’s birth ’ 

To whom the King Leodogran replied, 
‘O fnend, had I been hotpen half as well 
By this King Arthur as by thee to day’. 
Then heart and man had had their share 
of me 

i But summon here before ns yet once more 
Ulfius, and Brasuas, and Bedivere’ 

Then, when they came before him, the 
King said, 

‘ I have seal Uie cuckoo chased by lesser 
fow I, 

And reason m the chase but wherefore 
now 

Do these your lords stir up the heat of 
war. 

Some calling Ar'hur bom of GorloTs, 
Others of Anton? Tell me, ye your- 
selves, 

Holdy eihis Arthur for King Uiher’s son?* 

And Ulfius and Brasuas answer'd, ‘Ay ’ 
Then Bedivere, the first of a!! his knights 
Knighted by Arthur at his crowning, 
spake — 

For bold in heart and act and word was 
he, 

Wlienever slander breathed agamst the 
King— 

‘Sir, there be many nimonts on this 
head 

For there be those who hate him in their 
hearts. 

Coll him baseborn, and since his way s are 
sweet. 

And theirs are bestial, hold him less than 
man 
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And there be those who deem him more 
than man, 

And dream lit dropt from htaatn hut 
my belief 

In all this matter — so j c care to learn 

Sir, for ye know that m King Other’s 
time 

The pnnee ^nd warrior Gorloia, lit that 
held 

Tinlagil castle by the Cornish sea, 
Wasweddedwithawinson e wife, ^ gtrnc 
And daughters had she Iwrne him, — ont 
whereof. 

Lot’s wife, the Quten of Orkne>, lltlli- 
cent, 

Hath c\cr like a lojal sister cltascd 

a "* *'*''■ "‘'t * Ofnt 

And Uther cast upon htr tjts of lost 
But she, a stainkss wife to Gorlols, 

So loathed the Imght dishonour of his 
Io\c, 

That Gorlolsand King Uther w ent tow ar 
And oserthrown was Oorlois and slam 
Then Uther in hisw rath and heat Jiesitgtd 

Seeing the mighty swamr about tlmr 
S tWp 

C none lo call to but himself 

Enforced she was to wtd him in her tcarT 
"ward swiftness after 

Not many moons. King Uther died him 

Moaning and wailing for an heir to rule 
After htm.^jest the realm should go to 

And that ame night, the night of the new 

Was Arthur horn and all 
Deliver’d at TJecrer 
To Merlin, to be hildeff™’^*'^'^ 

“.MbSr M 

the dnld ^ Wm 


Pitccmcal amo^g them, had they known; 
for each 

But SOI ghl to rule for Ins own self and 
hand, 

Ano manj Iiatcd Uther for the sake 
Of Gorloes Wherefore Merlin took the 
diild, 

knd gate him to Sir Anton, an old 1 night 
And ancient fnend of Uther; and his wife 
Nursed the toiing pnnet, .and rear'd him 
with her own , 

.And no man knew And cter since the 
lord 

Have foupliten like wild lieasts atnonj, 
theniselves. 

So that the realm ha* gone to wrack 
but now, 

This tear, ttliem Merlin {for bis hourl.'‘d 
come) 

Brought Arthur forth, and set him in the 
hall, 

Proclaiming, “ Here Is Uthet’s heir, jour 

Ahundied to evened, “Atta) with him' 
king of ours ' a son of Oorlois he, 

Or tJse the child of Anton, and no kinp. 
Or else Ittstborn " Yet Merlin thro’ his 
craft. 

And while the people Clamour’d fora kmgi 
tiad Arthur crow n d , but after, the grea* 
loids 

Banded, and so brake out m open war ' 

Tlien while the King debated wath ' 
himself 

If Arthur Were the child of shamefulness, 
Or Imrn the son of Gorlois, after death, 
t Uther s son, and born licfore lu' 
time, 

w» anything 

>} these three, there came to Came 
hard, 

'Vith Gatt am and j oung Modred, lier two 

wife, the Queen of Orkney, Belli 

horn as he could, not as he would, the 
King 

Made feast for, saying, as they sat at 
meat, ' 
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*A doubtful tljrone is ice on summer 
seas 

Yc come from Arthur s court. Victor his 
men 

Report him • Yea, but ye — think jc this 
king — 

So many thj-.e that hate him and so 
siionj. 

So few his knights, howcicr braie the> 
be — 

Hath body enow to hold his focmen 

dm.Ti?* 

*0 King,’ sheened ‘and I will tell 
thct : few, 

Few, but all bra\c, all of one mind wath 
him , 

For I was nc.ar him when the savage jells 
Of Uther's peerage dieo, and Arthur sat 
Crown’d on the nais, and his w amors 
cned, 

** Be thou the king, and we wall work thj 
wall 

Who love thee,” Then the King in low 
deep tones, 

And sinplc words of great aulhontj , 
Bound them bj so strait vows to his own 
self, 

That when tbcj rose, knighted from 
kneeling, some 

Were pale as at the passing of a ghost, 
ISome flush’d, and o' hers dazed, as one 
who wakes 

Half blinded at the coming of a light 

* But when he spake and cheer’d his 
Table Round 

With large, ai\ me, and comfortablcw ords, 
Bejond mj longue to tell ihcc — I beheld , 
From eje to eje thro' all their Order flash 
A momentary likeness of the King 
•Vnd ere it Idt their faces, thro’ the cross 
And those around it and the Crucified, 
Down from the casement over Arthur, 
smote 

Flame-colour, vert and azure, m three 
raj-s, 

One falling upon each of three fair queens, 
Wlio stood in silence near his throne, the 
friends 


Of Arthur, gazmgonhim, tall, withbr^hl 
Sweet faces, who wait help him at his 
need 

‘And there I saw mage Jlerhn, whose 
V ast VI It 

And hundred wanlers are hut as the hands 
Of loj al vassals toiling for their liege 

‘ And near him stood the Lady of the 
Lak(^ 

Wlio knows a subtler magic tlian his 
own — 

Clothed in wlutc samite, mj'stic, wonder- 
ful 

She gave the King his huge cross-hilted 
I sword, 

^\^leteb} to dn\e the heathen out a mist 
Of incense curl’d about her, and her face 
Wcllnigh was hidden in the minster 
gloom , 

But there was heard among the liolj 
hjmns 

A voice as of the waters, for she dwells 
Dowm in a deep, calm, whatsoever storms 
Maj shake the world, and when the 
surface rolls, 

Hath power to walk the waters like our 
Lord 

‘ There likewise I beheld Excalibur 
Before him at liis crowning home, the 
sword 

That rose from out the bosom of the lake, 
And Arthur row’d across and took it — rich 
With jewels, elfin Unm, on the hilt, 
Bewildering heart and eje — the blade so 
bright 

That men arc blmded by it — on one side. 
Graven in the oldest tongue of all this 
world, 

“Take me,” but turn the blade and j'e 
shall see, 

And written in tlie speech je speak j our- 
self, 

“ Cast me aw aj 1 ” And sad w as Arthur’s 
face 

Taking It, but old Metlm counseled him, 
“Take thou and strike 1 the tune to cast 
away 
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Is yet far-oflf” So this great brand the 
king 

Took, and by this ivill beat h.s foemen 
down ’ 

Thereat Leodogran rejoiced, but 
thought 

To sift his doubnngs to the last, and ask’d. 
Fixing full ejes of question on her face, 

‘ The swallow and the swift are near akin. 
But thou art closer to this noble pnnce. 
Being his own dear sister and she said, 

‘ Daughter of Gorlois and \ geme am I 
‘And therefore Arthurs sister?’ ask’d 
the King 

She answer’d, ‘These be secret things,’ 
and sign’d 

To those two sons to pass, and let them be 
And Gawam went, and breaking into song 
Sprang out, and follow’d by his flying hair 
Ran like a colt, and leapt at all he saw 
But Modred laid his car beside the doom, 
And there half heard , the same that 
afterward 

Struck for the throne, and stnkmg found 
his doom 


■Whereof I was not guilty , and out I ran 
And flung myself down on a bank ol 
heath. 

And hated this fair world and all therein. 
And wept, and wnsa’d that I were dead, 
and he — 

I know not whether of himself he came, 
Or brought by Merlm, who, they say, 
can walk 

Unseen at pleasure — ^he was at my side, 
And spake sweet words, and comforted 
nij heart, 

I And dried my tears, being a child with me. 

! And many a time he came, and evermore 
^ xks 1 grew greater grew w ith me , and sad 
' At times he seem’d, and sad with him 
was I, 

Stem too at tines, and then I loved him 
not. 

But sweet aga.n, and then I loved mm 
well 

And now of late I see him less and less. 
But tliose firat days had golden hours foi 
me. 

For then 1 surety thought he would be 
kincr 


And then the Queen made answer, 

• What know I ? 

For dark my mother was m eyes and hair, 
And dark in hair and eyes am I , ana dark 
Was Gorlois, jea and dark was Uther loo, 
Wellnigh to blackness , but this King is 
fair 

Beyond the race of Britons and of men 
Moreover, always in my mind 1 hear 
A cry from out the dawn ng of my life ] 
A mother weeping, and I hear her say, 

“ O that ye had some brother, pretty one. 
To guard thee on the rough ways of the 
world ” ’ 

‘Ay,’ said the King, ‘and hear ye 
such a cry? 

But when did Arthur chance upon thee 
first?’ 

‘ O King I’ she cried, ‘ and I will tell 
thee true 

lie found me first when yet a little maid 

Bea‘en 1 bad been for a Utt’e fault 


‘ But let ire tell thee now another tale 
For Bleys, our Merlin’s master, as they 
say, 

Died but of late, and sent his cry to me. 
To hear him speak before he left his lifc 
Shrunk like a fairy changeling lay the 
mage , , 

And when I enter d told me that himself 
And Merlin ever served about the King, 
Uther, before he died , and on the night 
When Uther in Tinlagil past away 
[ Moaning and wailing for an heir, the two 
Left the still King, and passing forth to 
^ breathe. 

Then from the castle gateway by the 
chasm 

Descending thro’ the dismal night — a 
night 

In which the bounds of heaven and earth 
were lost — 

Beheld, so high upon the dreary deep« 

I It seem’d m hea,en, a ship, tihe shape 
' thereof 
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\ tJratjon 'wr,' o, uui ?it h.v-'a 'in.ni to 

v£th a rj~i']ici..p>co’i t( ci'ttVs 
Ac'i c '» ■‘■.Kt • .cr 1 \nU ih^n 

tliC ti.o 

Ihop* " c roic, ^ 1 , tchii the neat 
-< a *ac3, 

Wsst a'lcr '< ai t, i.*tn i. ^atuT ihm the 
I"? 

njj }a«. a Rj ii)j " raU lh<. 

t’ce{> 

\r J fuO ol 1 c/^, »'ic‘ *)\ jx t r. ■< plnii~eo 
■i annp, an'J a'l O'c \ "le i ^ jn a fiamc 
ti '(I down i' c and i sj.c t'-tnt wo^ 
3« ne 

V riVct! ? -'i-c, atuJ ndc 'o ^3cl.m'!. ttvi, 
Vilio ^Ttd t tf.a brbt, arJ 

Cl ** Tie Kirt, ’ 

ilcrcii ''I mt fo* LtJ.etl’ A*'a tht 
fnraic 

Of dial i:n.at nea-icr, aVie^pinj jp the 
“traiid 

Lash'd at tnc * t.-.\rd a' *- e {•av.e the avoid, 
And aM at tree all locnn 'nri ro-c in fire, 
J^lh^tthcc* 'Idana hcovc'c clo'hed mfiru 
\r,d |>ic cvl) ll titaftei follv-v’d calm, 
?rw !tV.> and itais. “A’'d this jamc 
child,'’ be vai'l, 

* Is he iho ici:;ns , not vculu I part in 
}yeace 

Tdl thn, a cre told ” ArJ rajan^ this tne 
jccr 

Went tUo' the 't'oit nn dreadful oa^sof 
leaih, 

Kol catr to be question'd an) n>ofv 
3a e on the fuihcr '=idc , oui when I met 
Merlin, and ash’d Inni if these things I'Crc 
truth — 

Tlie shining dragon and tnc naked child 
Descending in llie glorj of the seat — 

He laugh’d as is hisw ont, and ansaaer’ d roe 
•n r ddling triplets of old lime, and said 

* “ Ram, ra*n, and sun ’ a rainboiv m 
the sk> 1 

A >oung roan •sill be oaiscr by and by ; 
An old man’s oMt may oiander cre he die. 

Ram, ram, and sun 1 a rainbow on the 
lea 1 

A^d truth is this to me, and that to tnee. 


And truth or clothed or naked let it be 
Rain, sun, and ram 1 and the free 
blossom blows 

Sun, nm, and sun 5 and aahere is he 
who knows? 

From the great deep to the great deep ht j 
gOK," 

‘ '-o Merlin nddhng anger’d me , but 
thou 

Fe ir not to giic this King thine oolychild, 
Guinea ere so great bards of him w ill sing 
Hereafter , and dark sa)ings from of old 
Ringing and ringing thro’ the minds of 
men, 

And echo d 'n old folk beside Iheir fires 
For comfort after theirwage-work is done, 
Speal of the King, and Merlin m our 
time 

Hath 'iioken also, not in jest, and sworn 
Tho’ men my wound him that he will 
not die. 

Bat pass, again to come; and then or noav 
Ltttrly srnuc the heathen underfoot, 

Till these and all men hatl him for their 
J,ing ’ 

ore spake and KingLcodogran rejoiced, 
Bill musing ‘Shall I answer jea or nay?’ 
Doubted, and drowsed, nodded and slept, 
and saw, 

Dreaming, " slope of land that ea er grew , 
Field after field, up to a height, the peak 
II’zc - hidden, and thereon a phantom 
king, 

Noas looming, and now lost , and on the 
slope 

The sword rose, the hind fell, the herd 
was dnacn, 

Fire glimpsed , and all the land from 
roof and rick, 

In dnfls of smoke before a rolling wind, 
Stream’d to the peak, and mingled with 
the haze 

And made it thicker , avhile the phantom 
king 

Sent out at times a a oice , and here or there 
Stood one who pointed toavard the voice, 
the rest 

Slew on and burnt, crjang, * No king of 
ours. 
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No son of Uther, and no king of ours 

Till ivith a \nnk his dream was changed, 
the haze 

Descended, and the solid earth became 

As nothing, but the King stood out in 
heaven, 

Crown’d And Leodogran awoke, and 
sent 

Ulfius, and Brastias and Bedivere, 

Back to the court of Arthur answ ering yea. 


Then Arthur charged his warrior whom 
he loved 


And honour’d most. Sir Lancelot, to ride 
forth 

And bring the Queen ,--and watdi’d him 
from the gates 

And Lancelot past aivay among the 
flowers, 

(For then was latter April) and relum’d 

Among the flowers, in Maj , with Gutne 
vere 


To whom am\ed, by Dubnc the higl 
saint, 

Chief of the church in BnUin, and befori 

The stateliest of her altar -shrines, lh< 
King 

That mom was married, while in stainlesi 
white. 

The fair beginners of a nobler ,time, 

Ann glorying in their vows and him, luj 
knights 

Stood round him, and rejoicing in his loy 

Far shone the fields of May thro’ opet 
door, 

,?l'®®o'^'®^“*‘"'’^°®som’dwhitewithMay, 

The Sun of May descended on their King. 

They g^ed on all earth’s beauty in then 
Queen, 

Roll’d and there past along th< 

Sware at^the dinne of Clinst a deathlesi 

And Arthur said, ‘Behold, thy doom 11 
mine 


Let chance whit will, I love thee to the 
To wliom the Queen replied with drooping 


‘ King and my lord, I love thee to the 
death I' 

And holy Dubnc spread his hands and 
spake, 

‘ Reign ye, and live and love, and make 
the world 

Other, and may thy Queen be one with 
thee, 

And all this Order of thy Table Round 

Fulfil the boundless purpose of their 
King’’ 

So Dubnc said , but when they left the 
shrine 

Great Lords from Rome before the portal 
stood. 

In scornful stillness ganng as they past , 

Then while they paced a city all on fire 

With sun and clotli of gold, the trampels 
blew. 

And Arthur’s knighthood sang before the 
ICmg - 

* Blow trampel, for the world is white 

s with May , 

Blow trumpet, th ejong nigh t hatj^rplM 
away • ' ^ 

Blow thro’ the living world — "Let the 
King reign ” 

‘Shall Rome or Heathen rule in 
Arthur’s realm ’ 

Flash brand and lance, fall battleaxeupon 
helm, 

Fall battleaxe, and flash brand ' Let the 
King reign 

‘Stnke for the King and h\e 1 liis 
knights have heard 

Tliat God hath told the King a secret 
word 

Fall battleaxe, and flash brand ’ Let the 
King reign 

‘ Blow tnimpet I he will lift us from 
the dust 

Blow trampet 1 lue the strength and die 
the lust * 

Clang battleaxe, and clash brand I Let 
the King reign 
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* Stake for the King and die J and if 
thou diest, 

The King is l^g, and ever wills the 
highest. 

Clang battleaxe, and clash brand 1 Let 
the King reign 

‘Blow, for our Sun is mighty m his 
hi-ij 1 

Blow, for our Sun is mightier day by day 1 

Clang battleaxe, and clash brand ! Let 
the King reign 

* The ICing ivill follow Christ, and we 

the King 

In whom high God hath breathed a secret 
thing 

Fall battleaxe, and dash brand I Let the 
King reign ’ 

So sang the knighthood, moving to their 
hall 

There at the banquet those great Lords 
from Rome, 

The slowl} fading mistress of the world, 

Strode in, and claim’d their tnbute as of 
yore 




But Arthur spake, ' Behold, for these have 
sworn 

To wage my wars, and worship me their 
. King* 

fThe old^order changeth, 3 nelding place 

I, 'tp.new , 

And we that fight for our fair father 
Chnst, 

Seeing that ye be grown too weak and 
old 

To drive the heathen from your Roman 
wall, 

No tnbute will we pay * so those great 
lords 

Drew back in wrath, and Arthur stroie 
with Rome 

And Arthur and his knighthood for a 
space 

Were all one will, and thro’ that strength 
the King 

Drew in the petty princedoms under him, 

Fought, and in twelve great battles over- 
came 

The heathen hordes, and made a realm 
and reign’d 


V y THE ROUND TABLE 
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Thc last tall son of Lot and Bellicent, 

, And tallest, Gareth, in a showerful spnng 

Stared at the spate A slender-shafted 
Pine ^ 

Lost fooling, fell, and so was whirl’d away 

‘Plow he went down,’ said Gareth, ‘as 
a false knight 

Or evil king before my lance if lance 

Were mine to use — O senseless catarac t?’*! 

Beanng all down m thy precipitancy — 

And yet thou art but swollen with cold 
snows 

And mine is living blood . thou dost His 
will. 


I ANCELOT AND CLAIHB. 

THE HOLl GRAIL. 
rElLPAS A'lD rTTARRE 
THE LAST TOURVAMBNT 
GOINPNCBF 

I The Maker’s, and not knowest, and I 

_ that know. 

Have strength and wit, in my good 
mother’s hall 

Linger wath vacillating obedience, 

Pnson d, and kept and coax’d and 
whistled to — 

Since the good mother holds me still a 
child I 

[CGood mother is bad mother unto me ' 

A worse were better , yet no worse 
would I 

Heaven yield her for it, but m me put 
force 

To weary her ears with one continuous 
prayer. 
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Until she let me 11^ discegcd to sweep 

In e\er highering eagle-circles up 

To the great Sun of Glor^, and thence 
snoop 

Down upon all things base, and dash 
them dead, 

A knight of Arthur, working out his will 

To cleanse the world Whj, Gawain, 
when he came 

With Modred hither m the summertime, 

Ask’d me to tilt with him, the ptoicn 
knight 

Modred for want of worthier was the 
judge 

Then 1 so shook him m the 'addle, he 
said, 

“Thou hast half pre\ ail'd against me ” 
said so — ho — 

Tho’ Modred biting his thin lips was mute 

For he is alwayusullen what care I ?’ 

And Gareth went, and hoienng tounl 
her chair 

Ask’d, ‘Mother, tho je count me still 
the child, 

Sweet mother, do je lose the child?* 
She laugh’d, 

‘Thou art but a wild goo'e to question 


‘ Then, mother, an jc lo\e the child,’ he 
said. 



An ’twere but of the goo'e and golden 
eggs’ 


And Gareth answer’d her with kindling 
eyes, “ 

‘Nay, naj, good mother, but this egg of 

minfk 


Soose can ka, 
For this an E^le, a ro>al Eagle, laid 
Almost bejond reach, on such a pa 
^glitters gilded in thj Book of How 

And thme was ever haunting round. 

poor, who often sat 


“An Icould climb and lay tny band i,foa 
itf 

Then were I wealthier than a lea^ o’ 
kings ” 

Hut ever w hen lie reach’d a hand to dmb, 
j One, that had loved him from his child 
! hood, caught 

And sta) d lum, “ Climb not les* thou 
break ih) neck, 

I chaige thee bj im love,*' and sothebo), 

Sweet mother, neither domb nor brake 
hr neck , 


Put bral e hi' VC 15 heart in pining for it, 
And past aw-j ' 


j To whom the mother said, 

j ‘True love sweet son, had risk’d hiraiell 
} ano rlimn’d, 

! And hanaeo down the golden treasure tr 
j h'm ’ 

. And Gareth answer’d her with kindlmr 
ejer, 

‘ Gold ? said I goH ? — a) then whj he 
or she 

Of whosoe’er it was or hall the world 

Had ventured — Jnd the thing 1 spakeo' 
been 

Mere gold — bui this was all of that tni*' 
I steel, 

J Whereof they forged the brand Excahhus 

And lightnings play’d about it in tht 
storm, 

And all the little fowl were flurried at ii, 

And there were cries and dashmgsin the 
nest, 

That sent him from his senses let me go ’ 

Tlicn Bcllicent bemoan’d herself and 
saia, 

‘Hast thou no pity upon mj loneliness? 
where thj father Lot beside the hearth 

Lies like a log, and all but smoulder’d 
out ' 

^r ever since when traitor to tlie King 

He fought s^ainst him in the Barons’ war, 

And Ardiur gave him hack his icrntoiy, 
IS age hath slowly droopt, and now lies 
there 

A J et-wann corpse, and yet unbunahle, 
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No more ; nor sees, nor hears, nor speaks, 
nor knox'”s 

And both thybrcthren ire in Arthur’s hall, 
Albeit neither lo'ed vath that full love 
I feel for thee, nor wonhj such a loie 
Stay therefore thou ; red bemes charm 
the bird, 

And thee, mine innocent, the jousts, the 
wars, 

Who neier knewest finger-ache, nor pang 
Of wrench’d or broken limb-— an often 
chance 

In those brain -stunning shocks, and 
toumey-falls, 

Fnghts to mj heart, but staj follow 
the deer 

Bj these tall firs and our fast-falling bums , 
So make thj manhood mightier daj by 
da> , 

Sweet IS the diasc and I will seek thee 
out 

Some comfortable bnde and fair, to grace 
Thy climbing life, and cherish my prone 
)ear, 

Till falling into Lot’s forgetfulness 
I know not thee, myself, nor an j thing 
Stay, ray best son I j e arc yet more boj 
tnan man ’ 

Then Gareth, * An ye hold me yet for 
child, 

Hear yet once more the stoiy of the child 
For, mother, there was once a King, like 
ouis 

The prince his heir, when tall and 
marnageable. 

Ask’d for a bride, and thereupon the 
King 

Set two before him Ore was fair, 
strong, arm’d- 

But to be won bj force — and many men 
Desired her; one, good lack, no man 
desired 

And these were the conaitions of the 
lOng. 

That save he won the first by force, he 
needs 

Must wed that o'hcr, whom no man 
desired, 

A red faced bridewhoknewbemelfsovile, 


That evermore she long’d to hide herself, 

Nor fronted man or woman, eje to eye — 

Yea — some she cleaved to, but they died 
of her 

And one — they call’d her Fame, and 
one, — O Mother, 

How can je keep me tether’d to you — 
Shame, 

Man am I grown, a man’s work must I do 

Follow the deer? follow the Chnst, the 
King, 

Live pure, speak true, nght WTong, follow 
the King — 

Else, wherefore bom?’ 

To w'bom the mother said, 

* Sweet son, for there be many v ho deem 
him not, 

Or will not deem him, wholly proven 
King— 

Albeit m mine own heart I knew him 
King, 

^^^len I was frequent with him in my 
youth, 

And heard him Kingly speak, and doubted 
him 

No more than hi^ himself, but felt him 
mine. 

Of closest km to me yet — wilt thou leav e 

Thine easeful biding here, and risk thine 
all, 

Life, bmbs, for one that is not proven 
King? 

Stay, till the cloud that settles round his 
birth 

Hath lifted hut a little Stay, sw-eet son ’ 

And Gareth answer’d quickly, ‘Not 
an hour, 

So that ye yneld me — I wnll walk thro’ 
fire, 

Mother, to gam it — yovr full leave to 

go 

Not proven, who swept the dust of ruin’d 
Rome 

From off the threshold of the realm, and 
crush’d 

The Idolaters, and made the people free ? 

Who should be King save bun who 
makes ns free?’ 
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So when the Queen, who long had 
sought in vain 

To break him from the inient to which 
he grew. 

Found her son’s will unwaveringly one. 

She answer’d craftily, ‘Will ye walk thro’ 
fire? 

WTio walks thro’ fire will hardly heed the 
smoke 

Ay, go then, an ye must only one proof, 

Before thou ask the King to make thee 
knight. 

Of thine obedience and thy love to me. 

Thy mother,— I demand ’ 


, . And Gareth cned, 

A hard one, or a hundred, so I go 

A ay quick ' the proof to prove me to 
the quick ' ’ 

But slowly spake the mother lookina 
at him, 

‘ Pnnce, thou shall go disguised to 
Arthur’s hall. 

And hire thyself to serve for meats and 
dnnks 

Among the scullions and the kitchen- 
kna^es^ 

And those that hand the dish across the 
bar 

Nor shall thou tell thy name to anyone 
nd thou Shalt serve a twelvemonth and 
a day ’ 

For so the Queen beheved that when 
her son 

Beheld his only way to glory lead 

Uw dowTi thro’ vallam kitchen-vassalage. 

To pass^thereby , so should he rest wnth 
f™® the sound of 

‘ 'I^’^thraSn’ V r®" 

And I shatl seeL ,ou“s^ “"t' 

And since thou « L 

obey “Other, must 

1 therefore yacid me freely to thy wall. 


For hence wall I, disguised, and hiiemv 
self 

To serve wath scullions and with kitchen 
knaves , 

Nor tell my name to any — no, not the 
King’ 

Gareth awhile hnger’d The mother’s 
eye 

Full of the WTstful fear that he would go, 
And tummg toward him wheresoe’er he 
turn’d, 

Perplext his outward purpose, till anhour. 
When waken’d by the wind which with 
full voice 

Swept bellowing thro’ the darkness on to 
dawn, 

I He rose, and out of slumber calling two 
That sull had tended on him from his 
birth, 

Before the wakeful mother heard him, 
went 

The three were dad like blleis of the 
soil 

Southward they set their faces The birds 
made 

ifelody on branch, and melody in mid air, 
The damp hill-slopes were quicken’d into 
green, 

And the live green had kindled mto 
flowers, 

For it was past the time of Easterday. ' 

So, when their feet were planted on 
the plain 

That broaden’d toward the base of Came 
lot. 

Far off they saw the silver-misty mom 
Kouing her smoke about the Royal 
mount, 

^at rose betw een the forest and the field 
t times the summit of the high city 
flash’d , 

At tim^ the spires and turrets half-way 
down 

Pnck d thro’ the mist , at times the great 
gate shone 

oly, that open’d on the field bdow • 
Anon, the whole fair city had disappear’d 
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Then those who went with Gareth were 
amazed, 

One crying, ‘ Let ns go no further, lord 
Here is a city of Enchanters, built 
By fairj' Kings ’ The second echo’d him, 
‘ Lord, we haae heard from our wise man 
at home 

To Northward, that this King is not the 
King, 

But onlj changeling out of Fairyland, 
Who dra\e the heathen hence by sorcery 
And ISIerlm’s glamour ’ Then the first 
again, 

* Lord, there is no such city anyivhere. 
But all a vision ’ 

Gareth answer’d them 
With laughter, swearing he had glamour 
enow’ 

In his own blood, his princedom, }outh 
and hopes, 

To plunge old Merlin in the Arabian sea. 
So push’d them all unwilling toward the 
gate 

And there was no gate hke it under 
heaven 

For barefoot on the keystone, which was 
lined 

And rippled like an ever-fleeting wave. 
The Lady of the Lake stood all her dress 
Weptfrom hersides aswaterflowmgaway. 
But hke the cross her great and goodly 
arras 

Stretch’d under all the comice and 
upheld 

And drops of water fell from either hand , 
And down from one a sword was hung, 
from one 

A censer, either worn with wind and 
storm , 

And o’er her breast floated the sacred fish , 
And in the space to left of her, and right. 
Were Arthur’s w ars in w eird devices done. 
New things and old co-twristed, as if Time 
Were nothing, so inveterately, that men 
' Were giddy gazing there , and over all 
High on the top were those three Queens, 

; the friends 

Of Arthur, who should help him at his 
need. 


Then those with Gareth for so long a 
space 

Stared at the figures, that at last it seem’d 
The dragon-boughts and elvish emblem- 
ings 

Began to move, seethe, twine and curl 
they call’d 

To Gareth, ' Lord, the gateway is alive ’ 

And Gareth likewise on them fixt his 
eyes 

So long, that ev’n to him they seem’d to 
move 

Out of the city a blast of music peal’d 
Back from the gate started the three, to 
whom 

From out thereunder came an ancient 
man, 

Long-bearded, saying, *^Vho be ye, my 
sons ?’ 

Then Gareth, ‘We be tillers of the soil. 
Who leaving share in furrow' come to see 
The glories of our King but these, my 
men, 

(Your city moved so weirdly in the mist) 
Doubt if the King be King at all, or come 
From Fairyland , and whether this be built 
By magic, and by fairy Kings and Queens , 
Or whether there be any city at all. 

Or all a vision and this music now 
Hath scared them both, but tell thou 
these the truth ’ 

Then that old Seer made answer play 
mg on him 

And saying, ‘ Son, I have seen the good 
ship sail 

Keel upward, and mast downward, in 
the heavens. 

And solid turrets topsy-turvy in air 
And here is truth , but an it please thee 
not. 

Take thou the truth as thou hast told i( 
me 

For truly as thou sayest, a Fairy King 
And Fairy Queens have built the city, son , 
They came from out a sacred mountain 
cleft 

Toward the sunnse, each with harp m 
hand. 
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And bait r 10 tbe masic of their harps 
And, as thoa sa>est,Jt is enchanted, son, 
Foi- there is no’hing 'n it as it seems 
Saving the Kirg tho’ some ttiere be th'^t 
hold 

The King a shaaow, and the c tj real 
Vet take thou heed of mm, for, so tho i 
pass 

Beneath this then wilt thou 

ojcomc 

V thrall to his enchantments, for the King 
\\ ill bind thee b\ sucn \ ow s, as is a sh^mc 
A mm should not be bound d\ , yet the 
which 

No man can keep , but, so thou dread to 
swear, 

Pcss no* Deneath this gateway, bat "bide 
Withou*, among the cattle of the field 
For an je heard a music, like enow 
Thei are bt..ilding still, seeing the city is 
built 

To mu'c, therefore neier bmit at all 
And therefo'e built for ever ’ 


. , Gareth spake 

Anger Q, 'Old Master, reierencc thine 
oivn beard 

That looks as \ hite as utter truth, and 
seems 

« long •« thou art statured tall ’ 
Why mockest thou the stranger that hath 
been 

To thee fair spoken ?’ 


, "°t the Seer replie 
Know ye not then the Riddhng of t 
Bards? ^ 

“Confusion^ and illusion, and relation 
Elusion, md occasion, and e\asion"> 

^d all that see thee, for thou art not w: 
Thou seemest, but I know thee wno th 
art 

Who cannot brook the shadow of any h 
Unm^mgly the mocker endin" hei 

Turn’d to^aenght. and past along t 

WTiom Gare* looking after said, ‘J 
men, * * 


Our one r hue lie sits like a little ghoit 
Here on the threshold of o-r erterpnss 
Let love be blamed for it, not sne, nor 1 
Well, we wull make amends ’ 

With all good cheet 
He spake and laugh’d, then enter d wiA 
his tvvam 

Camelot, - city of shadowy palaCM 
.V,u! s'atelv, nch in emblem and the wo*k>. 
Of ancient kings who did their days ic 
stone , 

Which Mcrl'n’s hard, the Mage a* 
Arthur a coatt, 

Kno.ving all arts, had touch'd, and every- 
where 

At Arthur s ordinance, tipt wath lesssmeg 
peak 

And pinnacle, and had made it spire to 
heaven 

And ever and "non a kmght woula pas* 
Outw "rd, or inward to the hall his arm.- 
'j Clash’d; and the sound was good to 
j Gareth s car 

I t And oat of bovver and casement shviy 
glanced 

Eyes of pure women, wholesome stars of 
love; 

1 And all about a healthful people slept 
As in the presence of a gracious long 

Tlien into hall Gareth ascending heard 
A voice, the voice of Arthnr, and beheld 
Far over heads in that long-vaulted hall 
The splendour of the presence of tne 

Throned, and delivenng doom — and 
look d no more — 

Blit felt his y oung heart hammering mhb 
. ears. 

And thought, ‘ For this half-shadow of a 
he 

Tne truthful King will doom me when I 
speal ' 

Tet pressing on, tho’ all in fear to find 
Sir Gawatn or Sir Modred, saw nor one 
Nor Other, but in all the listening eyes 
Of those tall knights, that ranged about 
the throne. 

Clear honour shimng hke the dewy star 
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Of divui, md fiitli in thur greil King, 
with pure 

Afrci,tion, and the hqht of \ictoij, 

And glor) £;;n:nd, and eiermore to gam 

Then cmic a vs Idow crjnng to the King, 
‘ A boon Sir l\ing * Flij father, Uthtr, 
reft 

Trom nij ds.-’d lord a field with violence 
rot how-ot’er at lirat he nroficr d gold, 
fet, for the field vv vs plevbvnt in otir cj ts, 
i\ t V teldtd not and then he reft its o'" it 
i'crforce, and left ns neither gold nor field ' 

Said Arthur, 'W.cthcr would jc’ 
gold or field 

fowhoni thevvouian vsceping, ‘Nay, mj 
lonl, 

I lie field was pleasant m m) husband’s 
C}e ’ 

And Arthur, ‘ Have thy pleasant field 
again, 

Vnd thnee the gold for Uther’s use 
thereof, 

According to the years No boon is here, 
3at justice, so thy <ay Iw proven true 
\ccitrsed, who fioin the wrongs his father 
did 

Aoiild shape hiinself a right ’’ 

And while she past, 
^amc yet another widov crying to him, 

A boon. Sir King ' Thine enemy. King, 
am T 

A’lth tliine own Innd Uioii slewcsl iny 
dear lord, 

knight of Utlicr in the Karons’ war, 
iVhcn Ix)t and many another rose and 
fought 

\gainst thee, saying thou wert basely 
born 

' held with these, and loathe to ask thee 
aught 

('‘et lo ' my husband’s brother had my 
son 

Thrall’d in his castle, and hath starved 
him de id , 

And standeth sewed of that mhentance j 
AHiich thou that slewest the sire hast left i 
the son ' 


So tlio’ I scarce can aak it thee for hale, 
Grant me some knight to do the battle 
for me, 

K 11 the foul tliief, and wreak me for my 
son ' 

Then strode a good knight forward, 
crying to him, 

* A boon, tiir King ' I am her kinsman, I 
I Give me to right tierv\ro"<g, and slay the 
! man ’ 

I Then came Sir Kay, the seneschal, and 
I cried, 

I * A boon, Sir King ' ev 'n that thou grant 
j her none, 

This railer, that hath mock’d thee in full 
hall— 

None , or the wholesome boon of gyve 
and gag ’ 

But Arthur, ‘ We sit King, to help the 
wrong d 

Thro’ all our realm The woman loves 
her lord 

Peace to thee, woman, with thy loves and 
hates ' 

The kings of old had doom’d thee to the 
flames, 

Aurelius Emrys would have scourged thee 
dead, 

And Uthcr slit thy longue but get thee 
hence — 

I-csl that rough humour of the kings of 
old 

Return upon me I Thou that art her kin. 
Go likewise , lay him low and slay him 
not, 

But bring him here, that I may judge the 
right, 

According to the justice of the King 
Tlien, be lie guilty, by that deathless King 
Who lived and died for men, the man 
shall die ’ 

Then came in hall the messenger of 
Mark, 

A name of evil savour in the land, 

The Cornish king In either hand he 
bore 

What dazzled all, and shone far off as 
shines 
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A field of charlock in the sudden sun 
Betiveen two showers, a cloth of palest 
gold, 

Which down he laid before the throne, 
and knelt, 

Delivenng, that bis lord, the vassal king. 
Was ev n upon his svaj to Catnelot , 

For having heard that Arthur of his grace 
Had made his goodly cousin, Tristram, 
knight. 

And, for himself w as of the greater state. 
Being a king, he trusted his liegc-lord 
Would yield him this large honour all the 
more , 

So praj’d him well to accept this cloth of 
gold. 

In token of true heart and fealty 


Then Artliur cned to rend the cloth, to 
rend 

In pieces, and so cast it on the hearth 
^n oak.tree smoulder’d there ‘The 
goodly knight 1 

\Wiat ' shall the shield of Mark stand 
among ihese?’ 

For, midway dowm the side of that lone 
hall ^ 

V stately pile,— whereof along the front, 
Some blazon’d, some but carven, and 
some blank. 

There m a treble range of stony 
shields, — ^ 

Rose, and high -arching overbrow’d the 
hearth 

^nd under every shield a knight was 
named 

Fot this was Arthur s custom in his hall 
WTien some good kmght had done one 
noble deed, 

His arms were caraen only, but if twain 

Wwon’d also , but if none 
The shield .cas blank and bare ivithou “ 
sign 

Savmg &e name beneath, and Gareth 
"^'taghf nch and 

'aJS^ctiS^’^ “ 

Torcndthcclothandcasiitoa the hearth 


I ‘ More hke are we to reave him of his 
[ crown 

1 Than make him knight because men call 
him king 

The kings we found, ye know we stay’d 
their hands 

From war among themselves, but left 
them kings , 

Of whom were any bounteous, merafnl, 
Truth-speaking, brave, good livers, them 
we enroll’d 

Among us, and they sit within our hall 
But Mark hath tarnish’d the great name 
of king. 

As Mark would sully the low state of churl 
And, seemg he hath sent us cloth of gold, 
Return, and meet, and hold him from 
our eyes, 

Lest we should lap him up m cloth of lead, , 
Silenced for ever — craven — a man of 
plots. 

Craft, poisonous counsels, wayside am 
bushings — 

No fault of thine • let Kay the seneschil 
Look to thy wants, and send thee satis 
fled — 

Accursed, who strikes nor lets the haua 
be seen ’’ 

And many -mother suppliant ciying 
came 

With noise of ravage wrought by beast 
and man, 

.\nd evermore a knight would ndeaway 

Last, Gareth leaning hothhands heavily 
Down on the shoulders of the twain, his 
men. 

Approach’d between them toward the 
^ King, and ask’d, 

' A boon, Sir King (his voice was all 
ashamed). 

For see y e not how weak and hungerwotn 
I seem — leaning on these? grant me to 
serve 

For meat and drink among thy kitchen 
knaves 

A twelvemonth and a day, nor seek in) 
name 

Hereafter I will fight.’ 
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To him the King, 

‘A goodly jouth and north a goodlier 
boon ' 

But so thou n ilt no goodlier, then must 
Kay. 

The master of the meats and dnnks, be 
thine ’ 

He rose and past , then Ka}, a man 
of mien 

Wan*sallon as the plant that feels itself 
Root-bitten by white lichen, 

‘ Lo je non ' 

This fellon hath broken from some Abbey, 
where, 

God w ot, hehadnot beef and brewis enow , 
However that might chance ' but an he 
work. 

Like anj pigeon wall I cram his crop. 
And sleeker shall he shine tlian any hog ’ 

Then Lancelot standing near, ' Sir 
Seneschal, 

Sleuth-hound thou knowest, and gray, 
and all the hounds , 

A horse thou knowest, a man thou dost 
not know . 

Broad brows and fair, afluent hair and fine, 
High nos^ a nostril large and fine, and 
hands 

Large, fair and fine ’ — Some young lad's 
mystery — 

But, or from sheepcot orking’shall, the boy 
Is noble -natured Treat him with all 

grace. 

Lest he should come to shame thy judging 
of him ’ 

Then Kaj , ‘ ^Vhat murmurest tnou of 
mystery ? 

Think ye this fellow’ will poison the 
Kmg’s dish? 

Nay, for he spake too fool-like mystery t 
Tut, an the lad were noble, he had ask’d 
For horse and armour fair and fine, 
forsooth ' 

Sir Fme-face, Sir Fair -hands? but see 
thou to It 

That thine own fineness, Lancelot, some 
fine day 

Undo thee not — and leave my man to me.' 


So Gareth all for glory underwent 
The sooty yoke of kitchen- vassalage ; 
Ate with young lads his portion by the 
door. 

And couch’d at night with gnmy kitchen 
knaves. 

And Lancelot ever spake him pleasantly 
But Kay the seneschal, who loved him not, 
Would hustle and harry’ him, and labour 
him 

Beyond his comrade of the hearth, and set 
To turn the broach, draw water, or hew 
wood. 

Or grosser tasks ; and Gareth bow’d 
himself 

With all obedience to the King, and 
wrought 

All kind of service with a noble ease 
That graced the lowliest act m domg it 
And when the thralls had talk among 
themselves, 

And one would praise the love that hnkt 
the King 

And Lancelot — how the King had saved 
his life 

In battle twic^ and Lancelot once the 
King’s — 

For Lancelot w as the first m Tournament, 
But Arthur mightiest on the battle-field — 
Gareth was glad Or if some other told. 
How once the wandermg forester at dawn, 
Far over the blue tarns and ha^ seas. 

On Caer-Eryri’s highest found the King, 
A naked babe, of whom the Prophet spake, 

‘ He passes to the Isle Avilion, 

He passes and is heal’d and cannot die ’ — 
Gareth was glad But if their talk w ere 
foul. 

Then would he whistle rapid as any lark. 
Or carol some old roundday, and so loud 
That first they mock'd, but, after, rever- 
enced him 

Or Gareth telhng some prodigious tale 
Of knights, who sliced a red life bubbling 
way 

Thro’ twenty folds of twisted drs^on, held 
All in a gap-mouth’d arde his good mates 
Lying or sittmg round him, idle hands, 
Charm’d; till Sir Kay, th»* seneschal, 
would come 
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Blustcnng upon them, like .i sudden v ind 
Among dcid lea\cs, and dn\c them all 
apart 

Or when the thralls had sport among 
themsehes, 

So there were anj trial of maslerj , 

He, by two )ards in casting bar or stone 
Was counted best , and if there chanced 
a joust, 

So that ‘tir Kaj nodded him lea\ t to go. 
Would hurrj thither, and when he saw 
the knights 

Clash like the coming and rctinng wave. 
And the spear spring, and good horse 
reel, the bo) 

Was half beyond hini-elf for ccstasj 

So for a month he wToughl among the 
thralls , 

But m the w ccks that follow ’d, the good 
Queen, 

Repentant of the word she made him 
swear, 

And saddening in her childless castle, sent, 
Between the m crescent and de crescent 
moon, 

Arms for her son, and loosed him from 
his \ow 

This, Gareth hearing from a squire of 
Lot 

With whom he used to plaj at toume> 
once. 

When both were children, and in lonely 
haunts 

Would scratch a ragged oval on the sand, 
And each at either dash from cither end — 
Shame ner ei made girl redder than Gareth 
joy 

He laugh’d , he sprang * Out of the 
smoke, at once 

I leap from Satan’s foot to Peter’s knee — 
These news be mine, none others — na\, 
the King’s — 

Descend into the city ’ w hereon he sought 
1 he King alone, and found, and told him 
all 

* I have stagger* d thy strong Gawain m 
a Uli 

For pastime , yea, he said it joust can 1 


Make me tlij knight—in secret 1 let my 
name 

Be Indd’n, and gi\c me the first que;t, 1 
spring 

Like flame from ashes ’ 

Here the King’s calm eje 
1 cll on, and check’d, and made him finsli, 
and bow 

Lowlj, to kiss Ins hand, who answer’d 
him, 

‘ Son, the good mother let me know thee 
here, 

Anil sent her w ish that 1 w ould j leld thet 
thine 

Make thee mv kniglit? mj knights arc 
sworn to sows 

Of utter hardihooil, utter gentleness. 

And, losing, utter faithfulness in lore, ^ 
And uttermost oliediencc to the King 

Then Gareth, hgbtl} springing from 
his I neta;, 

' My King, for hardihood 1 can promise 
thee 

For uttermost obedience make demand 
Of whom >c ga\c me to, the Sencsdial, 
No mellow master of the meats and 
dnnks ' 

And as for lore, God wot, I lore not jek 
But lore 1 shall, God rrilling’ 

And the Ktng- 
‘Make thee mj knight in secret? jea, 
blit he, 

Oiir noblest brother, ••nd our truest m'ln, 
And one with me in all, he needs must 
know ’ 

‘ Let Lancelot knorr , my King, Id 
Lancelot know, 

Thj noblest and thj truest ’’ 

And the 

‘But wherefore would je men should 
rronder at you? 

Nay, rather for the sake of me, that 
King, 

And the deed’s sake my knighthood do 
the deed, 

Than to he noised of ’ 
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Memly Gareth askM, 
‘Ha\e I not earn’d my cake in baking 
of It? 

Let be my name until I make mj name • 
My deeds mil speak it is but for a daj ’ 
So iMth a kindly hand on Gareth’s arm 
Smiled the great King, and half-nnivill- 
ingl} 

Loving his lusty youthhood yielded to 
him 

Then, after summoning Lancelot pnvily, 
*I have giien him the first quest he is 
not proien 

Look therefore ivhen he calls for this in 
hall, 

Thou get to horse and follow him faraway 
Cover the lions on thy shield, and see 
Far as thou mayest, he be nor ta’en nor 
slain * 

Then that same day there past into the 
hall 

A damsel of high lineage, and a brow 
May -blossom, and a cheek of apple- 
blossom, 

Hawk-eyes , and lightly was her slender 
nose 

Tip-tilted like the petal of a flower , 

She into hall past with her page and cned, 

‘ O King, for thou hast driven the foe 
without. 

See to the foe within ' bridge, ford, beset 
By bandits, everyone that owns a tower 
The Lord for half a league Why sit je 
there ? 

Rest would I not. Sir King, an I were 
king. 

Till ev’n the lonest hold w ere all as free 
From cursed bloodshed, as thine altar- 
cloth 

From that best blood it is a sin to spill ’ 

‘ Comfort thj’self,’ said Arthur, ‘ I nor 
mine 

Rest so my knighthood keep the vows 
they swore. 

The wastest moorland of our realm shall 
be 

Safe, damsel, as the centre of this hall 
What IS thy name? thy need?’ 


‘ Jly name ?’ she said — 
‘ Lynette my name , noble , my need, a 
knight 

To combat for my sister, Ljonors, 

A lady of high lineage, of great lands, 
And comely, jea, and comelier than my- 
self 

She lives m Castle Penlous a nver 
Runs in three loops about her livang 
place , 

And o’er it are diree passings, and three 
knights 

Defend the passings, brethren, and a 
fourth 

And of that four the mightiest, holds her 
stay’d 

In her own castle, and so besieges her 
To break her wall, and make her w ed with 
him 

And but dela}S his purport till thou send 
To do the battle with him, thy chief man 
Sir Lancelot w horn he trusts to overthrow. 
Then wed, with glory but she will not 
wed 

Save whom she loveth, or a holy life 
Now therefore have I come for Lancelot ’ 

Then Arthur mindful of Sir Gareth ask’d, 

‘ Damsel, >e know this Order lives to 
crush 

All wrongers of the Realm But say, these 
four. 

Who be they ? ^Vhat the fashion of the 
men?’ 

‘ They be of foolish fashion, O Sir King, 
The fashion of that old knight-errantry 
Who ride abroad and do but what the} 
will , 

Courteous or bestial from the moment, 
such 

As have nor law nor king , and three of 
these 

Proud m their fanta^ call themselves the 
Da}, 

Morning Star, and Noon-Sun, and Even- 
ing-Star, 

Being strong fools , and nev er a w hit more 
wise 

The fourth, W’ho alway ndeth arm’d in 
black, 
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A huge man-beast of boundless savagerj 
He names himself the Night and oftener 
Death, 

And w ears a helmet mounted n ith a skull, 
And bears a skeleton figured on his arms. 

To show that w ho may slay or scape the 
three, 

Slam b} himself, shall enter endless night 
And all these four be fools, but mighty men. 
And therefore am I come for Lancelot ’ 

Hereat Sir Gareth call’d from where he 
rose, 

A head with kindling eyes abo\e the 
throng, 

‘ A boon, Sir King — this quest ' ’ then — 
for he mark d 

Ka) near him groaning like a wounded 
bull— 

‘Yea, King, thou knowest th) kitchen- 
knaie am I, 

And mighty thro’ thy meats and drinks 
am I, 

And I can topple oier a hundreo such i 
Thy promise, King,’ and Arthur glancing 
at him. 

Brought down a momentar} brow 
‘ Rough, sudden. 

And pardonable, worthy to be knight — 
Go therefore,’ and all hearers were amazed 

But on the damsel’s forehead shame, 
pnde, wrath 

Slew the May-w hite she lifted either arm, 

* F le on thee, King < I ask’d for thy chief 
kmght. 

And thou hast giien me but a kitchen- 
knave ’ 

Then ere a man in hall could stay her, 
turn’d 

Fled down the lane of access to the King, 
Took horse, descended the slope street, 
and past 

The w end w hite gate, and paused w ithout, 
beside 

The fiela of tourney, murmunng ‘ kitchen- 
'knaie,’ 

Now two great entries open’d from the 
hall, 

At one end one,;^that gave upon a range 


Of level pavement where the Rmgwonld 
pace 

At sunrise, gazing over plain and wood. 
And down from this a lordly stairway 
sloped 

Till lost in hlownng trees and tops oi 
towers. 

And out by this mam doorway past the 
King 

But one was counter to the hearth, aad 
rose 

High that the highest-crested helm codd 
nde 

Therethro’ nor graze and by this entij 
fled 

The damsel in her wrath, and on to this 
Sir Gareth strode, and saw without the 
door 

King Arthur’s gift, the worth of half a 
town, 

A warhorse of the best, and near 
The two that out of north had followo 
him 

This bare a maiden shield, a casque , that 

The horse, the spear , whereat Sir Gare*ti 
loosed 

A cloak that dropt from collar bone tc 
heel, 

A cloth of roughest web, and cast it down 
And from it like a fuel-smother’d fire, 
That lookt half-dead, brake bright, aw 
flash’d as those 

Dull -coated things, that making sm 
apart 

Their dusk wing-cases, all beneath thei 
burns 

A jewell’d harness, ere they pass and fl] 
So Gareth ere he ported flash’d in arms 
Then as he donn’d the helm, and took tl 
shield , 

And mounted horse and graspt a spear, m 
gram 

Storm-strengthen’d on a windy ale, auo 
tipt 

With trenchant steel, around him slowly 
prest 

The people, w hile from out of kitchen came 
The thralls in throng, and seeing who had 
work’d 
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Lustier ih-rn inj, and whom they could 
but lo\e, 

Mounted in arms, threw up their caps and 
cned, 

‘God bless the King, and all his fellow* 
ship *’ 

And on thro’ lanes of shouting Gareth rode 
Down the slope street, and past without 
the gate 

So Gareth past \\ ith ]oy , but as the cur 
Pluckt from the cur he fights with, ere his 
cause 

Be cool’d bj fighting, follows, being 
named. 

Ills owner, but remembers all, and growls 
Rcmembenng, so Sir Kay beside the door 
Mutter’d in scorn of Gareth whom he used 
To harrj' and hustle 

* Bound upon a quest 
With horse and arms — the King hath past 
his time — 

M} scullion l<na\ e ’ Thralls to y our work 
again. 

For an your fire be low ye kindle mine I 
Will there be dawn in West and eve m 
East? 

Begone • — my knave 1 — ^belike and like 
enow’ 

Some old head-blow not heeded in his 
youth 

So shook his Wats they wainder in his 
pnmc — 

Crared • How the villain lifted up his 
voice. 

Nor shamed to bawl himself a kitchen- 
knave 

Tut he was tame and meek enow with 
me. 

Till peacock’d up with Lancelot’s noticing 
Well — I wall after my loud knave, and 
learn 

Whether he know me for his master yet 
Out of the smoke he came, and so my 
lance 

Hold, by God’s grace, he shall into the 
mire — 

Thence, if the King aw aken from hiscraze. 
Into the smoke again ’ 


But Lancelot said, 
* Kay, wherefore wilt thou go against the 
King, 

For that did never he whereon ye rml. 
But ever meekly seri’ed the King in thee? 
Abide take counsel, for this lad is great 
And lusty, and knowing both of lance and 
sword ’ 

‘Tut, tell not me,’ said Kay, *ye are 
overfine 

To mar stout knaves wuth foolish courte 
sies ' 

Tlien mounted, on thro’ silent faces rode 
Down the slope city, and out beyond the 
gate 

But by the field of tourney' lingering yet 
Mutter’d the damsel, ‘ Wherefore did the 
King 

Scorn me ? for, were Sir Lancelot lackt, 
at least 

He might have yielded to me one of those 
Who tilt for lady’s love and glory here. 
Rather than — O sweet heaven I O fie 
upon him — 

His kitclien-knave ’ 

I 

To whom Sir Gareth drew 
(And there were none but few goodlier 
than he) 

Shininginarms, ‘Damsel, thequestismine. 
Lead, 'md I follow ’ She thereat, as one 
That smells a foul-flesh’d aganc in the 
holt, 

And deems it camon of some woodland 
thing. 

Or shrew, or weasel, nipt her slender nose 
With petulant thumb and finger, shnllmg, 

‘ Hence 1 

Avoid, thou smellest all of kitchen-grease 
And look who comes behind,’ for there 
was Kay 

‘Knowest thou not me? thy master? 1 
am Kay 

We lack thee by the hearth ’ 

And Gareth to him, 

‘ Master no more ' too well I know thee, 
ay— 

The most ungentle knight m Arthur’s 
hall’ 
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‘Have at thee then,’ said Kay they 
shock’d, and Kay 

Fell shoulder slipt, and Gareth cned again, 
'Lead, and I follon,’ and fast aaa\ she 
fled 

But after sod and shingle ceased to flj 
Behind her, and the heart of her good horse 
Was nigh to burst with violence of the beat. 
Perforce she staj d, and overtaken spoke 

‘^^^tat doest thou, scullion, in my 
fellowship ? 

Deem’st thou that I accept thee aught the 
more 

Or love thee belter, that b} some devace 
Full covvardlj, or by mere unhappiness, 
Thou hast overthrown and slam thj 
master — thou ' — 

Dish-W'asher and broach-turner, loon ' 

to me 

Thou smellest all of kitchen as before 

‘Damsel,’ Su: Gareth answer’d gentiv, 
‘say 

Whate’er je wall, but vvhaUoe’er v-e say, i 
I leave not till I finish this fair quest, i 
Or die therefore ’ 

‘Ay, wilt *hou finish It? 
aweet lord, how like a noble knisht he 
talks ' 

The hstening rogue hath caught the man- 
ner of It 

But, knave, anon thou shaft be met with ^ 
knave, ’ 

then by such a one that thou for all 
kitchen brew is that was ev er supt 
bhalt not once oare to look him m the 
face ' 

ThaVmaL^iV®*^ ■'Vith asmile 
That madden d her, and avvaj she flash’d 
again 

Down Ih^long avenues of a boundless 

And Gareth followmgwasagainbeknaved 


The wood is nigh as full of thieves as 
leaves 

If both be slam, I am nd of thee, but yet,' 
Su Scuilion, canst thou use that spit of 
thine? 

Fight, an thou canst I have miss’d the 
only vv ay ’ 

So till the dusk that follow’d evensong 
Kode on the two, rcvilcr and reviled , 
Then after one long slope was mounted, 
saw, 

Bowl-shaped, thro’ tops of many thousand 
pines 

ik gloomy-gladcd hollow slowly sink 
To westward — in the deeps w’hereof a 
mere. 

Round as the red eye of an Engle owl, 
Under the half-dead sunset glared , and 
shouts 

Ascended, and there brake a servingman 
Flyang from out of the black wood, and 
crying, 

‘They have bound my lord to cast him m 
the mere ’ 

Then Gareth, ‘ Bound am I to right the 
wrong d, 

But straitlier bound am I to bide with 
thee ’ 

And when the damsel spake contempt 
uously , 

‘Lead, and I follow,’ Gareth cned again, 
‘Follow, I lead’’ so down among the 
pines 

He plunged, and there, blackshadow’d 
nigh the mere. 

And mid-thigh-deep in bulrushes ana 
reed. 

Saw siv toll men haling a seventh along, 
A stone about his neck to drown him 
in it 

Three with good blows he quieted, but 
three 

Fled thro’ the pines , and Gareth loosed 
the stone 

From off his neck, then in the mere beside 
Tumbled it , oilily bubbled up the mere. 
■Last, Gareth loosed his bonds and on free 
feet 

et him, a stalwart Baron, Arthur’s friend. 
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* \Vc11 tint ) e came or else thece caitiff 
rojjiie- 

IH*! w Hik’d thennelic's on me , good 
ciu^i. n tliciri 

To Inte me, fo'- mj isont Intli ever bt-cn 
To catch m\ thitf, and then like \cnnin 
here 

Thrown him 'lul m*li 1 stone alioat lii'> 
necl . 

\nd imtler this win water ininj of them 
Lie rotting, hut •», night kl go the stone. 
And nsc, ■>nd fiickcnng in a grimly light 
Dance on tin. mere Good now, je Ime 
saval 1 hfe 

^Yorth ••omcwhii is the cleanser of this 
wood 

And fiin woild I reward thee worship 
full} 

NMsat guerdon will >c*’ 

Gareth sharj'lj spake, 
None ' for the deed s sake lia\c I done ! 

the deed I 

In uttermost obedience to the King 
Ihit will thou jitid this damsel harbour 
age>’ 

Whereat the Btoh sajing, *1 well 
liohctc 

You be of Arthur's Table,* a light laugh 
Broke from Lj nette, * Aj , trulj of a truth, 
And in a sort, being Arthur’s kitchen 
Knaic’ — 

But deem not 1 accept thee aught the 
more, 

^cnlhon, for running sharplj with ihj spu 
Down on a rout of craicn foresters 
A tnrcsherw itli his flail had scatter’d them 
Naj — for tho'i sniellest of the kitchen 
still 

But an this lord will }ield us harbouragi., 

Well ’ 

So she spake A league bejond the 
wood. 

All in a full -fair manor and a nch, 

Ills towers where that daj a fea«t had 
been 

Held in high ball, and many a viand left. 
And manj a costly cate, received the 
three 


And there the)' placed a peacock in his 
pnde 

Before the damsel, and the Baron set 
Gareth beside her, but at once she rose 

‘Mcscems, that here is much dis 
courtes), 

Setting this knas e, Lord Baron, at inysidc 
Hear me — this morn I stood in Arthur’s 
hall, 

\nd pra)’d the King would grant me 
Lancelot 

To fight the brotherhood of Day and 
Night — 

The lost a monster unsubduablc 
Of an> sa\e of him for whom I call’d — 
SuddenI) bawls this fronticss kitchen 
knase, 

“The quest is mine, thy kitchen-knase 
am I, 

And might) thro’ thy meats and dnnks 
-m I ” 

Then Arthur all at once gone mad replies, 
“Go therefore,” and so gives the quest 
to him — 

Him — ^herc — a sillam fitter to stick swine 
Than ndc abroad redressing women’s 
wrong. 

Or sU beside a noble gentlewoman ’ 

Then half-ashamed and part-amazed, 
the lord 

Now look’d at one and now at other, left 
The damsel b) the peacock in liis pride. 
And, seating Gareth at another board, 

Sal down beside him, ate and then began 

‘Fnend, whether thou be kitchen- 
Iviiasc, or not, 

Or whether it be the maiden’s fantas). 

And whether she be mad, or else the 
IGng, 

Or both or neither, or thyself be mad, 

1 ask not but Aou slrikest a strong 
stroke, 

Tor strong thou art and goodly there 
wathal, 

And saver of mj life , and therefore now, 
For here be mighty men to joust wath, 
weigh 
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Whether thou wilt not with thy dimsel 
back 

To crave again Sir Lancelot of the King 
Thy pardon , 1 but speak for thine avail, 
The saver of ray life ' 

And Gareth said, 
‘ Full pardon, but I follow up the quest. 
Despite of Day and Night and Death and 
Hell ’ 

So when, next mom, the lord whose 
life he saaed 

Had, some bnef space, conaey’d them on 
their way 

And left them with God speed. Sir Gareth 
spake, 

• Lead, and I follow ' Haughtily she 
replied, 

*1 fly no more I allow thee for an 
hour 

Lion and stoat ha\e isled together, knaae. 
In time of flood Nay, furthermore, 
methinks 

Some ruth is mine for thee Back wilt 
thou, fool? 

For hard b> here is one will oaerthroav 
And slaj thee then will I to court again. 
And shame the King for only jielding 
me 

My champion from the ashes of his hearth ’ 

To whom Sir Gareth answer’d cour 
teously, 

‘ Say thou thy say, and I will do my deed. 
Allow me for mine hour, and thou wait 
nnd 

My fortunes all as fair as hers who lay 
Among the ashes and wedded the Kino’s 
son ’ 


In streaks and raj-s, and all Lent lily in 
hue, 

Sa\ c that the dome w as purple, and alxne, 
Crimson, a slender banneret fluttering 
And tlicrebeforc the lawless warnor paced 
Unarm’d, and calling, ‘Damsel, is this 
he. 

The champion thou hast brought from 
Artliur’s hall ’ 

For whom wc let thee pass ’ ‘Naj, naj,' 
she said, 

‘ Sir Morning Star 1 he King in utter 
scorn 

Of thee and thy much folly hath sent thee 
here 

His kitchen -knaac and look thou to 
thyself - 

See that he fall not on thee suddenly, 
i\nd slay thee unarm’d he is not knight 
but knave ’ 

Then at his call, ‘ O daughters ol the 
Dawn, 

And sera ants of the Momtng-Slar, ap- 
proach, 

Arm me,' from out the silken curtain folds 
Bare* footed and bare-headed three fair 
girls 

In gilt and rosy raiment came their feet 
In deavy grasses glisten’d , and the hair 
All over glanced aaath dew drop or avith 
gem 

Like sparkles m the stone Aa’antunne 
These arm’d him in blue arms, and gaae 
a shield 

Blue also, and thereon the morning star 
And Gareth silent gazea upon the lunght, 
Who stood a moment, ere his horse aaas 
brought. 

Glorying , and in the stream beneath him, 


Then to the shore of one of those i 
loops 

Wlierethro’ the serpent nver coil’d, ■ 
came 

Rough-thicketed avere the banks 
steep , the stream 

Full narrow , this a bridge of single 

Arose a silk pavilion, gay with gold 


shone 

Immingled aaith Heaven’s azure waver 

The gay paa ilion and the naked feet, 

His arms, the rosy raiment, and the star. 

Then she that watch’d him, ‘ Wherefore 
stare ye so ? 

Thou shakest in thy fear there yet is 
time 



G.4J2ETJ/ AND LYNETTE 


333 


Fjco down the \allej before he get to 
horse 

'Vho n ill cry «:hainc ’ Thou art not 
knight but km.\c * 

Said Gareth, ‘Damsel, whether knaac 
or knight. 

Far liefer had 1 fight a tcore of limes 
Than hear thee so missaj me and re\i!e 
hair wonls v cm ht^U for him who fights 
for ihtc , 

Kut tmlj foul arc better for they send 
That strength of anger ihro mine arms 
I know 

That 1 shall oierthrow him 

Ana he that bore 
The star, when mounted, cried from o er 
tlie bridge, 

' A kttchen-knai e, and sent in scorn of me 
Such fight not I, bvit answer scorn wath 
scorn 

For this were snamc to do him further 
wrong 

Than set him on his feet, and take hts 
horse 

And arms, and so return him to the 
King 

Come, therefore, lease th> hdj lightly, 
knave 

Avoid for It liesccmclh not a knave 
To nde with such a lad} ’ 

‘ Dog, thou host 
I spring from lofaer lineage than thine 
own ’ 

He spake , and all at fier} speed the two 
Shock’d on the central bridge, and ather 
spear 

Kent blit not brake, and either knight at 
once. 

Hurl’d os a stone from out of a catapult 
Beyond his horse’s crupper and the bndge. 
Fell, as if dead , but quickly rose and 
drew. 

And Gareth lash’d so fiercely vvith his 
brand 

He drave his cnemj backward down the 
bndge, 

The damsel crymg, ‘ Well - stricken, 
kitchen -knave !’ 


Till Gareth’s shield was cloven , but one 
stroke 

Laid him that dove it grovelling on the 
ground 

Then cned the fall’n, ‘Take not my 
life I jaeld ’ 

And Gareth, ‘ So this damsel ask it of me 
Good — I accord It easily as a grace ’ 

She reddening, ‘Insolent scullion 1 of 
tliee? 

I bound to thee for any favour ask’d I’ 

‘ Ihen shall he die ’ And Gareth there 
unlaced 

His helmet os to slaj him, but she shriek’d, 

‘ Be not so hardy, scullion, os to slay 
One nobler than thyself ’ ‘ Damsel, thy 

I charge 

. Is an abounding pleasure to me ICnight, 
Iny life is thine at her command Arise 
And quickly pass to Arthur’s hall, and say 
Ills kitchen-knave hath sent thee. See 
thou crave 

Ills pardon for thy breaking of his laws 
Myself, when I return, will plead for tliee. 
Thy shield is mine — farewell, and, 
damsel, thou, 

I..ead, and I follow ’ 

And fast away she fled 
t Then when he came upon her, spake, 

‘ Methought, 

Knave, when I watch’d thee striking on 
the bndge 

The savour of thy kitchen came upon me 
A little fainther but the wind hath 
changed 

Iscentittwcnty-fold ’ And then she sang, 

‘ “ O morning star ” (not that tall felon there 
^Yhom thou by sorcery or nnhappmess 
Or some devace, host foully overthrown), 

“ O morning star that smilest m the blue, 

O star, roy morning dream hath proven 
true, 

Smile sweetly, thou 1 my love hath smiled 
on me ” 

•But thou begone, take counsel, and 
away', 

For hard by here is one that guards a 
ford — 
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The second brother in their fool’s parable — 

Will pay thee all thy tv ages, and to boot 

Care not for shame thou art not knight 
but knave.’ 

To whom Sir Gareth answer’d, laugh- 

ingli. 

‘ Parables ? Hear a parable of the knave. 

When I was kitchen-knav e among the rest 

Fierce was the hearth, and one of my 
CO mates 

Own’d a rough dog, to whom he cast his 
coat, 

“ Guard it,” and there w as none to meddle 
with It 

And such a coat art thou, and thee the 
King 

Gave me to guard, and such a dog am I, 

To worry, and not to flee — and — knight 
or knave — 

The knave that doth thee service as full 
knight 

Is all as good, meseems, as any knight 

Toward thy sister’s freeing ’ 

‘ Ay, Sir Knave ’ 

Ay, knave, because thou stnkest as a 
knight. 

Being but knave, I hate thee all the more.’ 


He from bejond the roanng shallow 
roar’d, 

‘What doest thou, brother, in my marches 
here?’ 

And she athwart the shallow shnll’d again, 

‘ Here is a kitchen-knav'e from Arthur's 
hall 

Hath overthrown thy brother, and hath 
his arms ’ 

‘ Ugh ' cned the Sun, and vizormg up a 
red 

And cipher face of rounded foolishness, 

Push d horse across the foamings of the 
ford. 

Whom Gareth met midstream no room 
was there 

For lance or tourney skill four strokes 
they stnick 

With sword, and these were mighty , the 
new knight 

Had fear he might be shamed , but as the 
Sun 

Heaved up a ponderous arm tostnkethe 
fifth, 

The hoof of his horse slipt in the stream, 
the stream 

Descended, and the Sun was wash’d away 
Then Gareth laid his lance athwart the 


‘Fair damsel, jou should worship n 
the more. 

That, being but knave, I throw thii 
enemies ’ 

‘ Aj , aj,,’ she said, ‘ but thou shaft mei 
thj match ’ 

So when thej touch’d the second nve 
loop, 

Huge on a huge ted horse, and all in ms 
Burnish d to bhnding, shone the Noonds 
Sun 

^ondaragingshallow Asiftheflowe 
^at blows a globe of after arrow lets. 
Ten tho^nd-fold had grown, flash’d tl 
fierce shield, 

^'blo^'^ Gareth’s qies had fljn 

Before them when he turn’d from watc 
mg him. 


ford , 

So drew him home , but he that fought 
no more. 

As bemg all bone batter’d on the rock. 

Yielded , and Gareth sent him to the 
&ng 

‘ Myself when I return will plead for thee ’ 

‘ Lead, and I follow ’ Quietly she led 

‘ Hath not the good w ind, damsel, changed 
again?’ 

‘Nay, not a point nor art thou victor 
here. 

There hes a ndge of slate across the ford 

His horse thereon stumbled — ay, for I 
saw It 

‘ “ O Sun ” (not this strong fool whom 
thou. Sir Knave, 

Hast overthrown thro’ mere unhappiness], 

“O Sun, that wakenest all to bliss or 
pain. 
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O r ooTi, tba- ill ‘o ■:lecr> "'gim i 
Shtre h iWRt t lo.c h''’li sinil;.d ? 

on p . 

‘^^'h1S I '•« ^o-tl tl ow of lo\c nag or of 
lo\-? 

Mi\, ni^, Om «it% ‘u thou wcit nobh 

Tl:o:: h-«.x a i ’(.i ant {^rOi^cnCL W- 
pi:rd,2n o, - 

♦*'0 «’cvrj f t,” cf' ’I"* o_wn to the 

<i.p 

0 dew} fo'er t’-. do-, vh. t (hy ic 
none, 

U'o« 'itfi.tlj tt\jc> ,n\ lo'.ch'''h MMilct* 

C3 n;. " 


I* or there bejond a bridge of treble 
bow, 

UI in 1 rose red from the west, ind all 
Nnketf It seem'd, md glow mg m the broad 
Deep -dimpled current underneath, the 
knight, 

That nimed himself the Star of E\cnmc. 
stood 

\nd G^rtih, ‘Wherefore watts the 
nndmm there 

leaked in open dijshmt.’’ ‘Nij,’she 
cried, 

*Xot naked, onlj wrapt in harden’d skins 
Tl 't lit him like liis ow n , and so } c cleat e 
I His armour off him, these wall turn the 
I blade ’ 


‘W Vt I »iowc t ‘ho 1 of fowirs, escep’, 
l>clikc 

To g-msh i 'eats t i‘p ’ h t" no, our 
giso-i Ki.':; 

V.t t> Unt n't tl ec, il e t’ower of kitchen 
don, 

V fo* hth lose for fow ri? wh't 'tick %e 
ro'mi 

The fiftj ^ whe'i-wiUiai dccl the ’»j->r’s 

head ? 

Flcwcrs’ n~), the l-oar Inth rcscmariui 
ar/ Imj 

‘‘Ob rds, that v Tble to the morning 
'ks, 

O Inds that warble as the dat got- b , 

Sinj«wcctU - twic. n j lo.t hath sniiled 
an t le 


* W hat 1 now c^* thou of birils, lark, 
mails, merli, 

lamiet* what drtani je when thtj utter 
forth 

Msj -music growing with the growing 
light, 

Tlitir sw eet sun i orsliip ’ thcsC bt for the 
snare 

(So niiis thj f-'ncj ) these bt for the spit, 

T^arding and basting Sec thou Imc not 
now- 

Latdtd lh> last, except thou turn ami fly 

There stands the third fool of therr 
allegory ' 


‘ Tnen tne ihiid brother shouted o’er the 
t bridge, 

1 ‘ O brother-star, w hy shine y e here so low ’ 
1 Thy ward is higher up but hme ye slam 
1 The d'nistl’s champion ’ ’ and the damsel 
j cned, 

‘ No star of t/iinc, but shot from Arthur s 
heaven 

W ith all disaster unto thine and thee ' 

1 or both thy younger brethren have gone 
down 

Before this youth , and so wilt thou, Sii 
btar , 

Art thou not old ’ ’ 

Old, damsel, old and hard, 
Old, with the might and breath of twenty 
boys ’ 

Said Gareth, ‘Old, and over-bold ir, 
brag ' 

Bat that same strength winch threw the 
Morning Star 
Can throw the Evening ’ 

Then that other blew 
A hard and deadly note upon the hom 
‘Approach and arm me’’ W’lth slow 
steps from out 

An old storm beaten, russet, many s’ain d 
Pavilion, forth a grizzled damsel came, 
And arm’d him in old arms, and brought 
a helm 
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With but a drying evergreen for crest, 
And gave a shield whereon the Star of 
Even 

Half-tamish’d and half-bright, his eni 
blem, shone 

But when it glitter’d o’er the saddle how. 
They madly hurl d together on the bridge; 
And Gareth overthrew him, lighted drew. 
There met him drawn, and ov crthrcw him 


again, 

But up like fire he started and as oft 
As Gareth brought him grov elling on his 
knees, 

So man} a time he vauKed up again , 
Till Gareth panted hard and his creat 
heart, 

Foredooming all his trouble was in vain. 
Labour’d wathin him, for he seem’d as one 
That all in later, sadder age begins 
To war against ill uses of a life. 

But these from all his life arise, and ci}, 
‘Thou hast made us lords, and canst not 
put us down 1 ’ 

He half despairs, so Gareth seem'd to 
strike 

Vainly, the damsel clamouring all the 
while. 

Well done, knave-knight, vvell stneken, 
O good knight-knave — 

O knave, as noble as an} of all the 
knights — 

Shame me not, shame me not I have 
prophesied — 

Stnke, thou art worth} of the Table 
Round — 


His arms are old, he trusts the harden 
Skin — 

Stnke— stake — the wand wall nev 
change again ’ 

heanng ev er stronglier smot 
ew d great pieces of his armour < 
mm. 

But lash'd in vain against the harden 
Skin, 

And could not whoUy bnng him und« 
more 


The buoy that rides at sea, and dips and 

SnrinfTc * 


For cv cr , till at length Sir Gareth’s brard 
Clash’d his, and brake it utterly to the 
hilt 

‘I have thee now ,’ but forth that otha 
sprang. 

And, all unknightlike, writhed hi» wit) 
arms 

Around him, till he fdt, despite his mail, 
Strangled, but straining ev’n his ultermoal 
Cast, and so hurl’d him headlong o'er the 
bridge 

Down to the nver, sink or swim, and 
entd, 

* IxKid, and I follow ’ 

But the damsel said, 

* I lead no longer , nde thou at my side, 
Thoj art the kingliest of all kitchen 

knaves 

* “ O trefoil, sparkling on the rain) 
plain, 

O ramlww wiUi three colours after ram, 
Shine sw ectl) thrice mj lov c hath smiled 
on me ” 

‘Sir, — and, good fiuth, I fam had 
adned — Knight, 

But that I heard thee call thyself a 
knave, — 

Shamed am I tlial I so rebuked, reviled, 
Missaid thee , noble I am ; and tliought 
the King 

SLora'd me and mine , and now thy 
pardon, friend. 

For thou hast ever answer'd courteousl), 
And wholly bold thou art, and meek 
withal 

As any of Arthur’s best, but, being knave, 
Hast mazed m) wat I marvel what thou 
art 

‘ Damsel,’ he said, ‘ you be not all to 
blame, 

Saving that you mistrusted our good King 
Would handle scorn, or yacld j ou, asking, 
one 

^ot fit to cope your quest You said 
your say. 

Mine answer was my deed Good sooth* 
I hold 
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lie scarce js knight, jea but half-man, 
nor meet 

To fight for gentle damsel, he, n ho lets 
His heart be stirr’d wth any foolish heat 
At anj gentle damsel’s waj'wardness 
bhamed ? care not ’ thy foul sayings 
fought for me 

And seeing now thy words are fair, 
methinks 

There rides no knight, not Lancelot, his 
great self. 

Hath force to quell me * 

Nigh upon that hour 
When the lone hem forgets his melancholy, 
Lets dowm his other leg, and stretching, 
dreams 

Of goodly supper m the distant pool, 
Then turn’d the noble damsel smiling at 
him. 

And told him of a caNcm hard at hand. 
Where bread and baken meats and good 
red wine 

Of Southland, which the Lady Lyonors 
Had sent her coming champion, wailed 
him 

Anon they past a narrow comb wherein 
Were slabs of rock with figures, knights 
on horse 

Sculptured, and deckt in slowlj waning 
hues. 

‘Sir Knave, my knight, a hermit once 
was here, 

WTiose holy hand hath fashion’d on the 
rock 

The war of Time against the soul of man 
And yon four fools have suck’d thew alle 
gory 

From these damp walls, and taken but 
the form 

Know ye not these?’ and Gareth lookt 
and read — 

In letters like to those the v exillary 
Hath left crag-carven o’er the streaming 
Gelt— 

‘ Phosphorus,’ then ‘ Meridies - - 
‘Hesperus’ — 

Nox’ — ‘Mors,’ beneath five figures, 
armed men. 


Slab after slab, their faces forwaid all. 
And running down the Soul, a Shape that 
fied 

With broken wings, torn raiment and 
loose hair, 

For help and shelter to the hermit’s cave 
* Follow the faces, and we find it Look, 
Who comes behind ?’ 

For one — delay’d at first 
Thro’ helping back the dislocated Kay 
To Camelot, then by what thereafter 
chanced. 

The damsel’s headlong error thro’ the 
wood — 

Sir Lancelot, havang swaim the nver- 
loops — 

His blue shield-hons coi er’d — softly drew 
Belimd the twain, and w'hen he saw the 
star 

Gleam, on Sir Gareth’s turning to him, 
cried, 

‘Stay, felon knight, I avenge me for my 
fnend ’ 

And Gareth crying pack’d against the cry, 
But when they closed — ^in a moment — at 
one touch 

Of that skill'd spear, the wonder of the 
world — 

Went sliding down so easily, and fell, 
That when he found the grass within his 
bands 

He laugh’d , the laughter jarr’d upon 
Lynctte 

Harshly she ask’d him, ‘ Shamed and 
ov erthrow n, 

And tumbled back into tlie kitchen-knave, 
Why laugh >e? that ye blew your boast 
in vain ’’ 

‘ Nay, noble damsel, but that T, the son 
Of old King Lot and good Queen Belli- 
cent, 

xVnd victor of the bridges and the ford, 
x\nd knight of Arthur, here he thrown by 
whom 

I know not, all thro’ mere unhappmess- 
Devuce and sorcery and unhappiness — 
Out, sword, w'e are thrown!’ And 
Lancelot answer’d, ‘Pnnee, 

O Gareth — thro’ the mere unhappiness 

z 
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Of one who catnc to help thee, not to 
haitn, 

Lancelot, and all as glad to find thee 
whole 

As on the day when Arthur knighted him ’ 

Then Gareth, ‘Thou — I^ncelot * — 
thine the hand 

That thmw me ? An some chance to mar 
the boast 

Thj brethren of thee inal c— which could 
not chance — 

*id sent thee dow n before a lesser spear, 

Shamed had I been, and sad— 0 I^nMlot 
— thou ’’ 


\\hereat the maiden, petulant, ‘Lance 
lot, 

Wiy came je not, when call’d’ an^ 
wherefore now 

Come je, not call’d? I gloried in nn 
knaae, 

\^Tio being itill rebuked, would answci 
still 

Courteous as anj kmght-but now, il 
kniglit, 

The mars el dies, and leases me fool’d 
and tnck’d, 

\nd onI> wondenng i herefore plaa’d 
upon ' ^ 

And doubtful whether I ^nd mine l«: 
scorn'd 

UTiere should be truth if not in Arthur's 

iiall, 

In Arthur’s presence? Knight, knaae 
pnnee and fool, ' 

I hate thee and for e\cr ’ 

' Blesspit 1 , ti. Lancelot said, 

IS" 

With sword Te w 

thy good '‘"d 


And thou arc weary , yet not less I fdi 
Thy rranhood thro’ that weaned lanes 
of thine 

Well liast thou done , for all the svean 
IS freed, 

And thou hast wreak’d his justice oa hi 

foes, 

And when resiled, h-st answer’d ma 

Oltsly, 

And maktst merry when oa-erthrowT 
I’nnct, Knight, 

IIa.1, Knight ann Prince, and of oar 
Table Round ’’ 


knd then wnen turning to Lynctteh 
toln 

Tlic talc of G-’ri.tn, petulantly she said 
‘Aj well — ay well — for w oree than bare 
fool’d 

Of others, is to fool one’s self A cave, 
S'r Lancelot, is hard by, with meats and 
dnnls 


And forage for tlie horse, ann flint for fire 
Ihit all about it flies a honeysuc’islc 
Seek, till V c find ’ And when lliw 
sought and found, 

Sir Gareth drank and ate, and all Ins life 
Past into sleep, on whom the maiden 
gazed 

* Sound sleep be tbmc 1 sound cause to 
sleep hast thou 

Wake lusty I Seem I not as tender ts 
him 

any mother ? Ay, but sucb a one 
As all day long bath rated at her chilfl, 
And a ext his day , but blesses him asLop— 
Good lord, boa saaeclly smells the 
honey suckle 

In the nush’d night, as if the aaorld weit 
one 


utter peace, and loae, and gentleness’ 
U Lancelot, Lancelot’ — and she cbjt 
her hands — 

•Full merry am I to find my goodly knaw 
Is I night and noble See now, savom 
n-i\e I 

Else yon black felon bad not let me pass 
io bnng thee back to do the battle with 
him 

Thus an thou goest he aanll fight thee first 


(• n'AjU ^v/> 
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^ tbw \T‘0** M Will Hl\ 

* n ' kn-svi; 

*tr,» j»., j,,]} yf <■ •'Cv'flinplrh 

Tirn 

‘‘*1 tS Ij'i Cf^'o ' ?m<lvc".*>}rr ^c vo> 
t. . 

Jf*. ^ fi\ '‘ 1 % I'-tt* Lr* Cvcih, rn 
^ > h. 

r* A'l'c ’ 'i rr'.“c, rn"? t-\kcmv clnr^c'. 

i *■ ■< 

No tn h- 'j (ni„ tm»,g iV.e tnMlc ts 
i.-n 

A', t" n hi 'I * • l-'vrcei''* h) e,’ 

*Ct *' n th <., ly'f 1 Iv'rrfic*, “ts in 
* 

A".'* fivf'f , V ike 'tr,j ticrcc r* itch’d 
S* e 'h e' , 

‘HTrj'if-hr i 'oh tennqlion* on iIi^m 

-jlt tr^-yi, 

\tf j( ■<**.1 x.k'i ' )v '-cm -'tnne tc ro'*' ' 
Vc, nnp ' lo t nt l-'win'’ of joiir 

hit • ! — 

Lire l,f>*, fort.{ loa<'-, <.-> wcl! I t'tc for 
1C . 

0 oeliV J<a''coioi, from inj hoM on 
*'‘rt5in<i ii.'i'c — 111 '. -lh‘o’ one tint i iH 

Ti/t '■'rir'C 

J.ic'’ S''c V '■fi O of I.rrcp1ot 1 nr cr chidd 
Hr^zc jci f 1 ’ 

^ iCfil the 1 Kni fichl 
T*'ie) trii f'CiU Atihi r s I irp tho’ 
«* mtner win, 

1 1 fnijn'r' mo'm ’o On cl n d-, ilhitcd 
The f liner of Ciircih tlmming on hi«: 
licpc 

A £‘ir sho! • ‘1,0,’ m.d Gire'h. ‘the foe 
fiih t‘ 

/ti t i» whnopt * IlirT. the victor p'll- 
ing Oif re 

St oilcTih phe Out rode upon his left 
Duuft to the ‘h eld thi* l,"iictiot lent 
him, crjinq, 

‘ Vichl, jield him this agiin ’tie he iniist 
fiyht ' 

1 ftirse the tonpne tint all thro’ )csicrtnj 
Kc lied thec, ind huh wroni^ht on 

Lancelot tio'v 


1 o lend thcc horse and shield ii onders 
1C Imc done , 

^^»rlcies j e cinnot here is plor} enow 
In Iniinq .‘lung the three I see thcc 
in.iiiK’d, 

M-nqlcd I sweir thou const not fling 
the fourth ’ 

‘And nhereforc, d^mrel? tell me ill 
jc know 

Yo 1 cinnot «cart, me , nor rough face, or 
1 nice, 

rnite hulk of hmh, or lioundkss snigerj 
Ai'jial i.ie from the quest ’ 

‘ N13 , rrince,' she cried, 
‘God vot, 1 ncicr look’d upon the fice, 
‘'cemg he neicr rides abroad bi di) , 
lilt watch’d him hut 1 like 1 plnntoin 
piss 

Chilhng the night nor hue I heird the 

lOlCC 

\i\Mis he mide his mouthpiece of 1 page 
Whocmic ind umt, and suH reported 
him 

\s closing m Kim'clf the strength of ten, 
And iihtn his logcr tare him> imssicnng 
Mnn, Wvmi’ii, Ini ind girl — jci, the soft 
Inbc I 

Some hold tint he hith siiilloM d infint 
flesh, 

Monstci ' O Prince, I w ent for L-ncelot 
first. 

The qiit't IS Lancelot’s gn e him Inck 
Uie shield ’ 

Slid Gircth liughing * An he fight for 
tins, 

Pchke he wins .t is the hctlcr n'an 
Th IS — ind not else P 

Hut I,ancelot on him uigcd 
All the ocvisings of their climlri 
\\hcn one might meet a mightier thin 
himself , 

How best to manage horse, hnce, sword 
and shield. 

And so fill up the gap where force might 
fill 

With si ill ind fineness Instant were 
his 1 ords 
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1 hen Gareth, ‘ Here be rules I hnon 
but one — 

To dash against mine cnemj and to win 
Yet ha^e I watch'd thee victor in the 
pwst, 

And seen thj way ' ‘ Heaven help thee, 
sigh’d Lynette 

Then for a space, and under cloud that 
grew 

To thunder gloom pilling ill stars, they 
rode 

In converse till she made her palfrey halt, 
Lifted in arm, and softly whisper’d, 

* There ’ 

And all the three were silent seeing, 
pitch’d 

Beside the Castle Perilous on flat field, 

A huge pavilion like a mountain peak 
Sunder the glooming enmson on the 
marge, 

Black, with black banner, and i long 
black horn 

Beside it hanging, which Sir Gareth 
giaspt, 

And so, before the two could hinder him. 
Sent all his heart and breath thro’ all the 
horn 

Echo’d the walls , a light twinkled, anon 
Came lights and lights, and once again 
he blew , 

Whereon were hollow tramplings up and 
down 

And muffled voices heard, and shadows 
past. 

Till high above him, circled with her 
maids, 

The I^dy Lyonors at a window stood, 
Beautiful among lights, and wiving to him 
White hands, and courtesy, but when 
the Pnnee 

Three times had blown — after long hush 
— at last — 

The huge pavilion slowly yielded up. 
Thro’ those black foldings, that which 
housed therein 

Highonamghtblackhorse, m mghtblack 
arms, 

With white breast-hone, and banen nbs 
of Death, 


And crown’d with flcshlcts laughter- 
some ten steps — 

In the hilfligbt— thro’ the dim dawn- 
advanced 

Hie monster, ind then paused, and spivc 
no word. 

But Gircth spike ind all indignintly, 

• Fool, for thou hast, men say, the strength 

Canst thou not tnisl the limbs thy God 
hath given, 

But must, to make the terror of thee more. 

Trick thjseir out m ghastly imageries 

Of tint which Life Inlh done with, and 
the clod, 

I css dull lliiu tliou, vvill hide with 
muitling flowers 

iVs if for pity 7' But he spake no word , 

\\ Inch set the horror higher a maiden 
swoon'd , 

The Ixidy Lyonors wrung her hands mn 
wept, 

As doom’d to be the bride of Night and 
Dcith , 

Sir Gireth’s head pnckicd beneath his 
helm , 

And ev’n Sir Lancelot thro’ his vvatm 
blood fc’t 

Ice strike, ind ill tint mark’d him were 
aghast 

At once Sir Lincelot’s charger fiercely 
neigh’d, 

\nd Deith’s dirk wir- horse bounded 
forward with him 

Then those that did not blink the terror, 
saw 

That Dcatli was cast to ground, and 
slowly rose 

But with one stroke Sir Gircth split the 
skull 

Half fell to right ind half to left and lay 
Then with i stronger bullet he clove the 
helm 

As throughly as the skull , and out from 
this 

Issued the bright ficc of a blooming boy 
Fresh as a flower ncw-honi, ind cryingi 
‘ Knight, 
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Slaj me not m) three brethren bad me 
do It, 

To make a horror all about the house, 
And sta) the world from Ladj Ljonors 
Thej never drcam’d the posses would be 
past’ 

Answer’d Sir Gareth graciouslj to one 
Not manj a moon his younger, ‘M) fair 
child, 

Whpt madness made thee challenge the 
chief knight 

Of Arthur’s hall ?’ ‘ Fair Sir, they bad 

me do it 

They hate the King, and Lancelot, the 
K’ng s friend, 

Ihej hoped to sK}* him somewhere on 
the stream, 

They never dream’d the passes could be 
past ’ 

Then sprang the happier day from 
underground , 

And Lady Lyonors and her house, with 
dance 

And revel and song, made merry over 
Death, 

As being after all their foolish fears 
■^nd horrors only prov en a blooming boy 
So large mirth lived and Gareth won tlie 
quest 

And he that told the tale in older times 
Says that Sir Gareth wedded Lyonors, 

But he, that told it later, says Lynette 


THE MARRIAGE OF GEILMNT 

The brave Geraint, a knight of Arthur’s 
court, 

A tributary prince of Devon, one 
Of that great Order of the Table Round, 
Had married Enid, Yniol’s only child, 
And loved her, as he loved the light of 
Heaven 

And as the light of Heaven vanes, now 
At sunnsc, now at sunset, now by night 
With moon and trembling stars, so loved 
Geraint 

To make her beauty vary day by day. 


In enmsons and in purples and in gems. 
And Enid, but to please her husband’s 
eye, 

Wio first had found and loved her in a 
state 

Of broken fortunes, daily fronted him 
In some fresh splendour , and the Queen 
herself, 

Grateful to Pnnee Geraint for servace 
done, 

Loved her, and often with her own white 
hands 

Array’d and deck’d her, as the loveliest. 
Next after her own self, m all the court 
And Enid loved the Queen, and with true 
heart 

Adored her, as the stateliest and the best 
And loveliest of all women upon earth 
And seeing them so tender and so close. 
Long in their common love rejoiced 
Geraint. 

But when a rumour rose about the Queen, 
Touching her guilty love for Lancelot, 
Tho’ yet there lived no proof, nor yet 
W'as heard 

The world’s loud whisper breaking into 
storm. 

Not less Geraint believed it , and there fell 
A horror on him, lest his gentle wife, 

1 hro’ that great tenderness for Guinevere, 
Had suffer’d, or should suffer any taint 
In nature wherefore going to the King, 
He made this pretext, that Ins princedom 
lay 

Close on the borders of a territory, 
j Wherein were bandit earls, and caitiff 
I knights. 

Assassins, and all flyers from the hand 
Of Justice, and whatever loathes a law 
And therefore, till the King himself 
should please 

To cleanse this common sewer of all his 
realm. 

He craved a fair permission to depart. 

And there defend his marches , and the 
King 

Mused for a little on his plea, but, last, 
Allomng it, the Prmce and Emd rode. 
And fifty knights rode with them, to the 
shores 
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Of Severn, md the) pist to thtir own 
Hnd , 

Where, thinkint;, that if e\cr jtt itas «ift. 
True to her lord, mine shall be so to mt. 
He eompisi d he* with swi.et oliser^rnccs 
And wotship, never leaving her, and grew 
Forgetful of his promise to the King, 
Forgetful of me f-lcon and the hunt, 
Forgetful of the olt and toamament, 
Forgetful of his glor) and his n"ine, 
Forgetful of his princedom and its cares 
And this forgetfulm s-; v\i.s hateful to her 
And by and b) the people, when the) met 
In twos and threes, or fuller corapanic!., 
Began to scoff and jeer and babbit of him 
As of a prince whose mrnhood w~s all 
gone. 

And molten down in mere uxonousness 
And this she gather’d from the people s 
e>es 

This too the women who attired her head. 
To please her, dwelling on his boundlos 
love, 

Told Enid, and the) sadden'd her the 
more 

Andday oyda) she thought to tell Geraint, 
But could not out of bashful delicac) , 
While he that watch d her sadden, was 
the more 

Suspicious that her nature had a taint 


At last, It chanced that on a sumn 
mom 

(The) sleeping each b) either) the new s 

Beat thro’ tlie bhndlcss casement of | 
room. 

And heated the strong warnot m : 
dreams , 

■^Tvo, moving, cast the coverlet aside. 

And bared the knotted column of i 
throat, 

pie massive square of his heroic breas 

And arms on which the standing nius 
sloped, 

Sd to break upon 

^d Emd woke and sat beside the com 

Was bought within hersi 

Srandly maoe as hel 
hen, like a shadow , past the people s ti 


And accus'’’ion of oxonousnecs 
\cro s her mind, and lio ving over hir , 
Low to her own h»''rt juteouslj she said 

• O 1 oble brr a«l and all pui'srnt arms, 
Am 1 the oau'e, 1 the }i»!or cau«e that men 
Rtnroach )ou, vavni^ ,iii )our force is 
gone ? 

I 0 / ' the cau e, nccaure I dare not speak 
And tell mm what I think and wl.'t they 

And ) et I hate that he should linger here. 
I canro, love nv lord and not U s nam- 
r-’r licftr had 1 gird his harness on him, 
\n 1 ride with him to battle and stand bj, 
And vv'tch Ins mighiful hand striking 
gre-t liloWa 

' vt c^'iliffs and w'ongcrs of tiie world 
Far better were I laid in the d-rk earth, 
Lot hearing anv inoic his noble voice, 
Not lO be folded more in these dear aims. 
And darl en’d from the high light in bis 
C' es. 

Than that inv lord thr >' me should snlTei 
shane 

km I 'o bohl, and could I so s»and b). 
And set ni) dear lord v ounded m thcstnfc, 
Or n'a)bc pierced to death before mine 
e)cs, 

Vnd )et not dare to tell him what I think, 
And how men slur him, sa)ang all his force 
Is niLltcJ into mere (.fTcininai^ ? 

O me, I fear that I "m no true wife ’ 

Half invvardl), half audtbl) she spoke, 
And the strong passion in her made hci 

True tears upon his broad and naked 
breast. 

And these awoke him, and hv {Treat mis 
chance 

He heard but fragments of her later words, 
And that she fear’d she w as not a true wife 
And then he thought, ‘ In spite of all ni) 
care, 

For all my pains, poor man, for all my 
pains. 

She IS not faithful to me, and I see her 
vveeping for some ga) knight in Ailiiur, 

> hair >> J b 
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Impenous, and of haughtiest lineaments 
And Guinevere, not mindful of his face 
In the King’s hall, desired his name, and 
sent 

Her maiden to demand it of the dvvarf , 
Who being vncious, old and irritable, 

And doubling all his master’s vice of pnde. 
Made answer sharply that she should not 
know 

‘Then wall I ask it of himself,’ she sud 
‘Naj, by my faith, thou shalt not,’ cned 
the dwarf, 

‘ Thou art not worthy ev’n to speak of 
him ,’ 

Ana when she put her horse toward the 
knight. 

Struck at her with his whip, and she 
return’d 

Indignant to the Queen , whereat Geraint 
Exclaiming, ‘Surely I will learn the name,’ 
Made sharply to the dwarf, and ask’d it 
of him, 

WTio answer’d as before , and when the 
Prince 

Had put his horse in motion toward the 
knight. 

Struck at him with his whip, and cut liis 
cheek 

^ Pnnee s blood spirted upon the scarf. 
Dyeing it , and his quick, instinctive hand 
Caught at the hilt, as to abolish him 
But he, from his exceeding manfulness 
And pure nobility of temperament, 

Wroth to be wroth at such a worm, 
refrain’d 

From ev’n a w ord, and so returning said 

‘ I will avenge this insult, noble Queen, 
A T** niaiden’s person to yourself 
And I will trick this vermin to their 
earths 

For tho’ I nde unarm’d, I do not doubt 
To find, at some place I shalt come at, 
arms 


‘Farewell, fair Prince,’ answer’d the 
stately Queen 

‘ Be prosperous in this journey , as in all , r 
And may you light on all things that you 
love. 

And live to wed with her whom first you 
love 

But ere you wed with any, bnng your 
bride. 

And I, were she the daughter of a 
king. 

Yea, tho’ she were a beggar from the 
hedge. 

Will clothe her for her bndals like the 
sun ’ 

And Prince Geraint, now thinking that 
he heard 

The noble hart at bay’, now the far horn, 
A little veiwt at losing of the hunt, 

A little at the vile occasion, rode, 

By ups and downs, thro’ many a grassy 
glade 

And valley, with fixt <qre follovnng the 
three 

At last they issued from the world of 
wood, 

And climb’d upon a fair and even ndge. 
And show’d themselves against the sky, 
and sank 

And thither came Geraint, and under- 
neath 

Beheld the long street of a little town 
In a long valley, on one side whereof, 
White from the mason’s hand, a fortress 
rose , 

And on one side a castle in decay. 

Beyond a bndge that spann’d a dry 
ravine 

And out of town and vall^ came a noise 
As of a broad brook o’er a shingly bed 
Brawling, or like a clamour of the rooks 
At distance, ere they settle for the night 


On loan, or else for pledge , and, hem 
found, 

Tlien will I fight him, and will break h 
pnde, 

So that I benot fall’n in fight Farewell 


And onward to the fortress rode the 
three, 

And enter’d, and were lost behind the 
walls 

‘So,’ thought Geraint, ‘I have track'd 
bim to his earth * 
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And uvM-n ti c ''icit titling wcinh 
rti-''-! tvi-rj { fi t , ■’ml tvcrjwhLtt. 
V.a5.J”mnc' 1’ 'I l<' ? ^ 

And b-<’l»n; whtslc of me jo’i’li "lio 
«c6v rM 

Hjs tt v'vt ’tniO’jr , in'l o'*” >'i ch i oni 
He " ■■ d *^\ln* tni,ii> il’i. tnnml* «* 

t’'f '.mn? 

Who voM } trn ‘co-rlni’ ‘ull, ‘The 

fpsnO'v b iwlk '' 

T1 cn rt'j 14 c’o c 1* bin-l ‘n -nc’-nt churl, 
Who, siiikKn b; tt e <1 ■•') '^b'P 
W urt *;w cnti tf. no b n eiih t s"‘Ch of com 
AiV.’d jct once mo e sins ircT' she 
i”!’’! jb iiw e^ 

\V1.0 nso ei .1 g'U*rs , ‘ Ugh ’ the cjntTOw 

h-ssl 

ITcn fjr' er j . n 'r> «>“»■« '•* 

Who, nmsH b-o ti md, ts't’ liow «1 ftbosu 
hn work, 

Sal rivtling ft nelmc on hn knuc 
He j> It lilt «clf ' me qtur}, Im ms man 
Xok turn ng roim 1, ro- lool ing "t htm, 

•kftlU 

‘Fn'-id, he that MrO ir^. for ihc qnrrtns 

liawl , 

Ilai bt.k bmu fir idle quessionurs 
Wicrcat Gcruns -lashM mlo sudden 
silken 

'A thousand pip t^al up jour sparrow - 

Inwk’ , 

Ttss, wrens, and nil win^ d nolhing' p-c*- 
lum dead ' 

Ye think She rustic c-ckk of s our bourg 
Tlie munnar of the world ’ 'M»aS is « 

W mc^ , 

O wrttche'l set of sparrows, one and ais. 
Who pijie of nothing but of spar 

hftv kii * , , 

Speal , if ye be not lil e the rest, tawk- 

mad, , , 

W'hcrc can I get me harbourage lor tne 

\nd arms, arms, arms to fight my enemj 

V/hcrcat the armourer turning all 
And seeing one so gay m P'‘[l’ ® ® 

Came forward with the helmet jet 

hand 


And answer’d, ‘Pardon me, O stranger 
I night , 

• W c hold a lonrnej here to morrow mom, 
1 \nd there is scamlj lime for half the w ork 
t Arms * tnith 1 1 1 now not all are 
j wanted here 

, Harbourage? tniili, good truth, 1 know 
not, sa\C, 


It may be at Earl Yniol’s, o’er the bridge 
* \ondcr’ He spoke and fell to work 
j again 

Then rode Geraint, a litllcspleenful j et, 

' \crok^ the br.dge that spann d the dry 
i ra% me 

1 rhere musing sat the hoaij headed Earl, 
(His dr&kS -'suit of frij’d magnificence, 
Once fit for feasts of ceremenj) and 
seid 

•Wniithcr, fair son^’ to whom Geraint 
replied, 

• O fnend, I seek a harbourage for the 

' riien \ mol, ‘ Enter therefore and partake 
I The slender entertainnent of a house 
1 Once rich, now poor, but eier open- 

^ ‘ Thanks, leiierable fnend,’ replied 
' Gerunt , 

' ‘bo that jc do not seree me sparrow- 
hawks 

Tor supper, I wall enter, I will eat 
With all the passion of a twehe hours 
frst * 

Then sigh’d and smiled the hoaiy-headed 

Lari, . 

And answer’d, ‘Graser cause than jours 

jB mine 

To curse this hedgerow thief, the sparrow 

r.nt in 'TO in , for sa\e j ourself desire it, 
W c wi'u'not touch upon him ev’n in jest 

Then rode Geraint into the castle court. 
His charger trampling monj a pncklj 
star 

Of sprouted thistle on the broken stones 
He look’d and saw that all was ruinous 
Here stood a shatter’d archway plumed 
with fem , 
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And here had fall’n a great part of a 
tower. 

Whole, like a crag ihn tumbles from the 
cliff, 

And like a crs^ was gay with wlding 
flow ers 

And high abo\e a piece of turret stair, 
Worn bj the feet that now were silent, 
wound 

Bare to the sun, and monstrous ivj 'Stems 
Claspt the gray walls with hairy-fibred 
arms, 

And suck’d the joining of the stones, and 
look’d 

A knot, beneath, of snakes, aloft, a grot e 

And while he waited in the castle court. 
The \Qice of Enid, Yniol’s daughter, rang 
Clear thro’ the open casement of the hall, 
Smging , and as the sweet voice of a bird. 
Heard b> the lander in a lonely isle. 

Moves him to think what kind of bird it is 
That sings so delicately clear, and make | 
Conjecture of the plumage and the form. 
So the sw eet voice of Emd moved Genint , 
And made him like a man abroad at mom 
When first the liquid note beloved of men 
Comes flying over many a windy wave 
To Bntain, and in April suddenly 
Breaks from a coppice gemm’d w ith green 
and red, 

And he suspends his converse wth a 
fnend. 

Or It may be the labour of his hands. 

To think or say, ‘There is thenightingale 
So fared it with Geraint, who thought 
and said, 

‘ Here, by God’s grace, is the one voice 
for me.’ 

It chanced the song that Emd sang 
was one 

Of Fortune and her wheel, and Emd 

^g 

‘Turn, Fortune, turn thy wheel andl 
lower the proud , ! 

Turn thv wild wheel thro’ sunshine,' 
storm, and cloud , 

Thy -wheel and thee we neither love not 
hate 


‘ Turn, Fortune, turn thy wheel with 
smile or frow n , 

With tliat wild wheel we go not up or 
dow n , 

Our hoard is little, but our hearts are 
great 

‘ Smile and we smile, the lords of many 
lands , 

Frown and we smile, the lords of our 
ow n hands , 

For man is man and master of bis fate. 

‘ Turn, turn thy vhccl abov e the staring 
crowd , 

Thy wheel and thou ate shadows in the 
cloud , 

Thy wheel and thee we neither love not 
hate.’ 

* Hark, by the bird’s song ye may learn 
the nest,’ 

Said Ymol , * enter quickly * Entering 
then. 

Right o’er a mount of new Iv-falltn stones, 

The dusky rafter’d many-cobweb’d hall, 

He found an ancient dame in dim bro 
cade , 

And near her, hkc a blossom vermeil 
■white, 

That lightly breaks a faded flower-sheath, 

Moved the fair Enid, all in faded silk, 

Her daughter In a moment thought 
Geraint, 

‘ Here by God’s rood is the one maid for 
me ’ 

But none spake word except the hoarjr 
Earl 

‘ Emd, the good kmght’s horse stands m 
tile court , 

Take him to stall, and give him com, and 
then 

Go to the town and buy us flesh and 
■wine , 

And vv e will make us merry as vv e may 
Our hoard is little, but our hearts are 
great ’ 

He spake the Pnnee, as Emd past 
him, fain 

To follow , strode a stride, but Ymol caught 
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His purple scarf and held, and stud, 
* Forbear ’ 

Rest ' the goon house, tno’ nun’d O m} 
son, 

Endures not that her guest should sene 
himself^ 

And reierencing the custom of the house 
Gcrain;, from utter courtesy, foroore 

So Enid took hi3 chatger to the stall , 
And after w ent her waj "cross the bndge. 
And reach d the town, and while the 
Pnnee and Earl 

Yet spoke together, came again wnth one, 
A j outh, that following witn a costrel bore 
The means of goodly welcome, flesh and 
ivine. 

And Enid brought sweet cakes to make 
them cheer. 

And m her veil enfolded, manchet bread 
And then, because their hall must also 
serve 

For kitchen, boil’d the flesh, and spread 
the board. 

And stood behind, and waned on the 
three 

And seang her so sweet and serviceable, 
Geraint had longing in him eiennore 
To sloop and kiss the tender little thumb. 
That crost the trencher as she laid it 
down 

But after all had eaten, then Geraint, 

For now the wine made summer in his 
veins. 

Let his eye rove in followung, or rest 
On Emd at her lowly handmaid work, 
Now here, now there, abou» tne duskj 
hall ; 

Thui suddenl} addrest the hoatj Earl 

‘Fan Host and Earl, I praf 
courtes) ; 

This sparrow -hawk, what is he^ leu me 

of him , ^ 

His name ? but no, good faith, I will no 

have It 

For i*" he be the knight whom late 1 sa v 
Ridemto that new fortress bj jonrtown, 
IMiite hom tfe mason’s hand, then nave 
1 sworn 


From his own bps to have it — I am 
Geraint 

Of Devon — for this mommg when the 
Queen 

Sent her own maiden to demand thenanie, 
His dwarf, a vncious under-shapen thmg, 
S'ruck a* her with his w hip, and she re 
turn’d 

Indignant to the Queen , and then I swore 
That I would track tins caitifi to his hold, 

i And fight and break his pnde, and have 
It of him 

i And all unarm d I roae, and thought to 
find 

Arms m your town, where all the men 
are mad , 

Thej take the rustic murmur of their 
bou'g 

For the great w ave that echoes rotmd the 
world , 

They would not hear me speak • hut if 
je kno V 

A\Tiere I can light on arms, or if j ourself 
Should have them, tell me, seemg I have 
sworn 

That I will break his pnde and leam his 
name, 

Av enging this great insult done the 
Queen.’ 

Then cned Earl Ymol, ‘Art thou he 
mdeed, 

Geraint, a name far-sounded among men 
For noble deeds? and trulj I, when first 
I saw }ou movang bj me on the bndge. 
Felt ye were somewhat, jea, and by 3 our 
state 

And presence might have guess d yQ\i one 
of those 

That eat m Arthur’s hall at Camelot 
Nor speak I now from foolish flatter) , 
For this dear child hath often heard me 
praise 

Your feats of arms, and often when I 
paused 

Hath ask’d again, and ever loved to hear; 
So giatefiil is the noise of noble deeds 
’ To noble hearts who see hut acts of wrong 
i O never yet had woman such a pair 
Of suitors this ma»den , first Liironrs. 
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A creature uhollj given to brawls and 
wine, 

Drunk even when he woo’d , and be he 
dead 

I knovv not, but he past to the wild land 
The second was jour foe, the sparrow 
hawk, 

My curse, my nephew — I will not let h,s 
name 

Slip from my lips if I can help it — he. 
When I that knew him fierce and tur 
bulent 

Refused her to him, then his pride aw okc , 
And since the proud man often is the 
mean. 

He sow’d a slander in the common car. 
Affirming that his father left him gold. 
And in my chaige, which vvas not ren- 
der’d to him , 

Bribed with large promises the men who 
served 

About my person, the more easily 
Because my means v/erc somewhat broken 
into 

Thro’ open doors and hospitality , 

Raised my owai town against me in the 
night 

Before my Enid’s birthdaj, sack’d mj 
house, 

From mine own earldom foullj ousted 
me , 

Built that new fort to overawe mj friends. 
For truly there are those who love me 
yet. 

And keeps me in this ruinous castle here. 
Where doubtless he would put me soon 
to death, 

But that his pride too much despises 
me 

And I myself sometimes despise myself , 
For I have let men be, and liave their 
way. 

Am much too gentle, have not used mj 
power 

Hor know I whether I be very base 
Or very manful, whether very wise 
^ very foolish , only this 1 know. 

That whatsoever evil happen to me, 

I seem to suffer nothing heart or limb, 
But can endure it all most patiently ’ 


' Well said, tnie heart,’ replied Geraint, 
‘but arms, 

lhat if the sparrow hawk, this nephew, 

i 

I In next daj’s tourney I niaj break his 
j pnde ’ 

And Yniol ansvver'd, ‘Arms, indeed, 
but old 

And mstj , old and rusty, Prince Geraint, 
Arc mine, and thertfort. at thine asking, 
thine 

But in this toumameni can no man till, 
Except the lady he loves best lie there 
Two forks rrc fixt into the meadow 
ground, 

And over these is placed a silver wand, 

I And over that a golden sparrow hawk, 

I The pnre of beauty for the fairest there 
And this, what knight soever be in field 
Laj s claim to for the ladj at Ins side, 
And tilts with mj good nephew there 
upon, 

Who being apt at arms and big of tone 
lias ever won it for the ladj with him, 
And toppling over all antagonism 
lias earn’d himself tl e name of sparrow 
hawk 

But thou, tint hast no ladj, canst not 
fight 

To whom Geraint with ejes all bright 
replied. 

Leaning a little toward him, ‘ Thy leave 1 
Let uie laj lance in rest, O noble host, 
For this dear child, because I never saw, 
TIio’ having seen all beauties of our time. 
Nor can see elsewhere, "nj thing so fair 
And if I fall her name wall j et remain 
Untarnish’d ns before , but if I live. 

So aid me Heaven when at mine utter 
most. 

As I will make her truly mj true wife ’ 

Then, howsoever patient, Yniol’s heart 
Danced m his bosom, seeing better daj’s 
And looking round he saw not Enid there, 
(Who hearing her own name had stol’n 
I away) 

I But that old dame, to whom full tenderly 
' And fondling all her liand in his he said. 
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‘MolW, a m Ptr «= " It ''tier thnjj. 
Anti b<st b\ hir l^otchcr « t’tr^tooJ 
<j 0 ihow to tc 1, h'Jt ere thoa [o to ice* 
Teii he', irti j'rotc litr nctrt tot\-'rci the 
Prinr a ’ 

spahe the kintilt hearted Far! and 

••liC 

Wjth fn.<}ut.w snnle and nod rteparttm’ 
fot.rd, 

Hair (!'<tarraj\i a', to he*' tt^' th“ oti > 
c ki«a\j oa cuh-’r ditck, 
and ihtn 

Oa t/he*" ahit mt^ Utnni Icr I’lu a hand. 
An 1 1 ciit her o" -nd paaod upon htr face, 
\n'* to’d \i > ' .ill tl'ctrcontcr^^ me hall, 
rmranp her lit^n * tr • never h^iit ^nd 
'.hade 

Cout«-e<i one anollicr n iixcon open ground 
Jicaealh a troulil'-d l.tavtn than red and 
pale 

Nc*ot<! the face of Fnul htanng her , 
h.lc slow 1) f'timf »'■ a tcrlc that falls, 
Vtlica v-cjghl IS .added onlj grain hj gram, 
*'3nk her sweet head upon her gentle 
hreast , 

Nor dtd «hc lift an cjt not speak a word, 
Kapt tn the fear and in the w order of it , 
So moving •.sithont aiiswci to htr rest 
She fo, nd no tea', •'ml ever fa I'd to oraw 
The qu et night into her blood but la) 
Contemplating her own unworthiness 
And when the palt and bloodless cast 

o 1 

To quid cn to the mhi, aro-c, and raiscn 
Htr mother too, and hand in hand the) 
moa td 

Down to the meadow where the jousts 
were held, 

^nd waited there for Ymol and Geraint 

And thither came the twain, and when 
Geraint 

Bthtld htr firs' m field aw aiting him. 

He felt, \ ere slit the prire of bodily 
iTiinstlf "ix-iond tlit rest pushing could 
mote 

Uio rh-ir of Idris Ymol’s rusted arms 
Acre on Ins prinrcl) person, but thro 
these 


1‘rmcelike Ins bearing shone , and errant 
knights 

And ladies came, and by and by the town 

Flow’d m, and settling circled all the lists 

And there the) fixt the forks into the 
ground, 

And o\ cr these the) placed the siK er w and, 

And o\ct that the golden spairoii -h.aw k 

Ihcn Vniol’s nephew, after tnimpet 
blow n, 

Spake to the lady watli him and pro 
claim’d, 

• Ads ance and take, as fairest of the fair. 

What I these two )ears past have won 

for thee, 

The pnre of beauty ’ Loudly spake the 
Prince, 

• horbcir there is a worthier,’ and the 

knight 

With some surprise and thrice as much 
disdain 

Turn’d, and beheld the four, and all his 
face 

Glow’d like the heart of a great fire at 
Yule, 

So burnt he was with passion, crying out, 

• Do battle for it then,’ no more , and 

thnee 

Hic) clash’d together, and thnee they 
brake their spears 

Then each, dishorned and draw mg, lash’d 
at each 

So often and with such blows, that all the 
crowd 

Wonder’d, and now and then from distant 
w alls 

There came a clapping as of phantom 
hands 

So twace they fought, and twice they 
breathed, and still 

Ihc dew of their great labour, and the 
blood 

Of their strong bodies, flow'ing, drain’d 
their force 

But cither's force was match’d till YnioPs 
cry, 

•Remember that great insult done the 
Queen,’ 

Increased Geraint’s, who heaved his blade 
aloft. 
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And cnck d tlic helmet thro’, and bit the 
bone, 

And fell’d him, and set foot upon Ins 
breast, 

And said, ‘Thy name?’ To whom the 
fallen man 

Made answer, groaning, ‘Cdjm, son of 
Nudd ' 

Ashamed am I that I should tell it thee 
My pnde is broken men base seen my 
fall ’ 

‘Then, Edyrn, son of Nudd,’ replied 
Geraint, 

‘ Tliese two things slialt thou do or else 
thou diest 

First, thou thyself, mth damsel and with 
dwarf, 

Shalt nde to Arthur’s court, and comma ! 
there, 

Crave pardon for that insult done the 
Queen, 

And shall abide her judgment on it , nest. 
Thou shall gue back thur earldom to thy 
kin 

These two things shall thou do, or thou 
shall die ’ 

And Edyrn answer’d, ‘ These things will i 
I do. 

For I have never yet lx:cn oscrthrowai. 
And thou hast overthrown me, and my 
pnde 

Is broken down, for Enid sees mj fall ' 
And rising up, he rode to Arthur s court. 
And there tlie Queen forgave him easily 
And being soung, he changed and came 
to loathe 

His crime of traitor, slowly drew himself 
Bright from his old dark life, and fell at 
last 

In the great battle fighting for the King 


day from 


But when the third 
hunting-mom 
Made a low splendour m the world, ai 
Wings 

Moved in her ivy, Enid, for she lay 

^ong the dancing shadows of the bir< 
Woke and bethought her of her prom; 
given 


No later Uian last es*e to Pnncc Geraint — 
So Dent he seem’d on going the thud daj, 
lie would not lease her, till her promise 
gi en— 

To nde vith him this morning to the 
court. 

And there lie made known to tlic statelj 
Queen, 

And there be wedded with ell ceremony 
At this she c.ast her ejes upon her dress, 
And thought it never jc. had look’d so 
mean 

For xs a leaf m mid November is 
To what It was in mid Octolicr, seem’d 
Tlic dresc tnat now she look’d on to the 
dress 

She look’d on ere the coming of Geraint 
And still she look’d, and still the terror 
grew 

Of that strange bnght and dreadful thing, 
a court, 

All staring at her in her faded silk 
And softly to her owai sw ect heart she said 

•Tills noble pnncc who won our 
earldom liack, 

So spkndid m his acts and his attire^ 
Sweet heaven, how mncli I shall discredit 
him ' 

Would lit could tarry w ith us here awhile, 
But being so licholdcn to the Pnncc, 

It were but little grace in any of us, 

Bent as he seem d on going this third day, 
To seek a second favour at his hands. 
Yet if he could but tarry a day or two. 
Myself would work eye dim, and finger 
lame. 

Far hefer than so much discredit him ’ 

And Enid fell in longing for a dress 
All branch’fl and flower’d with gold, a 
costly gift 

Of her good mother, given her on the 
night 

l^fore her birthday, three sad years ago, 
That night of fire, when Edyrn sack’d 
their house, 

^d smtter’d all they had to all the winds 
i'or while the mother show d it, and the 
two 
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■^'ere turning and admiring it, the work 
To both appear’d so costlj, rose a cry 
That Edium’s men n ere on them, and they 
fled 

With little save tne jewels they had on, 
Whicli being sold and sold had bought 
them bread 

And EdjTn’s men had caught them in 
their flight, 

And placed them in this ruin , and she 
wsh’d 

The Prince had found her in her ancient 
home , 

Then let her fancy flit across the past, 

\nd roam the goodly places that she 

And last bethought her how she used to 
watch, 

Near that old home, a pool of golden carp , 
And one was patch d and blurr d and 
lustreless 

Among his burnish’d brethren of the pool , 
And half asleep she made compariMn 
Of that and these to her oun faded sell 
And the gay court, and fell asleep again , 
And dreamt herself was such a faded form 
Among her bitmish’d sisters of the poo , 
But this uas in the garden of a king , 

And tho’ she lay dark in the pool, she 

kneu , ^ „ ! 

That all was bnght , that all about were 

birds . 

Of sunnj plume in gilded . 

That all the turf was nch in plots that 

look’d 

Each like a garnet or a turkis m it , 

’ And lords and ladies of the high court 
went 

' In silver tissue talking things of state , 
And children of the King m cloth ol 

' Glanced at the doors or gamliol d down 

theualks, „ii nnf 

< And uhile she thought ‘They i 
see me,’ came 

A stately queen whose name was 
.i Guinesere, 

And all the children m their cloth of go 
,K Ran to her, crying, ‘If we have 
all 


Let them be gold , and charge the 
gardeners now 

To pick the faded creature from the pool, 
And cast it on the mixen that it die ’ 

And therevinthal one came and seized on 
her 

And Enid started waking, with her heart 
All overshadow’d by the foolish dream. 
And lo ! It was her mother grasping her 
To get her well awake , and in her hand 
A suit of bnght apparel, which she laid 
Flat on the couch, and spoke exultingly 

‘ See here, my child, how fresh the 
colours look, 

How fast they hold like colours of ^ shell 
That keeps die w-ear and polish of the 
wave. 

Why not ? It never yet was worn, I trow 
Look on It, child, and tell me if ye know 
It’ 

i 

And Enid look’d, but all confused at 

Could scarce divide it from her foolish 

Then suddenly she knew it and rejoiced, 
Sd answer’^ ‘Yea, I know it, your 
good gift, , 

So sadly lost on that unhappy night , 

the dame, 

‘ And gladly given again this happy mom 
For when the jousts were ended y^terd^’ 
Went Yniol thro’ the town, and everj 

He found^Se sack and plunder of our 

All scattCTTthro’ the houses of the town , 
Md give command that all which once 
was ours 

Should now be ours again and yester-ev c. 
While ye were talking sweetly with >our 

Tame one^nth this and laid it in my hand, 
Soror fear, or seeking favour of us. 
Because we have our earldom back again 
£d yester-eve I would not tell you of id, 
^t kept It for a sweet surprise at mom. 
Yea, tmly « it not a sweet surprise? 
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For I mjsdf unwillingly have worn 
My faded suit, as you, my child, ha^e 
yours, 

And howsoe\er patient, Yniol his 
Ah, dear, he took me from a goodly house. 
With store of rich apparel, sumptuous fare. 
And page, and maid, and squire, and 
seneschal. 

And pastime both of hawk and hound, 
and all 

That appertains to noble maintenance 
Yea, and he brought me to a goodlyhouse , 
But since our fortune swer\ed from sun to 
shade, 

And all thro’ that young traitor, cruel need 
Constrain’d us, but a better time has 
come , 

So clothe yourself in this, that better fits 
Our mended fortunes and a Prince’s bnde 
For tho' ye won the prize of fairest fair. 
And tho’ I heard him call you fairest fair, 
Let neaer maiden think, however fair. 

She IS not fairer in new clothes than old 
And should some great court-lady say, the 
Pnnce 

Hath pick’d a ragged -robin from the 
hedge, I 

And hke a madman brought her to the 
court. 

Then were ye shamed, and, worse, might 
shame the Pnnce 

To whom we are beholden , but I know. 
When mydear child is set forih at her best. 
That neither court nor country, tho’ they 
sought 

Thro’ all the pronnces hke those of old 
That lighted on Queen Esther, has her 
match ’ 

Here ceased the kindly mother out of 
breath , 

Vnd Emd listen’d brightening as she lay , 
Then, as the white and glittenng star of 
mom 

Parts from a bank of snow , and by and by 
Slips into golden cloud, the maiden rose, 
And left her maiden couch, and robed 
herself. 

Help’d by the mother’s careful hand and 
eye. 


Without a minor, m the gorgeous gown, 
W’ho, after, turn’d her daughter round, 
and said, 

She never yet Imd seen her half so fair , 
And call’d her like that maiden in the tale, 
W’hom Gwydion made by glamour out of 
flowers, 

And sweeter than the bnde of Cassivelaun, 
Flur, for whose love the Roman Ciesat 
first 

Invaded Bntam, ‘ But we beat him back, 
As this great Pnnce invaded us, and we. 
Not beat him back, but welcomed him 
with joy 

And I can scarcely nde with you to court. 
For old am I, and rough the ways and 
wild , 

But Yniol goes, and I full oft shall dream 
I see my pnneess as I see her now, 
Clothed with my gift, and gay among the 
gay ’ 

But while the women thus rejoiced, 
Geraint 

Wfoke where he slept m the high hall, and 
call’d 

For Enid, and when Ynibl made report 
Of that good mother making Emd gay 
In such apparel as might well beseem 
’Iis pnneess, or indeed tne stately Queen, 
He answer’d ‘ Earl, entreat her by my 
love. 

Albeit I give no reason but my wish. 
That she nde with me m her faded silk ’ 
Yniol with that hard message went, it fell 
Like flaw s in summer laynng lusty corn 
For Enid, all abash’d she knew not why, 
Dared not to glance at her good mother’s 
face. 

But silently, in all obedience. 

Her mother silent too, nor helping her. 
Laid from her limbs the costly-broiderd 

gift. 

And robed them in her ancient suit again, 
And so descended Never man rejoiced 
More than Geraint to greet her thus 
attired , 

And glancing all at once as keenly at her 
\s careful robins eye the delver’s toil. 
Made her cheek bum and either eyelid fall* 
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But rested with her sweet free satisfied , 
Then seeing cloud upon the mother’s brow. 
Her by both hands he caught, and sweetlv 
said, 

‘O mj new mother, be not wroth or 
gnc\ed 

At thy new son, for my petiUon to her 
iViien late I left Caerleon, our great 
Queen, 

In words whose echo lasts, the)' w ere so 
sweet, 

'fade promise, that whatever bnde I 
brought. 

Herself would clothe her like the sun in 
Heaven 

rhereaftcr, when I reach’d tins ruin’d hall, 
Beholding one so bright in dark estate, 

L vow’d that could I gain her, our fair 
Queen, 

^o hand but hers, should make jour Enid 
burst 

iunlikc from cloud — and likewase thought 
perhaps, 

^t service done so graciously would 
bind , 

^e two together; fain I would the two 
ihould love each other how can Enid 
find 

t nobler friend Another thought was 
mine, 

came among j’ou here so suddenly, 
hat tho' her gentle presence at the lists 
light well have served for proof that I 
was loved, 

doubted whether daughter’s tenderness, 

*■ easy nature, might not let itself 
e moulded by your wishes for her weal , 
r whether some false sense in her ovvn 
self 

f my contrasting bnghtness, overbore 
er fancy dwelling in this dusky hall , 
nd such a sense might make her long 
for court 

id all Its penlous glories and I 
thought, 

lat could I someway prove such force 
m her 

bk’d with such love for me, that at a 
word 


(No rearon given her) she could cast aside 
A splendour dear to women, new to her. 
And Aerefore dearer , or if not so new. 
\et therefore tenfold dearer 1^' the power 
Of intermitted usage , then I felt 
That I could rest, a rock in ebbs and 
flows, 

Fi\t on her faith Now, therefore, I do 
rest, 

A prophet certain of mj prophecy. 

That never shadow of mistrust can cross 
Between us Grant me pardon for mj' 
thoughts 

And for my strange petition I will make 
Amends hereafter by some gaudy -day. 
When your fair child shall wear your 
costly gift 

Beside your own warm hearth, with, on 
her knees. 

Who knows ? another gift of the hiirh 
God, 

A\Tuch, maybe, shall have leam’d to lisp 
you thanks ’ 

He spoke the mother smiled, but half 
in tears, 

Then brought a mantle down and wrapt 
her in it. 

And claspt and kiss’d her, and they rode 
away 


Now thnee that morning Guinevere had 
chmb’d 

The giant tower, from whose high crest, 
they say, 

Men saw the goodly hills of Somerset, 

And w'hite sails Ajung on the yellow sea , 

But not to goodly hill or yellow sea 

Look’d the fair Queen, but up the vale 
of Usk, 

By the flat meadow, till she saw them 
come , 

And then descending met them at the 
gates, 

Embraced her wath all welcome as a 
fnend, 

And did her honour as the Prince’s bnde, 

And clothed her for her bndals like the 
sun , 

And all that week was old Caerleon gay, 
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For by the hands of Dubnc, the hit'h 
satnt, 

They ti\ain were wedded with all cere 
mony 

And this wTs on the last year’s WTnt 
suntide 

But Enid e er kept the faded silk. 
Remembering how first he came on her, 
Drest in that dress, and how he loved 
her in it, 

Vnd all her foolish fears alioul the dress, 
i\nd all Ins jonmey toward her, as himself 
Had told her, and their coming to the 
court 

And now this morning when he said I 
to her. 

Put on your worst and meanest dress,' 
she found 

\nd took It, and array’d herself thctvm 


GERA1^’T AND LNID 

0 race of miserable men. 

How many among us at this very hour 
Pg_ forge a life lo ng iroublcJnr ou tscUo . 
Hy t a king true for false, or false for~irot . 
iTere, thro’ the feeble twilight of this world 
Groping, how many, until we pass and 

reach 

That other, where we see as we arc seen ' 

So fared it with Geraint, who issuing 
forth 

That morning, when they both had got 
to horse. 

Perhaps because he lov ed her passionately , 
and felt that tempest brooding round his 
heart, 

N\hich, if he spoke at all, would break 
perforce 

fj^on a head so dear in thunder, said • 
Aot at my side I charge thee ride 
before, 

a good way on before , and this 

1 charge thee, on thy duty as a wife, 
Watever happens, not to speak to me, 
No, not a word I’ and Emd was aghast 
And forth they rode, hut scarc^UitM 

paces on, 


When crying out, * EfTcminatc as T am, 

1 will not light my way with gilded arm^ 
.ivU shall hi. iron he loosed a mighty 
pur>-c. 

Hung .it his belt, and hurl’d it toward 
the squire 

"So the last sight that Enid had of home 
Mas all the ni.arWe thrcsnold fiavhug, 
strove n 

With gold and scatter d coinage, nnd the 
squire 

Chafing Ins shoulder * then he cried aiunn 
*To the wilds and Enid leading do«n 
the tracks 

Thro' winch he had her lead him ou, 
they past 

The marches, and h) handii»haunted 
holds, 

Gray swamps and pools, vvastc places of 
the hern, 

And wildernc-s-cs, perilous paths,, they 
rmle 

Round w as their pace at first, but slacken'd 
soon 

A stranger meeting them had surely 
thought 

They rode so slowly and they lookd So 
pile, 

That each had suffer’d some exceeding 
wrong. 

For he was ever saying to himself, 

'O I that wasicd time to tend upon her. 
To coinp-i.s.s her with sweet olistn ances 
To dress her beautifully and keep hti 
true’ — 

And there he broke the sentence in hi‘ 
heart 

Abruptly , as a man upon his tongue 
May break it, when his passion master' 
him. 

And she was ever praying the sweet 
heavens 

To save her dear lord whole from anv 
wound 

And ever in her mind she cast about 
For that unnoticed fading in hciM.lf, 
IVhich made him look so cloudy nnd so 
cold , 

TiU the great plover’s human whistle 
amazed 
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Her heart, and glarang round the waste And thus ye keep it ! Well then, look 
she fear’d 

In c^eo ivavcnng brake an ambuscade Whether ye wish me victory or def&t, 
Th»U,o«gh,aB..n, .ir.h»b=»chm S ts. •' 

Th» E.,d p.,. „d ^ 
iiiicwuuluv .jr V jjpQQ Jjjn, bare the bandit 

But when the fourth part of the day three 

was gone, And at the midmost charging. Prince 

Then Emd w as aivarc of three tall knights Geraint , ’ v . i. 

On horseliack, wholly aimd, behind a Drave the long spear a cubit thro ins 
rock breast 


rock breast 

In shadow, waiting for them, caitiffs all , And out bejond, and then against his 

And heard one crying to his fellow, brace 

‘ Look Of comrades, each of whom had broken 

’ - - ' - on him 


Here comes a laggard hanging down his on him 

head, A lance that splinter d like an icicle, 

^^^^o seems no bolder than a beaten Swung from his brand a windy m e 

hound , Once, twice, to right, to left, and stunn d 

Come we wiu’sla^ him and will have his the twain 

home Or slew them, and dismounting like a man 

norbc . 4 ei t._ • .IJ RlflVinff 


' ' Or slew them, and dismounungiii^cuum.* 

And armour, and his damsel shall be That skins the wild beast after slaying 
ours.* him, - 


stnpt from’ the three dead wolves of 
Then Cnid ponder’d in her heart, and woman born , , 

said The three gay suits of armour which they 

' I wall CO back a little to my lord, wore, 

And I w ill tell him all their caitiff talk , the bodies he, but bound the suits 

For, be he wroth even to slayang me, Qf armour on their horses, each o„ e^cn, 

Far hefer by h.s dear hand had 1 die, ^^d tied the bridle-reins of all the three 

Than that my lord should suffer loss or Together, and said to her. Drive the 

’ - Before you and she drove them thro’ 

Then she went back some paces oi 

return, j a , , 4 . 

Met his full frown timidly firm, and said, follow’d nearer ruth began tc 

‘My lord, I saw three bandiU by the 

, W^ungT" fan «. ro., and herd .hn« » i.t .he'^odd, 

Thn. ,rA.>d .nr gn. nnd po.se.s .o 

1 , And armour,^and your damsel should be of sudden fire the 

, And smSer’d'vrong that burnt him all 

' He made a wrathful answer vnthin , ♦i„nii 

wish -Rut evermore it seem’d an easier thing 

Your warning or your silence? one com- without remorse to strwe her 

, mand , n , nead, 

' I laid upon you, not to speak to me, 
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Than to cr^' ‘Halt,’ and to her own 
hnght face 

Accuse her of the least immodesty 
And thus tongue-tied, it made him ivroth 
the more 

That she could speak whom his oivn ear 
had heard 

Call herself false and sufifeniig thus he 
made 

Minutes an age hut m scarce longer time 
Than at Caerleon the full-tided Usk, 

Before he turn to fill seaward ^ain. 
Pauses, did Emd, keeping watch, behold 
In the first shallow shade of a deep wood, 
Before a gloom of stubborn shafted oaks, 
Three other horsemen waiting, w’holK 
arm’d, 

Whereof one seem’d far larger than her 
lord. 

And shook her pulses, crying, ‘ Look, a 
pnse < 

Three horses and three goodly suits of 
arms, 

Andallincha^eofwhom’agirl set on’ 

‘ Nay,’ said the second, ‘ yonder comes a 
knight ’ 

The third, ‘ A craven , how he hangs his 
head’ 

The giant answer’d memly, ‘Yea, but one? 
Wait here, and when he passes fall upon 
him ’ j 

And Emd ponder'd in her heart and 
said, 

‘ I will abide the coming of my lord. 

And I will tell him all their villainy 
My lord is weary with the fight before, 
And they ivill fall upon him unawares 
I needs must disobey him for his good , 
How should I dare obey hun to his harm? 
Needs must I speak, and tho’ he kill me 
for It, 

I save a life dearer to me than mine ’ 

And she abode his coming, and said to 
him 

With timid firmness, ‘ Have I leave to 
speak?’ 

He said, ‘Ye take it, speaking,' and she 


‘There lurk three villains yonder m the 
wood. 

And eadi of them is w'holly arm’d, and one 
Is Krger-hmb'd tlian you are, and th^ say 
That thqr wall fall upon you while ye 
pass ’ 

To which he flung a wrathful answer 
back 

‘And if there were an hundred m the 
wood. 

And every man were larger-limb’d than I, 
And all at once should sally out upon me, 

I swear it would not ruffle me so mudi 
As you that not obey me Stand aside, 
And if I fall, cleave to the better man ’ 

And Ehiid stood aside to wait the eient. 
Not dare to watch the combat, onij 
breathe 

Short fits of prayer, at eierj’ stroke a 
breatli 

And he, she dreaded most, bare down 
upon him 

Aim’d at the helm, his lance err’d , but 
Geraint’s, 

: A little in the late encounter strain’d. 
Struck thro’ the bulky bandit’s corselet 
home, 

And then brake short, and down his 
enemy roll’d. 

And there lay still , as he that tells the 
tale 

Saw once a great piece of a promontory, 
That had a sapling growing on it, slide 
From the long diore-chfiT’s windy walls 
to the beach. 

And there he still, and yet the sapling 
grew 

So lay the man transfixt His craven pair 
Of comrades making slowher at the 
Pnnce, 

When now they saw their bulwark fallen, ^ 
stood , 

On whom the victor, to confound them ^ 
more. 

Spurt’d wnth his terrible war cry , for as 
one. 

That listens near a torrent mountain 
brook, 
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All thro’ thecrash of thenearcataract hears 
The drumming thunder of the huger fall 
At distance, were ♦he soldiers uont to 
hear 

His voice in battle, and be kindled b> it, 
And foemen scared, like that false pair 
uho turn’d 

Flying, but, overtaken, died the death 
Themsehes had svrought on man) an 
innocent 

Thereon Geraint, dismounting, pick’d 
the lance 

That pleased him best, and drew from 
those dead wrolves 

Their three gay suits of armour, each from 
csicli 

And bound them on their horses, each on 
each. 

And tied the bndle-rcins of all the three 
Together, and said to her, ‘Drive them on 
Before )0U,’ and she drove them thro the 

VrOOd 

He follow’d nearer still the pam she 

To keep them in the wald ways of the 

Two sets of three laden with jmglmg 

Together, served a little to disedge 
The sharpness of that pain about her 

And they themselves, like creatures gently 

But into^bad hands fall’n, and “O'V so long 
By bandits groom’d, pnek’d their hght 
ears, and felt . 

Her low firmvoiceand tender government 

So thro’ the green gloom of the wood 
they past, 

And issuing under open heavens 
A little town with towers, upon a » 
And close beneath, a meadow gemliKe 

In the Sitra wild, and mowers mowing 

And down i rocky pathway f™” 

There came a fair-hair’d youth, that m 

his hand 


Bare victual for the mowers and Geraint 
Had ruth s^ain on Enid looking pale 
Then, moving downward to the meadow 
ground. 

He, when the fair hair’d youth came by 
him, said, 

‘Fnend, let her eat , the damsel is so 
faint ’ 

Yea, willingly,’ replied the youth, ‘and 
thou. 

My lord, eat also, tho’ the fare is coarse. 
And only meet for mowers,’ then set 
down 

His basket, and dismoiinbng on the sward 
They let the horses graze, and ate them- 
seh es 

And Enid took a little delicately. 

Less having stomach for it than desire 
To close with her lord’s pleasure, but 
Geraint 

Ate all the mowers’ victual unawares. 
And when he found all empty, was 
amazed , 

And ‘ Boy,’ said he, ‘ I have eaten all, 
but take 

A horse and arms for guerdon , choose 

the best ’ r j , t.* 

He, reddening in extremity of delight, 

‘ My lord, you overpay me fifty-fold 
‘Ye will be all the wealthier,’ cried the 

‘I take it as free gift, then, said the boy, 
‘Not guerdon , for myself can easily, 
"While your good damsel rests, return, 
and fetch 

Fresh victual for these mowers of our 

For thefetr^ his, and all the field is h.s. 
And I myself am his , and I will tell 

How gre‘aTa man thou art he loves to 
Icnow 

When men of mark are in his territory 
And he will have thee to his palace her^^ 
And serve thee costlier than with mowers 
fare ’ 


Then said Geraint, ‘I wish no better 

i f“® . 

I never ate with angrier appetite 
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fhan when I lefl your mowers dinnerless 
And into no Earl’s palace will 1 go 
I know, God knows, too much of 
palaces I 

And if he want me, let him come to me 
But hire us some fair chamber for the 
night, 

And stalling for the horses, and return 
With victual for these men, and let us 
know ’ 

‘Yea, my kind lord,’ said the glad 
youth, and went. 

Held his head high, and thought himself 
a knight, 

And up the rocky pathway disappear’d, 
Leading the horse, and they were left 
alone 


But when the Pnnce had brought h 
errant eyes 

Home from the rock, sideways he h 
them glance 

^t Enid, where she droopt his ow 
false doom, 

That shadow of mistrust should never cros 

lietwixt them, came upon him, and h 
sigh’d , 

Then with another humorous ruth re 
mark’d 

The lusty mowers labouring dinnerless, 

heat 

And in her old ruin’d hall 

Ablf ‘he daws 

About her hollow turret, pluck’d th< 
grass 

There grow mg longest by the meadow’! 

And into many a hstless annulet, 

'’nng,"""' her mamagt 

'iS toTd^ie'm ‘1" ‘h^hoymtum’d 

wc^ ! '^'“‘“her, and they 

her, ‘If ye will 

She MVweVr'”«^'?htiS! 


Apart by all the chamber’s width, and 
mule 

As creatures voiceless thro’ the fault ol 
birth. 

Or two wild men supporters of a shield, 
Painted, who stare at open space, noi 
glance 

The one at other, parted by the shield 

On a sudden, many a voice along the 
street, 

And heel against the pavement echoing, 
burst 

Their dro\,se , and cither started while 
the door, 

Push d from w iihout, drav e backward to 
! the wall, 

And midmost of a rout of roisterers, 
Femininely fair and dissolutely pale. 

Her suitor in old years before Geraint, 
Enter’d, the wild lord of the place, 
Limours 

He moiing up with pliant courtliness, 
Greeted Geraint full face, but sicaltliily, 
In the mid-warmth of welcome and graspt 
hand, 

Found Enid with the comer of his eye. 
And knew her silting sad and solitaiy 
rhen cned Geraint for wme and goodly 
cheer 

To feed the sudden guest, and sump 
tuously 

According to his fashion, bad the host 
Call in what men soever were his friends. 
And feast with Uiese m honour of their 
Earl , 

‘ And care not for the cost , the cost is 
mine ’ 




Earl Limours 
Drank till he jested with all ease, and to 
tee tales, and took the w ord and play 
upon n, 

And made il of two colours , for his tall 
'hini companions kindk 

Or^fi sparkle like a gei 

To I ,^ 1 .'^*^*** ’ moved the Print 

sug '■cr and lus comrades to a ijplftusi 
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Then, when the Pnnce was itieny, ask’d 
Liraours, 

‘Your leave, my lord, to cross the room, 
and speak 

To your good damsel there who sits apart. 
And seems so lonely ? ’ ‘ My free leave, 
he said , 

‘ Get her to speak she doth not speak to 


me 

Then rose Limours, and looking at his 
feet. 

Like him who tnes the bridge he feats 
may fail, 

Crost and came near, lifted adoring eyes. 
Bow’d at her side and utter’d whisper- 
ingly 

* Enid, the pilot star of my lone life, 
Enid, my early and my only lore, 

Enid, the loss of whom hath turn d me 
wild — 

What chance is this? how is it I see you 
here? 

Ye are m my power at last, are in my 
power 

Yet fear me not I call mine own seu 
wild. 

But keep a touch of sweet civility 
Here in the heart of waste and w'lldemess 
1 thought, but that your father came 
between. 

In former days you saw me favourably 
And if It were so do not keep it bac 
Wake me a little happier let me know it 
Owe you me nothing for a life half- os 
ifea, yea, the whole dear debt of all you 

aie , 

And, Enid, you and he, I see with ]oy» 
Ye sit apart, you do not speak to him. 
You come with no attendance, page or 

To serve you — doth he love you ^ 

For, call it lovers’ quarrels, yet I Kno 
Tho’ men may bicker with the things they 

They would not make them laughable 

Not while they loved them , and your 
wretched dress, -a-iq 

A wretched insult on yon, dumbly speak. 


Your story, that this man loves you no 
more 

Your beauty is no beauty to him now 
A common chance — right w ell I know it 
— pall’d — 

For I know men nor will ye win him 

For the man’s love once gone never 
returns 

But here is one who loves you as of old , 
With more exceeding passion than of old 
Good, speak the word my follow ers ring 
him round 

He sits unarm’d , I hold a finger up , 
They understand nay , I do not mean 
blood 

Nor need ye look so scared at what I say 
My malice is no deeper than a moat. 

No stronger than a wall there is the 

keep , 1 u , 

He shall not cross us more , speak but 

the word , 

Or speak it not , but then by Him that 

made me , , 

The one tnie lover whom you c'cr own d, 
I will make use of all the po've;. " 
O pardon me 1 the madnes of that hour. 
When first I parted from thee, moves me 
yet’ 


At this the tender sound of his own 
voice f , 

And sweet self-pity, 

Made his eye moist , but Lnid fear d liis 
Moist a?'th^ "ere, vvine-heated from the 

A.a«.Sd«i. 

Guilty or^^ltless, to stave off a chanw 
Sat breaks upon them penloii^y, and 
said 

‘Earl, if you 1°'® formci 

Anddo'nS’pracUseonme.comcvvath 

And sra^cTme from du' 

Lea^e me to night 1 am weax, 

death ’ 
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‘Yea so,’ said he, ‘do it be not too 
^vIse , 

Seeing that je are \^edded to a man, 

Not all mismatcd with a yawning clown. 
But one with arms to guard Ins head and 
yours. 

With eyes to find you out howeier far. 
And ears to hear > ou even in his dreams * 

With that he turn’d and look’d as 
keenly at her 

As careful robins e3’e the deher’s toil , 
And that within her, which a wanton fool, 
Or hasty judger would have call’d her 
guilt, 

Madcherclieek bum and either eyelid fall 
And Geraint look’d and was not satisfied. 

Then forward by a way which, beaten 
broad. 

Led from the territory of false Limours 
, To the waste earldom of another earl, 
Doorm, whom his shaking a assals call’d 
the Bull, 

Went Enid wnth her sullen follower on 
Once she look'd back, and when she saw 
him ride 

. More near by many a rood than yester- 
mom. 

It wellnigh made her cheerful , till 
^ Geraint 

Waving an angij hand as who should 
/ say 

‘Ye watch me,’ sadden’d all her heart 
, again 

' But while the sun yet beat a dewj blade. 
The sound of many a heavily-gallopmg 
hoof 

' Smote on her ear, and turning round she 
saw 

Dust, and the points of lances bicker in it 
Then not to disobey her lord’s behest. 
And yet to give him warning, for he rode 
As if he heard not, moving back she held 
j Her finger up, and pointed to the dust 
' At which the warrior in his obstinacy, 

, Because she kept the letter of bis word, 
Was in a manner pleased, and turning, 
^ stood 

And in the moment after, wild Limours, 


Borne on a black horse, hke a thunder 
cloud 

Whose skirts are loosen’d by the breaking 
storm. 

Half ndden off with by the thing he rode. 
And all in passion uttenng a dry shriek. 
Dash’d on Geraint, who closed with him, 
and bore 

Down by the length of lance and arm 
beyond 

The crupper, and so left him stunn’d or 
dead. 

And oi erlhrew the next that follow’d him. 
And blindly rush’d on all the rout behind 
But at the flash and motion of the man 
They \amsh’d panic stncken, like a shoal 
Of darting fish, that on a summe’- mom 
Adown the crystal dykes at Camelot 
Come slipping o er their shadows on the 
sand. 

But if a man who stands upon the bnnk 
But lift a shining hand against the sun. 
There is not left the twinkle of a fin 
Betwuxt the cressy islets white in flower , 
So, scared but at the motion of the man, 
Fled all the boon companions of the Earl, 
And left him lying in the public way , 

So vanish friendships only made m wine 

Then like a stormy sunlight smiled 
Geraint, 

Who saw the chargers of the two that fell 
Start from their fallen lords, and w ildly fly, 
Mixt with the flyers ‘ Horse and man,’ 
he said, 

‘All of one mind and all nght-honest 
fnends I 

Not a hoof left and I methinks till now 
Was honest — paid with horses and w ith 

SITIIIS f 

I cannot steal or plunder, no nor beg 
And so what say ye, shall we strip him 
there 

Yourloier? has your palfrey heart enough 
To bear his armour? shsdl we fast, or 
dine? 

No ? — then do thou, bemg ngbt honest, 
pray 

That we may meet the horsemen of Earl 
Doorm, 


■J 
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I too would still be honest ' Thus be 
said 

And sadl) gazing on her bridle reins, 
And answenng not one word, she led the 

W-l), 

But as a man to whom a dreadful loss 
Falls in a far land and he knows it not. 
But coming back he learns it, and the loss 
So pains him tliat he sickens nigh to 
death , 

So fared 11 w iih Geraint, w ho being prick ’d 
In combat with the follower of Limours, 
Bled underneath his armour secret I> 

And so rode on nor told Ins gentle wife 
U hat ail d him, liardl> knowing it himsdf. 
Till his eje darken d and his helmet 
waggd , 

;^d at a sudden sweraing of the road, 
happilj down on a bank of grass. 
The Pnnce, without a word, from his 
horse fell 

c ^ clashing of hi« fall. 

Suddenly came, and at his side all pale 
Dismounting, loosed the fastenings of his 
arras. 

Nor let her true hand falter, nor blue eae 
^isten, till she had lighted on Ins w ou?d, 

^ forehead to the blistcnng 

s^J*ed the hurt that drain’d her 
dear lord shfe 

^enaft«all was done that hand coulddo 

'^“°J««on came ' 
Pon her, and she wept beside the way 


f'w m that rSoH^ "*5"® ‘■ogarded her, 
\ liwlesi turbulence 

WascaredM^chf”*^ murder’d mate 
One S " “•‘S“™mer shower 

song, ^ a coarse 


The long way smoke beneath bim m h.' 
' fear. 

At which her palfrey whinnying hftco 
I heel, 

And scour’d into thecoppicesand was lost. 
While the great charger stood, grieved 
like a man 

But at the point of noon the liuge Ear’ 
Dnonn, 

Broad faced vitli wndcr- fringe of nucet 
beard, 

Bounn on a foray , rolling eyes of prey. 
Came nding with a hundred lances up. 
But ere he came, like one that hails a ship, 
Cried out with a big voice, ‘ What, is he 
dead 

‘ No, no, not dead !’ she answer’d in all 
haste. 

‘ W’ould some of your kind people take 
him up, 

And bear him hence out of this crnel sun? 
Alost sure am 1, quite sure, he is not dead 

Then said Earl Doom ‘Well, if he 
be no: dead, 

WTiy wall ye for him thus? y e seem a child 
And be he dead. 1 count you for a fool 
V our w ailing w ill not quicken him deau 
or not, 

kc roar a comely face with idiot tears 
> et, since the face u comely — soincofy ou. 
Were, take him up, -nd bear him to our 
hall • 

An if he live, we will have him of out 
band ; 

And If he die, w by earth has earth enough 
^^Doble^*” , J charger loo, 

spake, and past away, 
eft two brawny speamen, who 
advanced, 

*** ^ pluck’d at the vallage boys 
To loe°i*^ ic 'ex him eating, and he fears 

^ so the ruffians 

growl’d, 

*eanng to lose, and aU for a dead man. 
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TiiCir chipcc of boot} from the tnorning’s 
mid, 

Tet niscd ind hid h.m or. 1 1ftter-bier, 
Such a<; the} brought upon t‘iur for’}‘s out 
For thoc^ that might lie wounded, lo-d 
him on It 

All in the hollow of his shield, and took 
And bore him to the naked hall of Doorm, 
(His gentle ch“rger following him unled) 
And cast him and the bier in which he 
las 

Down on an oaken settle in the hall, 

And then departed, hot in haste to join 
Tlieir luckita" mates, but growling as 
before, 

And cursing ihcir lost unit., and the dead 
man, 

And their own Earl, and their oavn souls, 
and her 

They might as well hate blest her she 
was deaf 

lo blessing or to curs.r.g save from one 

So for long hours sat Enid b} her lord, 
There in the naked hall, propping his 
head. 

And chafing his pale hands, and calling 
to him 

Till at ihe last he waken’d from his sw oon. 
And found Ins own dear bnde propping 
Ills head. 

And chafing his faint hands, and caUing 
to him ; 

And fell the warm tears falling on his face , 
And said to his OAn heart, ‘She weeps 
for me ’ 

And }et la} still, and fe.gn’d himself as 
dead. 

That he might pros e her to the uttermost. 
And sa} to his own heart ‘She vetps 
for roe ’ 

But in the falling afternoon return’d 
Hie huge Earl Doorm wa‘h plunder to 
the hall 

His lust} spearmen follow’d him wath 
noise 

’Each hurling down a heap of things that 
rang 

kgainst the pavement, cast his lance aside, 


And doff’d his helm and then there 
fiiuter’d in, 

Hilf-bold, half-frighled, with dilated eyes, 
A tnbe of women, dress’d in man} hues, 
And mingled with the spearmen and 
Earl Doorm 

Struck with a knife’s haft hard agamst 
the board, 

And call’d for flesh and wine to feed his 
spears 

And men brought m whole hogs and 
quarter beeies. 

And all the hall was dim with steam of 
flesh 

And none spake word, but all sat down 
at once. 

And ate w ilh tumult in the naked hall. 
Feeding like horses when }ou hear them 
feed , 

Till Enid shrank far back into herself. 

To shun the w ild w ays of the law less tribe 
I But when Earl Doorm had eaten all he 
would, 

He roll’d his e}es about the hall, and 
found 

A damsel drooping in a comer of it 
Then he remember’d her, and how she 
wept. 

And out of her there came a power upon 
him , 

And nsing on the sudden he said, ‘Eat ' 

I ne\er }et beheld a thing so pale 
God’s curse, it makes me mad to see you 
weep. 

Eat 1 Look yourself Good luck had 
}Our good man. 

For were I dead who is it would weep 
for me ’ 

Sweet lad}, never since I first drew breath 
Have I beheld a lily like } ourself 
And so there lived some colour m }our 
cheek. 

There is not one among my gentlewomen 
\N ere fit to wear your slipper for 1 glove 
But listen to me, and b} me be ruled. 

And I will do the thing I have not done. 
For ye shall share m} earldom wath me, 
girl, 

And we will hve like two birds m one 
nest. 
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And I vill fetch yoM forage from all 
fields, 

For 1 compel all creatures to my tsill ’ 


He spoke the brawny spearman let 
his cheek 

Bulge with the unswallow'd piece, and 
turning stared , 

While some, whose souls the old serpent 
long had drawn 

Down, as the worm draws in the wither’d 
leaf 

And makes it earth, hiss’d each at other’s 
ear 

What shall not be recorded — women they , 

Women, or what had been those gracious 
things. 

But now desired the humbling of their 
best, 

Fea, would ha\e help’d him to it and 
all at once 

Thqr hated her, who took no thought of 
them. 

But answer’d in low soice, her meek head 

_ >ct 

Drooping, ‘ I pray jou of your courtesy. 

He being as he is, to let me be ’ 


She spake so low’ he hardly heard her 
speak. 

But like a mighty patron satisfied 

\\ith what himself had done so graci- 
ously. 

Assumed that she had thank’d him, add 
ing, ‘Yea, 

Eat and be glad, for I account you mine ’ 


She answer’d meekly, « How should 
be glad 

Henceforth in all the world at anything, 
Unul my lord anse and look upon me? 


Here the huge Earl cned out upon her 
talk, 

M all but empty heart and weariness 

And sicUy nothing, suddenly seised on 
her. 

And bare her by mam violence to the 
board, 

A.a 0.^ to M. 


* No, no,’ •■aid Entd, sext, * I a ill nr* 
cat 

Till yonder man upon the hicr arise 
And cat with me’ ‘Dnnk, then,* he 
answer'd ‘Here!* 

(And fill'd a horn with wine and held it 
to her,) 

*Lo* I, msself, vhen flush’d wnth fight, 
or hot, 

God’s curse, with anger — often 1 myelf, 
Before I well Invc drunken, scarce cci 
cat 

Dnnl therefore and the wine will change 
your will ’ 

‘ Not so,’ she cned, ‘ by Heaven, T 
will not drink 

Till my dear lord msc and bid me do i*, 
And drink with me, and if he rise ro 
more, 

I will not look at wane until I die.’ 

At this he turn’d all red and paced he 
hall, 

Now gnaw’d his under, now bis uppci 
hp. 

And coming up close to her, said at last 
‘ Girl, for I ecc ye scorn my courtesies, 
Take warning yonder man is surely 
dead , 

And I compel all crc.aturcs to my will 
Not cat nor drink ’ And wherefore wail 
for one, 

Who put your beauty to tins flout and 
scorn 

By dressing it in rags ? Amarcd rm I, 
Beholding how ye butt against my wish. 
That I forbear you thus cross roe no 
more 

At least put off to please me this poor 
gown, 

This silken rag, this beggar woman’s 
weed 

I love that beauty should go beautifully 
Mt see ye not my gentlewomen here, 
How gay, how suited to the house of one 
Who lo\ es that beauty should go beauti 
fully? 

Rise therefore , robe yourself in this 
obey ’ 
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He spoke, and one among his gentle- 
women 

Display’d a splendid silk of foreign loom. 
Where like a shoaling sea the Io\eIy blue 
Play’d into green, and thicker down the 
front 

With jewels than the sward with drops of 
dew. 

When all night long a cloud clings to the 
hill. 

And with the dawn ascending lets the day 
Strike where it clung so thickly shone 
the gems 

But Enid answer’d, harder to be moved 
Than hardest tyrants in their day of power. 
With hfe-long injuries burning unavenged. 
And now their hour has come , and Enid 
said 


Then Emd, in her utter helplessness. 
And since she thought, ‘He had not 
dared to do it. 

Except he surely knew' my lord was dead,’ 
Sent forth a sudden sharp and bitter cry. 
As of a wild thing taken in the trap. 
Which sees the trapper coming thro’ the 
w’ood 

This heard Geraint, and grasping at 
his sword, 

(It lay beside him in the hollow shield). 
Made but a single bound, and with a 
sweep of It 

Shore thro’ the swarthy neck, and like a 
ball 

The russet-bearded head roll’d on the 
floor 

So died Earl Doorm by him he counted 
dead 


‘ In this poor gown my dear lord found 
me first. 

And loved me serving in my father’s hall 
In this poor gowm I rode with him to 
court. 

And there the Queen array’d me like the 
sun 

In this poor gown he bad me clothe 
myself. 

When now we rode upon this fatal quest 
Of honour, where no honour can be 
gain’d 

And this poor gown I will not cast aside 
Until himself arise a hving man. 

And bid me cast it I have griefs enough 
Pray you be gentle, pray you let me be 
I never loied, can never love but him 
Yea, God, I pray you of your gentleness. 
He being as he is, to let me be ’ 

Then strode the brute Earl up and 
down his hall. 

And took his russet beard between his 

teeth , , 

Last, coming up quite close, and in ms 
mood 

Crying, * I count it of no more avail, 
Dame, to be gentle than ungentle wath 

Takemysalute,’ unkmghllj with flat 
However lightly, smote her on the chee 


And all the men and women m the hall 
Rose when they saw the dead man nse 
and fled 

Yelling as from a spectre, and the two 
Were left alone together, and he said 


‘Enid, I have used jou worse than 
that dead man , 

Done you moie wrong we both have 
undergone 

That trouble which has left me thrice 


your own 

Henceforward I will rather die than doubt 
And here I lay this penance on myself. 
Not, tho’ mine own ears heard you 

yestermom — t v 

You thought me sleeping, but I heard 
you say, 

I heard you say, Uiat jou were no true 


\Mfe 

wear I w'lll not ask jour meaning m 

o believe j ourself against joumelfi 
d will henceforward rather die than 


jid Emd could not say one tender 
felUo'blunt and stupid at the heart 
return 
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And slay you , fly your cTiargei is with- 
out. 

My palfrey lost ' ‘ Then, Enid, shall you 
nde 

Behind me ’ ‘Yea,’ said Enid, ‘let us go ’ 

And moving out they found the stalely 
horse, 

MHio now no more a \assal to the thief, 

But free to stretch his limbs in law ful fight. 

Neigh’d with all gladness as they came, 
and stoop’d 

With a low whinny toward the pair and 
she 

Kiss’d the white star upon his noble front, 

Cbd also , then Geraint upon the horse 

Mounted, and reach’d a hand, and on his 
foot 

bhe set her own and climb d , he turn’d 
hi& face 

\nd kiss’d her climbing, and she cast 
her arms 

About him, and at once they rode away 


And never yet, since high in Paradise 
O’er the four ruers the first roses blew. 
Came purer pleasure unto mortal kind 
Than lived thro' her, who in that perilous 
hour 


Put hand to hand beneath her husband’s 
heart. 

And felt him hers again she did not 

, "“P> 

But o’er her meek eyes came a happy 
mist 


Like that which kept the heart of Eden 
green 

Before the useful trouble of the rum 
\et not so misty were her meek blue 


eyes 

As not to see before them on the path. 

Right in the gateway of the bandit liol< 

A knight of Arthur’s court, who laid h 
lance 

Then, ^nng for his hurt and loss . 
blood. 

She, mth her mmd all full of what ha 
chanced, 

*^"*''*t^n** ‘ “ot a dea 


‘The voice of Enid,’ said the knight, 
but she. 

Beholding it was Edym son of Nudd, 
Was moved so much the more, and 
shriek'd again, 

‘O cousin, slay not him who gave you 
life’ 

And Edyrn moving frankly forward spake 
*My lord Geraint, I greet you with all 
love , 

I took you for a bandit knight of Doorm, 
And fear not, Enid, I should fall upon 
him, 

Who love you, Prince, with something 
of the love 

^Vherew^th we love the Heaven that 
chastens us 

For once, when I was up so high in pnde 
That I was halfw'ay down the slope to 
Hell, 

By overthrowing me you threw me higher 
Now, made a knight of Artliur’s Table 
Round, 

And since 1 knew this Earl, when I my 
self 

Was half a bandit in my lawless hour, 

I come the mouthpiece of our Kmg to 
Doorm 

(The King is close behind me) bidding 
him 

Disband himself, and scatter all his pow ers, 
bubmit, and heai the judgment of the 
King’ 

* He hears the judgment of the King 
of kings,’ 

Cned the wan Prince, ‘and lo, the 
powers of Doorm 

Are scatter’d,’ and he pointed to the field, 
Where, huddled here and there on mound 
and knoll, 

^^re men and women staring and aghast 
While some yet fled , and then he plainlier 
told ^ 

How the huge Earl lay slain within lu£ 
hall 

But when the knight besought him, 

‘ Follow me, 

Pnnce, to the camp, and m the King’s 
own eat 
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Spcal whit Ijhs dnnced ; }esurcl> ln\e 
endured 

Stringe chances here alone;’ that other 
flush’d, 

And hung his head, and halted in rcplj, 
Feanng the mild /ace of the blameli-iis 
King, 

And nfler nndness acted question ask’d 
Till Ed}m crjing, ‘ If }e will not go 
1 o Artlur, then w ill Arthur come to ) ou,’ 
‘Enough,’ he s->id, ‘I follow,’ and ihcj 
went 

Hut Emd in thei- going had two fears, 
One from the bandit scatter’d in the field, 
And one fiom Edjm Every now and 
then, 

When Etlyrn rein’d Ins charger at herside, 
She shrank a little In a hollow land. 
From which oid fircsi have broken, men 
may fear 

Fresh fire and ruin 11c, perceivang, said 

‘Fair and dear cousin, you that most 
had cause 

To fear me, fear no longer, I am changeo 
Voursclf were first the blameless cause to 
make 

hfy nature’s pndeful sparkle in the blood 
Freak into furious flame , being repulsed 
By Yniol and yourself, I schemed and 
WTOUght 

Until 1 oicrium’d him , then set up 
(V\ ith one mam purpose ever at my heart) 
My haughty' jousts, and took a paramour , 
Did her mock'hoiiour as the fairest fair. 
And, toppling over all antagonism, 

So wax’d 111 pride, that 1 believ ed myself 
Unconquerable, fori was wellnigh mad 
And, but for my' main purpose in these 
jousts, 

I should have slain your father, seized 
yourself 

I lived in hope that sometime you would 
come 

To these my lists with him whom best 
you loved , 

And there, poor cousin, with your meek 
blue eyes, 

The truest eyes that ever answer’d Heaven, 
Behold me overturn and trample on him 


Then, had you cned, or knelt, or pray’d 
to me, 

I should not less have kill’d him And 
you came, — 

But once you came, — and with your own 
true eyes 

Beheld the man you loved (I speak as one 
Speaks of a service done him) overthrow 
My proud self, and my purpose three 
years old, 

And set his foot upon me, and give me 
life 

There was I broken down , there was I 
sav ed 

Tho’ thence I rode all -shamed, hating 
the life 

lie gave me, meaning to be rid of it 
And all the penance tlie Queen laid upon 
me 

\Vas but to rest awhile vvathin her court ; 
Where lirsl as sullen as a beast new-caged. 
And wailing to be treated like a wolf. 
Because 1 knew my deeds were known, 
I found, 

Instead of scornful pity or pure scorn, 
Such fine reserve and noble reticence. 
Manners so kind, yet stately, such a grace 
Of tendercst courlc'sy, that I began 
To glance oeliind me at my former life, 
And find that it had been the wolfs in 
deed 

And oft I talk’d with Dubnc, the high 


saint, 

Who, with mild heat of holy oratory. 
Subdued me somewhat to that gentleness. 
Which, when it weds with manhood, 
makes a man 

And you were often there about theQueen, 
But saw me noi, or mark’d not if you saw , 
Nor did I care or dare to speak with you. 
But kept myself aloof till I was changed , 
And fear not, cousin, I am changed 
inrleed * 


C spoke, and Emd easily believed, 

. simple noble natures, f edulous 
that they long for, good in friend or 

re most in those who most have done 
them ill / 
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And when they reach’d the camp the 
King himself 

Advanced to greet them, and beholding 
her 

Tho’ pale, jet happr, ask’d her not a 
word, 

But went apart with Edjm, whom he held 

In comerse for a little, and return’d. 

And, gra\ely smiling, hfied her from 
horse, 

And kiss'd her with all pureness, brother- 
like. 

And shoM’d an empty tent allotted her. 

And glancing for a minute, till he saw her 

Pass into It, turn’d to the Pnnee, and 
said 


‘ Pnnee, when of late je pray’d me fo 
mj lease 

To mose to your own land, and then 
defend 

Your marches, I was pnek'd with some 
reproof. 

As one that let foul wrong stagnate and 
he. 

By basing look’d too much thro’ alien 

Not used mine own but now behold me 
come 

To cleanse this common sewer of all mv 
realm, ■' 

nis work of his is great and wonderful 

Sd’Xl'’ "" "" ” “» “Pents 

afresh ^ himself 

Edym has done it. weeding all hu heart 


As I will weed this land before 1 go 
I, therefore, made him of o’lr Table 
Round, 

Not rashlj, but ha\e pro\cd himcveij 
way 

One of our noblest, our most valorous, 
Sanest and most obedient ♦ and indeed 
"1 his w ork of ndj rn wrought upon himself 
After a life of violence, seems to me 
A thousand-fold more great and wonderful 
Tlian if some knight of mine, risking hu 
life. 

My subject with my subjects under him. 
Should make an onslauglu single on a 
realm 

Of robbers, tho* he slew them one bj one. 
And were himself nigh wounded to the 
death-’ 

So spake the King , low bow’d the 
Prince, and felt 

I His w ork was neither great nor w onderful, 

I And pMt to Enid’s tent , '■nd thither came 
j The King’s own leech to look into his 
hurt} 

And Enid tended on him there, and tlierc 
Her constant motion round him, and thci 
breath 

w tendance hovenng over him, 

Filiy all the genial courses of his blood 
vvith deeper and with ever deeper love. 
As the south-w cst that blowing Bali lake 
Fills all the sacred Dec So past the days. 

But while Geraint lay healing of his 
hurt, 

The blameless King went forth and cast 
his ej’es 

On each of all whom Uther left in charge 
ng since, to guard the justice of the 
King 

He look d and found them wanting , ana 
as now 

Men weed the white horse on the Berk 
shire hills 

To keep him bnght and clean as hereto 
tore. 

He rooted out the slothful officer 

•Jr gmltj, which for bribe bad wink’d at 
wrong. 
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And m their chairs set up <1 stronger race 
With hearts and hands, and sent a tliou- 
sand men 

To till the u’astes, and moving everywhere 
Clear’d the dark places and let m the law, 
And broke the bandit holds and cleansed 
the land 

Then, when Gemmt was whole i^in, 
they past 

With Arthur to Caerleon upon Usk 
There the great Queen once more em- 
braced her fnend. 

And clothed her m apparel like the day 
And tho’ Geraint could never take again 
That comfort from their converse which 
he »ook 

Before the Queen’s fair name was breathed 
upon. 

He rested well content that all was well 
Thence after tarrying for a space they rode. 
And fifty knights rode with them to the 
shores 

Of Severn, and they past to their own 
land 

And there he kept the justice of the King 
So vigorously yet mildly, that all hearts 
Applauded, and the spiteful whisper died 
And being ever foremost in the chase. 
And victor at the tilt and tournament, 
Thej call’d him the great Prince and man 
of men 

But Enid, whom her ladies loved to call 
Enid the Fair, a grateful people named 
Enid the Good , and in their halls arose 
The cry of children, Enids and Geraints 
Of times to be , nor did he doubt her more. 
But rested in her fealty, till he crown’d 
A happy life with a fair death, and fell 
Against the heatlien of the Northern Sea 
In battle, fighting for the blameless King 

BALIN AND BALAN 

Pellam the King, who held and lost with 
Lot 

In that firstuai,andhad his realm lestored 
But render’d tributary, fail’d of late 
To send his tnbute , wherefore Arthur 
caU’d 
T 


His treasurer, one of mam vears, and 
spake, 

‘ Go thou with him and him and bring it 
to us. 

Lest we should set one truer on his throne 
Man’s word is God in man ’ 

! His Baron said 

‘ We go but harken there be two strange 
knights 

\Vho sit near Camelot at a fountain-side, 
A mile beneath the forest, challenging 
And overthrowing every knight who 
comes 

Wilt thou I undertake them as we pass, 
And send them to thee?’ 

Arthur laugh’d upon him 
‘ Old fnend, too old to be so young, 
depart, 

Delay not thou for ought, but let them 
sit. 

Until they find a lustier than themselves ’ 

So these departed Early, one fair 
dawn, 

The light-wmg’d spint of his youth 
return’d 

On Arthur’s heart , he arm’d himself and 
went. 

So coming to the fountain-side beheld 
Balm and Balan sitting statuehke. 
Brethren, to nght and left the spnng, tint 
down. 

From underneath a plume of lady-fern. 
Sang, and the sand danced at the bottom 
of it 

And on the nght of Balm Bahn's horse 
Was fast beside an alder, on the left 
Of Balan Balan's near a poplartree 
‘ Fair Sirs,’ said Arthur, ‘ wherefore sit 
ye here ? ' 

Balm and Balan answer’d * For the sake 
Of glory , we be mightier men than all 
In Arthur’s court, that also have we 
proved , 

For whatsoever knight against us came 
Or I or he have easily overthrown ’ 

‘I too,’ said Arthur, ‘am of Arthur’s 
hall, 


2P 
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But rather proxen in his I’ajnim wars 
Than famous jousts , but see, or proxcn 
or not, 

Whether me likewise je can overthrow ’ 
And Arthur lightly smote the brethren 
down, 

And lightly so return’d, and no man knew . 

Then Balm rose, and Balan, and beside 
The carolling water set themsehes again, 
And spake no word until the shadow 
turn’d , 

When from the fringe of coppice round 
them burst 

A spangled pursuivant, and crying ‘ Sirs, 
Rise, follow ' ye be sent for by the 
King,’ 

They follow'd , w horn w hen Arthur seeing 
ask’d 

‘ Tell me jour names , why sat jc by the 
well ? ’ 

Balm the stillness of a minute broke 
Saying ‘ An unmclodious name to thee, 
Balm, "the Savage” — that addiUon 
thine — 

My brother and my better, this man here, 
Balan I smote upon the naked skull 
A thrall of thine m open hall, my hand 
Was gauntleted, half slew him, for I 
heard 

He had spoken exil of me , thy just wrath 
Sent me a three years’ exile from thine 
ejes 

I haxe not lived mj life delightsnmcly 
For I that did that violence to thy thrall. 
Had often wrought some fury on mjself. 
Saving for Balan those three kmgless 
years 

Have past — w ere wormwood-bitter to me 
King, 

Methought that if we sat beside the well. 
And hurl’d to ground what knight soever 
spurr’d 

Against us, thou would’st take me gladlier 
back. 

And make, as ten times worthier to be 
thine 

Than twenty Balms, Balan knight I 
have said 

Hot so-not all A man of thine to-day 


Abash’d us both, and brd,e my boost. 
Thj will?’ 

Said Arthur •Tliouhast ever spoken truth, 
Thy too fierce manhood would not let 
thee he 

Rise, mj true knight As children learn, 
be thou 

AViser for falling 1 w.alk with me, and 
move 

To music with thine Oraet and the King 
Thy chair, a grief to all the brethren, 
stands 

Vacant, but thou retake it, mine again '* 

Thereafter, when Sir Balm enter’d hall, 
The Lost one 1 ound was greeted as m 
Heav cn 

With joy that blazed itself in woodland 
wealth 

Of leaf, and gajest garlandige of flowers. 
Along the walls and down the board, 
they sat. 

And cup clash’d cup , they drank and 
some one sang, 

Swcct-voiccd, a song of welcome, where 
upon 

Their common shout m chorus, mount 
mg, made 

Those banners of twelve battles ovcrlie.ad 
bur, as iheystirr’d of old, when Arthur’s 
host 

Pioclaim’d him Victor, and the day was 
won 

Then Balan added to their Order lived 
A wealthier life than heretofore w ith these 
And Balm, till their embassage return’d 

‘Sir King’ they brought report ‘we 
hardlj found, 

So bush’d about it is with gloom, the hall 
or him to whom jesent us, Pellam, once 
A Chrislless foe of thine as ever dash’d 
Horse against horse , but seeing that thy 
realm 

Hath prosper’d m the name of Christ, the 
King 

Took, as m rival heat, to holy things , 
And finds himself descended from the 
Samt 
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I'l" \ii'>!u^l I btritc; fiom beinnd This woodman 

5 j 5 c fst'h u? J*'iian o\cf ; thowM On. «r\e 

. 1. . rrom wJiich h- s-Jlics and wherein he 


it klfv 

rrom wJiich h- s-Jhes and wherein he 
dwelt. 

W c 'aw the hoof print of n horse, no 
more * 


t!c 1 ' It'" R' i’-ite- than th a'* 

«' o: 

J*. V <0 ’* r^p 5 ' { , 

Uvh p.V. nOe 1 < .-h.e> w.fe. ..or . 

^ \ ‘ 5*-* .\!‘ o*c ' 1^1 1% pna * lie do no. fill behind me foullj slam 

l^A ‘ e ^ .h. K i- 0 e nil n. , 1 who will hunt for n-c 

Tr — a M e O^i'ien wt p a ondcr ' I In' dunon of the v oods? ’ baid Ualan, 
ra-J. e‘*:*:l:tsV lv,«^ .f --tja I ‘^O Cla. nM Ihc quest and rode awaj. but 

' • ' Embncing’ IlaliP, ‘Good m> brother, 

hc.ir ! 

Let not th) moods pre\ad, when I am 
font . . 

Who used to laj them ’ hold them outer 
fiends, 

^\ho leap at thee to tear thee, shake 
them aside, 

Dreams ruling when wit sleeps 1 >ca,but 
to dream 

That an) of these would wrong thee, 
wrongs th)sslf _ , 

Witness their flower) welcome Bound 

arc tilt) , , 

To speak no evd Tnd) sate for fcars, 
Mv fears for tlitc, 'O rich a h-llowship 

Would make me wholl) blest ibou one 

of them, . , ,, 

Be one indeed consider them, and all 
Their bearing m ibtit common bond of 

No mo/t ofliatrcd than in Heaven itself, 
No more of jtalousy than in Paradise 


di n. 

Thfv-r* I’e c'ovr -r 1 »ln»f ' o' 

spl t?-r« th‘? l^'T iht' I'C *o‘d I’s) 

1 'o p’.t 

P) 1 fs’v ]v '*i 'i ’-'•bpr, Shat i .n.c 're*! 
V.Rtxe'Mh t.ie ivv..7fsn p.ctro’ the side 

O* 

!!c tm-rh ’•r'wed cs , aft'T, wh«rv v e 

The trb / p! rt -wet‘«’ " 1 Insc qui'c fate 

All nattemo' ibi' s.fld Carlo-, mmc 
l.Pir, ^ , 

Ofh.'ad'm.RT d 1 '," vhich tins Garloanvc 
With rau'h 'do raihnn at tb ne ard ihct 

Bat when v e le'^t. »n tl I'cdpcp Roods 
wc fount 

A Iniplt of thine 'pear -stricken from 

1*'!' od, , 

De-d, whom wp Iwned ; iro'c than one 

Crted ojt on f.ailon, but a wootlman 

\\ etc , 

Rci»ortwl of <;ojne dcr on in tn^ " 

\vL or.pc a m-n. who driven b) evil 

From alt bis fellow s,liv cd alont, 

To learn bind magic, and to bate 

With siLhl hale, that whtn he died, his 

BecamcTriend. which, as the 
Was vonndcrl h/ blind tongues be saw 
not whence, 


So Balan warn’d, and went. Balm 

remain’d , , 

Wlio— for but three brief moons had 
From Irll t' 

To learn what Arthur meant by courtesy, 
Manhood, and knighthood, wherefore 
hover'd round 
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Lancelot, 1)01 when he mark’d hjs high 
sweet smile 

In passing, and a transitory word 

Make knight or diurl or child or damsel 
seem 

From being smiled at happier in them 
selves — 

Sigh’d, as a boy lame born beneath a 
height, 

That glooms his vallc), sighs to see the 
peak 

Sun flush’d, or touch at night the 
northern star , 

For one from out liis village lately 
climb’d 

And brought report of azure lands and 
fair, 

Far seen to left and right , and he him 
self 

Hath hardly scaled with help a hundred 
feet 

Up from^thc base so Balm inanelling 

How far beyond him Lancelot seem’d to 


move, 

Groan’d, and at times would mutter, 
‘ These be gifts. 

Bom with the blood, not Icarnable, divine. 

Beyond //y- reach Well had I foughltn 
— well — 

In those fierce wars, struck hard— and 
had I crown'd 

With my slam self the heaps of whom I 
slew — 


So— better '—But this worship of the 
Queen, 

That honour too wherein she holds him 
— this. 

This was the sunshine that hath given the 
man 


A growth, a name that branches o’er i 
rest. 

And strength agamst all odds, and vvl 
the King 

So pn«s-overpnzes-gent!eness 
Her likewise would I worship an I mig 

TW V with her, as he 

That Iffought her hither Shall I p 
the King ^ 

To let me bear some token of hiS Qu, 


Whereon to gaze, remembering her— 
forget 

My heats and violences? live afresh’ 
What, if the Queen disdain’d to grant it' 
nay 

Being so stately gentle, would she make 
My darkness blackness? and with liow 
sweet grace 

She greeted my return ' Bold will I 
lie — 

Some goodly cognizance of Guinevere, 
In lieu of this tough beast upon mv 
shield, 

Langued gules, and tooth’d with grinning 
savagery' ’ 

And Arthur, when Sir Balm sough* 
him, said 

‘ \\ hat vv lit thou bear?' Balm was bold, 
and ask’d 

1 o licar her ow n crow n royal upon shield, 
\S htreat she smiled and turn'd her to the 
King, 

Mlio answer d * Thou shall pul the crown 
to use 

The crown is hut the shadow of the King, 
\ntl this a shadow’s shadovv, let him 
have It, 

So this will help him of his violences ’’ 

‘ No shadow ’ said Sit Balm ‘ O my 
Queen, 

But light to me ' no shadow, O my Km^ 
But golden earnest of n gentler life ' ’ 

So Balm bare the crown, and all the 
knights 

Approved him, and the Queen, and all 
the world 

Made music, and he felt his being move 
In music with Ins Order, and the King 

The nightingale, full toned in middle 
May, 

Hath ever and anon a note so thin 
It seems another voice in other groves , 
Thus, after some quick burst of sudden 
wrath. 

The music in him seem’d to change, and 
grow 

Faint and far off 
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xVnd once he the thrill 
Hjs pas'non hilf bid gaunilcietl to dciih. 
Tint cancer of his Inmshmcnt ind shame, 
Smile It him, as he deem’d, presump 
tiioaclj i 

Ills irm half rose to strike igiin, hut 
fell- 

The memorj of tint cognizance on shield 
Weighted It down, hut in himself he 
mom d * 

* Too high this mount of Cimclot for 
me* 

Tliesc high set courtcsiis are not for me 
Shill I not rather prose the worse foi 
these ? 

Fiener and stormier from restraining, 
break 

Into some madness e\’n before the 
Queen ? * 

Thus, as 1 hearth lit in a mountain 
home, 

And glanang on the window, when the 
gloom 

Of twilight deepens round it, seems a 
flame 

That rages in the woodland fir below. 

So when his moods were dirken’d, court 
and King 

And all the kindly warmth of Arthurs 
hall 

Shadow’d in angry distince jet he 
strove 

To learn the graces of their Table, fought 
Hard with himself, and seem’d at length 
in peace 

Then chanced, one morning, that Sir 
Balm sat 

Close-bow cr’d in that garden nigh the 
hall 

A walk of roses ran from door to door , 

A walk of lilies crost it to the bower 
And down that range of roses the great 
Queen 

Came writh slow steps, the morning on 
her face , 

And all m shadow from the counter door 
Sir Lancelot as to meet her, then at once, i 


As if he saw not, glanced aside, and 
paced 

The long white walk of lilies toward the 
bower 

Follow’d the Queen, Sir Balm heard her 
‘ Prince, 

Art thou so little loyal to thy Queen, 

As pass without good morrow to thy 
Queen ? ’ 

To whom Sir Lancelot with his ej’es on 
earth, 

‘ Fim would I still be lojal to the Queen ’ 

‘ Yea so ’ she said ‘ but so to pass me 
bj— 

So lojal scarce is loyal to thj’sclf, 

WTiom all men rate the king of courtesy 

Let be j'e stand, fair lord, as in o 
dream ’ 

Then Lancelot with his hand among 
the flowers 

♦ Yea — for a dream Lost night me- 
thought I saw 

That maiden Saint who stands with lily 
in hand 

In yonder shnne All round her prest 
the dirk, 

And all the light upon her silver face 

Flow’d from the spiritual lily that she 
held 

Lo I these her emblems drew mine eyes 
— away 

For see, how perfect pure I As light a 
flush 

As hardly tints the blossom of the quince 

Would mar their charm of stainless 
maidenhood ’ 

» Sweeter to me’ she said ‘ this garden 
rose 

Deep hued and manj -folded I sweeter 
still 

The wild-wood hyacinth and the bloom 
of May 

Pnnee, we have ndd’n before among the 
flowers 

In those fair days — ^not ill as cool is 
these, 

Tho’ season -earlier Art thou sad? or 
•sick ? 
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Our noble King will send thee his own 
leech — 

Siclv? or for any matter anger’d at me ? ’ 

Then Lancelot lifted his large ej’es, 
they dwelt 

Deep tranced on hers, and could not fill 
her hue 

Changed at his gaze so turning side by 
side 

They past, and Balm started from his 
boner 


‘ Queen ? subject ? but I see not what 
I see 

Damsel and lover? hear not what I 
hear 

My father hath begotten me in his wrath 

I suffer from the things before me, know. 

Learn nothing, am not worthy to be 
knight , 

A churl, a clow'n ' ’ and in him gloom on 
gloom 

Deepen’d he sharply caught his lance 
and shield, 

Nor stay'd to crave permission of the 
King, 

But, mad for strange adventure, dash’d 
away 


He took the selfsame track as Balan, 
saw 

The fountain where they sat together, 
sigh’d 

•Was 1 not better there with him?’ and 
rode 


The skyless woods, but under open blu 

Came on the hoarhead woodman at 
bough 

Wearily hewing ‘Churl, thine axe 
he cried, 

Descended, and disjointed it at a blow 

To whom the woodman utter’d wonds 

‘Lord, thou couldst lay the Devil 
these wbods 

If arm ol fleshV could lay him.’ Bal 
cried \ 

Him, or the vilW devil who plays 1 
part, 1 


To lay that devil would lay the Devd ir 
me ’ ^ 

•Nay’ said the churl, ‘our deviris a 
truth, 

I saw the flash of him but yestereven 
And some do say that our Sir Garlon too 
Hath learn’d black magic, and to nde 
unseen 

Look to the cave.’ But Balm answer’d 
him 

‘ Old fabler, these be fancies of the churl. 
Look to thy woodcraft,’ and so leavang 
him, 

Now with slack rein and careless of him- 
self, 

Now with dug spur and raving at him- ' 
self, 

Now with droopt brow down the long 
glades he rode , 

So mark’d not on his right a cavern chasm 
Yawn over darkness, where, nor fat 
i wuhm, 

, The whole day died, but, dying, gleam’d 
on rocks 

Roof-pendent, sharp, and others from 
the floor. 

Tusklike, arising, made that mouth W 
night 

Whercout the Demon issued up from 
Hell 

He marl ’d not this, but blind and deal 
to all 

Save that chain’d rage, which ever jelpt 
waihin, 

Past eastwoird from the falhng sun At ^ 
once 

He felt the hollow-beaten mosses thud 
And tremble, and then the shadow of a 
spear, 

Shot from behmd him, ran along the 
ground 

Sideways he started from the path, and 
saw. 

With pointed lance as if to pierce,'* ' 
shape, 

A light of armour by him flash, and i 
pass 

And vanish in the woods , and follow’d 
this. 

But all so blind in rage that unawares 
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He burst his hnce against a forest bough, 
Dishorsed himself, and rose again, and 
fled 

Far, till the castle of a King, the hall 
or Pellam, lichen-bearded, gnyly draped 
With streaming grass, appear’d, low-built 
but strong , 

The ruinous donjon as a knoll of moss, 

The battlement overtopt Miih ii-jtods, 

A home of bats, m every tower an owl 

Then spake the men of Pellam crying 
‘ Lord, 

VMiy wear ye this crown -royal upon 

shield’’ , , u f 

Said Balm ‘ For the fairest and the best 
Of ladies living gave me this to bear 
So stall’d his horse, and strode across the 

court, . e ^ t,. 

But found the greetings both of knignt 

and King 

Faint m the low dark hall of banquet 
Laid their green faces flat against the 

Sprays grated, and the tanker d boughs 

without , , , 

Whined in the wood , for all was hush d 

within, . , , 

Till when at feast Sir Garlon likewise 

‘ Why wear ye that crown-royal ?’ Balm 

said 1 t T 

‘The Queen we worship, Lancelot, , 

and all, ^ j 

As fairest, best and purest, gmn ® , 

To bear it ' ’ Such a sound (for Arthu 

Were hated strangers m the haiij 

IXIOpIvCS i.aw« elitf* 

The white swan-mother, sitting " 

A stensrkn* rasUo iW 

Made ^lon, hissing, then he sourly 

* Faitesri'*gnint her I hare seen , but 

Best, pS? (to. tan APhufs hall, 

and yet 


So simple ' hast thou ejes, oi if, are these 
So far besotted that they fail to see 
This fair wafe- worship cloaks a secret 
shame? , 

Truly, ye men of Arthur be but babes 

A goblet on the board bj Balm, boa d 
With holy Joseph’s legend, on his right 
Stood, all of massiest bronze one side 
had sea 

And ship and sail and angels blowing on 

And one was rough with wattling, and 
the walls 

Of that low church he built at Glaston 
burl 

This Balm graspt, but while m act to 

hurU , 

Thro’ memory of that token on 

Relax’d his hold ‘ I w ill be gentle he 

And pSg‘ gentle’ caught h.s hand 

Then fi3’ to Sir Garlon ‘Ejes have 1 
That saw m day the shadow of a spear. 
Shot from behind me, run along the 

Eyes to?Ta^i'long have watch’d how 
Lancelot draws 

From homage to the best and purest. 
Name, Shood, and a grace, but scantly 
mo, sutmg in thine own hall, canst 
To mou!h “so huge a foulness-to thv 
Me, me^rArthur’s Table Felon talk I 

Let be I no more ' 


But not the less b\ night 
The scorn of Garlon, poisoning all his 

Siuug dibbi”' 

dim thro’ leaves 

Blinkt the white morn, spraj-s grated, 
and old boughs 

mined tn the wood He rose, de 
scended, met 
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The scomer in the castle court, and fain. 

For hate md loathing, Mould ha\e past 
him by , 

But Mhen Sir Garlon utter’d mocking- 
Mise , 

‘What, Mear ye still that same crown- 
scandalous ? ’ 

His countenance blacken’d, and liis 
forehead \ems 

Bloated, and branch’d , and teanng out 
of sheath 

The brand, Sir Balm watli a fierj ‘ Ha ' 

So thou be shadow, here I make thee 
ghost,' 

Hard upon helm smote him, and the 
blade flew 

Sphntenng m six, and clinkt upon the 
stones 

Then Garlon, reelmg slowly backward, 
fell. 

And Balm b) the banneret of his helm 

Dragg’d him, and struck, but from the 
castle a cry 

Sounded across the court, and— men at- 
arms, 

A score wath pointed lances, niakinc: at 
him— 

He dash’d the pummel at the foremost 
face. 

Beneath a low door dipt, and made his 
feet 

Wings thro’ a glimmenng gallery, till lie 
mark’d 


Might echo, ran the counter path, and 
found 

His chaiger, mounted on him and away 

An arrow whizz’d to the right, one to 
the left. 

One oaerhead , and Pcllam’s feeble cry 

‘Stay, stay him ' he dcfiletli heaaenly 
things 

Witli earthly uses’ — made him qnicklj 
due 

Beneath the boughs, and race thro’ mam 
a mile 

Of dense and open, till his goodlj horse 

Arising wcanl) at a fallen oak. 

Stumbled headlong, and cast him face tc 
ground 

Half-wroth he had not ended, but all 
glad, 

Knighthke, to find his charger jet un 
lamed. 

Sir Balm drew the shield from off his neck. 

Stared at the priceless cognizance, and 
thought 

'I base shamed thee so that now thou 
shamest me. 

Thee will 1 bear no more,’ high on a 
branch 

Hung It, and turn’d aside into the woods, 

And tliere in gloom cast lumsdf all 
along. 

Moaning ‘ Mj violences, my violences 1 ’ 


The portal of King Pellam’s chapel w 
And inward to the wall , he stept behi 
Thence in a moment heard them i 
like wolves * 

Howhng but while he stared about 
snnne, 

In which he scarce could spj the Ch 
for Saints, 

Beheld before a golden altar he 

The longest lance his eyes had ever s< 

PusSd ‘^ereu 

Push d thro an open casement do 

lean d on it, 

r 1“ on eartl 

“ ’’X'ST’ * 

The blindfold rummage buned m the w 


But now the wholesome music of the 
wood 

Was dumb’d by one from out the hall of 
Mark 

A damsel-errant, w arbling, as she rode 

The woodland allejs, A^ivien, with her 
Squire. 

‘Thefire of Heai enhas kill’d the barren 
cold. 

And kindled all the plain and all the 
wold 

^onf ever pushes ofi" the old 

The fire of Heaien is not the flame of 
Hell 

‘ Old pnest, who mumble worship in 
your quire— 
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Old monk tmd nun, je scorn the world’s 
desire. 

Yet in jour frosty cells ye feel the fire » 

The fire of Heaven is not the flame of 
Hell 

*lhe fire of Hea\cn is on the dusty 
nap 

The wipide blossoms open to the blaze. 

The whole wood world is one full peal 
of praise. 

The fire of Heaaen is not the flame of 
Hell 

' The fire of Heaa en is lord of all things 1 
good, 

And starve not thou this fire watliin thy 
blood. 

But follow Vivien thro' the fiery flood • 

The fire of Heaaen is not the flame of 
llelll’ 

Then turning to her Squire ‘ This fire 
of Heaven, 

This old sun*worship, boy, will nse i^in. 

And beat the cross to earth, and break 
the King 

And all his Table.' 

Then they reach’d a glade, 

WTiere under one long lane of cloudless 
air 

Before another wood, the royal crowai 

Sparkled, and sw a} mg upon a restless elm 

Drew the vague glance of Vivien, and her 
Squire , 

Amazed were these , ‘ Lo there ' she 
cried — ‘a crown — 

Borne by some high lord -prince of 
Arthur’s hall. 

And there a horse ' the nder ? where is 
he^ 

See, yonder lies one dead withm the 
wood 

Not dead , he stirs ' — ^but sleeping I 
will speak 

Hail, royal knight, we break on thy sweet 
rest. 

Not, doubtless, all uneam’d by noble 
deeds 


But bounden art thou, if from Arthur’s 
hall. 

To help the weak. Behold, I fly from 
shame, 

A lustful King, who sought to win mv 
love ^ 

Thro’ evil wavs the knight, with whom 
I rode. 

Hath suffer'd misadventure, and my 
squire 

Hath m him small defence , but thou 
Sir Pnnee, 

Wilt surelj guide me to the wamor King, 

Arthur the blameless, pure as any maid. 

To get me shelter for my maidenhood 

I charge thee by that crown upon thy 
shield, 

And by the great Queen's name, anse 
and hence * 

And Balm rose, ‘ Thither no more ' 
nor Pnnee 

Nor knight am I, but one that hath 
defamed 

The cognizance she gave me here I 
dwell 

Savage among the savage woods, here 
die — 

Die let the wolves’ black maws en- 
sepulchre 

Tlicir brother beast, whose anger was his 
lord 

O me, that such a name as Guinevere’s, 

Which our high Lancelot hath so lifted 
up, 

And been thereby uplifted, sliould thro’ 
me. 

My vaolence, and my villainy, come to 
shame ’ 

Thereat she suddenly laugh’d and 
slinll, anon 

Sigh’d all as suddenly Said Balm to her 

‘ Is this thy courtesy — ^to mock me, ha ? 

Hence, for I will not wath thee.’ y^ain 
she sigh’d 

‘Pardon, sw'eet lord I we maidens often 
laugh 

When sick at heart, when rather we 
should weep 
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T knew tlice wrong’d. I brake upon thj 
tesc, 

And now full lo'h am I to breal thy 
aream, 

But thou art man, and canst abide a truth, 

Tho’ bitter Hither, bo} — and mark 
me well 

Dost thou remember at Cnerlcon once — 

A jear ago— nay, then I love thee not — 

\j, thou reinemberest %.ell — one summer 
daw n — 

8y the great tower — Caerleon upon 
Usk— 

Nay truly ne were hidden this fur 
lord, 

The flower of al' their vestal knighthood, 
kne't 

'n amorous homage — knelt — what else? 
— O ay 

•Cnelt, and drew down trem out his , 
night-black hair 

And mumbled that white hand whose ' 
ring d caress 

Had wander’d from her own King’s 
golden head, 

And lost lUelf in darkness, till she 
cned — 

I thought the great tower would crash 
down on both — 

’•Rise, my sweet King, and kiss me on 
the lips. 

Thou art my King " This lad, whose 
lightest word 

Is mere white truth m simple nakedness. 

Saw them embrace he reddens, cannot 
speak, 

So bashful, he 1 but all the maiden Saints, 

The deathless mother maidenhood of 
Heaven, 

Cry out upon her Up then, nde with 
me 1 

Talk not of shame 1 thou canst not, an 
thou would’st. 

Do these more shame than these have 
done themselves ’ 


She lied with ease, but horror-stneken 
he. 

Remembering thatdark bower at Camclot, 

Preathed in a dismal whisper • It is truth ’ 


Sunnily she smiled ‘ And even m this 
lone wood, 

Sweet lord, ye do right well to vhispet 
this 

Fools prate, and pensh traitors - Woods 
have tongues, 

As walls have cars* hut thou shall go 
with me. 

And wc wall speak at first exceeding 
low 

Meet is It the good King be not deceived. 

See now, I set thee high on vantage 
ground. 

From whence to watch the time, and 
eagle like 

Stoop at thy will on Lancelot and the 
Queen ’ 

She ceased , his eval spint upon him 
leapt, 

lie ground his teeth together, sprang 
with a yell, 

Tore from the branch, and cast on earth, 
the shield. 

Drove his mail’d heel athwart the royal 
crow n, 

St impt all into defacement, hurl’d it from 
him 

Among the forest weeds, and cursed the 
talc. 

The told of, and the teller 

That weird yell, 

Unearthlier than all shnek of bird or 
beast, 

Thrill’d thro’ the woods , and Balan 
lurking there 

(His quest was unaccomplish’d) heard 
and thought 

‘ The scream of that V/ood-deval I came 
to quell I ’ 

Then nearing * Lo ’ he hath slam some 
broiher-kmght. 

And tramples on the goodly shield to 
show 

His loathing of our Order and the Queen 

My quest, meseems, is here Or deval 
or man 

Guard thou thine head ’ Sir Balm spake 
not word. 
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R-l «Tiatch'd a smddt.n bicUlci from the . *Lt\c cn, Sir Boj,’ she cned, *2 
SqatTc, . belter pnze 

Ard \-uUeii on his ho*'-e, '^nd so tht) i The Imnij dog than the dead lion awa>< 
cra,'h d | 1 cnnnoi brook to gaze upon the dead ’ 

In on'tt, and Ktrg I'd ant’s ho’) spear, ! 1 hen leapt her palfre) o’er the fallen oak. 
Repute! to Iv: rexl nilh stnli-** blool, And bounding forward ‘Leave them to 
Redden’d rt one,, wi’h sinful, for tin. ih- wolves’ 

}ioini 

Across ti c ma’di.n shield o'” 1 alan pnek d i but w hen thur foreheads felt the cool 
Tlie Irti’v tk to the f edi ; a,id Balm's . ing air, 

ho^s^ Balm first v\ ol c, and seeing that true face, 

Was weansd to the tiealh, and, when , 1 amihar up from cradle time, so wan, 

the) cKsh d , Crawl’d slowlj wath low moans to where 

Rolling l»cl upon Balm, crush d the man he laj , 

Inward, and ti’ner fJl, and swoon'd \nd on his d>ing b'other cast himself 
»v , Dving , and /n lifted faint ejes , he felt 

[ One near him , all at once they found iht 


Then to her Squiss lauitcr’d the ‘ 

damsel “Fttob’ ! 

ThiS fellow hath wrought some foulness I 
a ith h's Queen • 

nise ne»er hai he borne her crown, nor 
raw! 

And lb,is foam o o.ur ai a rival ramc 

But thou. Sir Chick, .hat scare, hast 
broken «h Jl, 

Art jut half.) oik, not even come to ' 
do n — 

Who never sawest C''crle.'n upon Usk — j 

And jet Irst often ple-.’td for m> love — . 

‘'cc what 1 see, be thou where I have , 
been, ! 

Or else Sir Chick — dismount and loose 
their carr]ucs 

I fain would know what manner of men , 
Ihev Ik, * 

And when the Squire had loosed them, 
‘Coorlly J — look ' 

They might have cropt Uiem)aaad flower 
of Maj , 

And butt lach other here, like brainless 
bulls, 

Dead for one heifer 1 ’ 

Then the gentle Squire 

•1 hold them bapp), so the) died for 
love 

And, Vivien, tho’ jc beat me like >our 

I toe cou*W die, as now I live, for thee.’ . 


world. 

Stating wild-wide , then wath a childlike 
tail, 

\nd draving down the dim disastrous 
brow 

That o’er him hung, he kiss’d it, moan’d 
and spake , 

* 0 Balm, Balm, I that fam had died 

To save th) life, have brought thee to thy 
death 

WTiy had >c not the shield I knew? and 
why 

Trampled >c thus on that which bare the 
Crown ?’ 

Then Balm told him brokenly, and in 
gTsps. 

All that had chanced, and Balan moan’d 
again 

‘Brother, I dwell .a day in Pellam’s 
hall 

Tins Garlon mock’d me, but I heeded 
not 

And one said “ Eat in peace ’ a liar is he, 

And bates thee for the tribute I” this 
good knight 

Told me, that twice a wanton damsel 
came, 

And sought for Garlon at the castle gates. 

Whom Pellam drove away with holy 
heat. 
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r well belie\e this damsel, and the one 

Who stood beside thee even nov’, the 
same. 

" She dwells among the woods ” he said 
“ and meets 

And dallies watli him m the Mouth of 
Hell ” 

Foul are their lives , foul are tlieir hpe , 
they lied 

Pure as our own true Mother is our 
Queen ' 

‘ O brother ’ answer’d Balm ‘ woe is 
me ' 

M> madness all tliy hfe has been thy 
doom, 

Thy curse, and darken’d all thy oay , 
and now 

The night has come I scarce can see 
thee now 

Goodnight ' for we shall never bid again 

Goodmorrow— Dark mj doom was here, 
and daik 

It will be there I see tfee now no 


For he that always bare in biltei 
grudge 

The slights of Arthur and his Table, Mark 
The Qimish King, had heard a wandering 
voice, 

A nunstrel of Caerleg n bj strong storm 
Blown into shelter atTintagil, saj 
That out of naked knightlike punty 
Sir Lancelot wor shipt no unmar ked gi^) 
"SutthegreatQueen herself, fou^t inhM 
name, 

Sware by her — vows like theirs, that high 
m heaven 

Love most, out neither many, nor are 
given 

In mamage, angels of our Lord's report 

He ceased, and then — for Vivien 
sweetly said 

(She sat beside the banquet nearest Mark), 
‘ And is the fair example follow’d, Sir, 
In Arthur’s household?’— answer’d mno 
I cently : 


more 

I would not mine again should darken 
thme. 

Goodnight, true brother ’ 


Balan answer’d low 
Goodnight, true brother here ' good 
morrow there 1 

We two were bom together, and we 
die 

Together by one doom . ’ and while he 
spoke 

Closed his datli diowsing eyes, and slept 
the sleep 

With Balm, either lock’d in cither’s arm 
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A STOPM was coming, but the 
were still, 
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‘ A>, by some few — truly — ^youths 
that hold 

It more beseems the perfect virgin knight 
To worship woman as true wife be 3 onJ 
All hopes of gaming, than as maiden gin 
They place their pnde in Lancelot and 
the Queen. 

So passionate for an utter punty 
Beyond the limit of their bona, are these 
For Artliur bound them not to singleness 
Brave hearts and clean 1 and yet — God 
guide them— young ’ 


Then Mark was half m heart to hurl 
his cup 

Straight at the weaker, but forbore he 
rose 

To leave the hall, and, Vivien following 
him. 

Turn’d to her • ‘ Here are snakes within 
the grass ; 

And you methmks, O Vmen, save ye fear 

Itie monlush manhood, and the mask of 

tv 

" ^ this court, can stir them till they 

sting’ 
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And Vivien answer’d, smiling scom- 
full}, 

‘Why fear? because that foster’d at thy 
court 

I savour of thj — virtues ^ fear them ? no 
As Lo\e, if Lo\e be perfect, casts out 

So Hate, if Hate be perfect, casts out 
fear 

My father died in battle against the King, 
My mother on his corpse in open field , 
She bore me there, for bom from death 
was T 

-\mong the dead and sown upon the 
wind — 

A.nd then on thee ’ and shown the truth 
betimes. 

That old trae filth, and bottom of the w ell, 
WTiereTmth is hidden Gracious lessons 

And maxims of the mud ' “ This Art ur 

Great Nature thro’ the flesh herself hath 

made , 

Ones him the he ' There is no being 

Mj ch^b’, saith not Holy Wnt the 

If I were Arthur, I would haie thy bloocL 
Thy blessing, stainless King' I bnng 
thee back, , , 

When I have farced out their burrow 

The he'arts of all this Order in mine 

Ay— so that fate and craft and folly clos^ 
Perchance, one curl of Arthur’s go 

To me this nanoyv ^izzl^-fork- 
Is cleaner-fashion’d — Well, I love 
first. 

That warps the vnt ’ 

Loud laugh’d the 
But Vivien, into Camelot steahi^. 

Low in the city, and on a , 

When Guinevere was crossing 

Cast hemdf down, knelt to the Queen, 
and wail’d 


‘Why kneel ye there? What evil have 
ye wrought? 

Rise ' ’ and the damsel bidden nse arose 
And stood with folded hands and down 
ward eyes 

Of glancing comer, and all meekly said, 
’None wrought, but suffei’d much, an 
orphan maid ' 

My father died in battle for thy Ki°S« 

My mother on his corpse — in open field, 

Thesadsea sounding wastes of Lyonesse— 

Poor wretch — ^no friend ' — and now by 
Mark the ICing 

For that small charm of feature mine, 
pursued — 

If any such be mine — ^I fly to thee 
Save, save me thou — ^Woman of women 

thine , , 

The wreath of beauty, thine the crown of 

Be thinrthrbalm of pity, O Heaven’s 
own white 

Earth-angel, stainless bride of stainless 

Hdp, fw he follows ' take me to thyself 
O yneld me shelter for mine innocency 
Among thy maidens '’ ' 

Here her slow sweet eye '' 
Fear-tremulous, but humbly hopeful, rose 

who stood 

All ghttOTng hke May su^June on May 

In greened gold, and plumed with green 

‘ Peace, "^diiW'' of overpraise and over- 

We choS”the last Our noble Arthur, 

YescaiS^can overpraise, will hear and 

Ifay— w^Sieve all evil of thy hlarh— 
Well, we shall tet thee farther , but this 

We nde a-hawking wnth Sir Lan“^ , 

Se fath given us a fair falcon which he 

We go^S'prove it Bide ye here the 
while.’ 
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She past , and Vinen murmur’d after 
•Go' 

I bide the while ’ Then thro’ the portal- 
arch 

Peenng askance, and muttering hroken- 
iMse, 

As one that labours with an e\ il dream. 

Beheld the Queen and Lancelot get to 
horse 

‘ Is that the Lancelot ? goodly — ay, but 
gaunt 

Courteous — amends for gauntness — takes 
her hand — 

That glance of theirs, but for the street, 
had been 

A clinging kiss — how hand lingers in 
hand ' 

Let go at last • — they nde away — to hank 

For waterfowl Kojaller game is mine 

For such a supersensual sensual bond 

As that graj cricket durpt of at our 
hearth — 

Touch flax w iih flame — a glance will serve 
— the liars • 

Ah little rat that borest in the dyke 

Thy hole bj night to let the boundless 
deep 

Down upon far-off aties while thej 
dance — 

Or dream — of thee they dream’d not 

nor of me 

hut each of either nde, and 
dream 

The mortal dream that never 3et was 
mine — 

Ride, nde and dream until ye wake to 

me 1 


' She IS too noble ’ he said * to check at 
pies. 

Nor will she rake there is no baseness 
in her ’ 

Here when the Queen demanded *is b) 
chance 

‘Knov ye the stranger woman?’ ‘Let 
her be,’ 

Said Lancelot and unhooded casting off 

The goodly falcon free , she tower’d 
her bells. 

Tone under tone, shrill’d , and thq liftea 
up 

Their eager faces, wondenng at the 
strength, 

Boldness and rojal knighthood of the bird 

Who pounced her quany’ and slew it 
Man) a time 

As once — of old — among the flowers — 
they rode 

But Vivien half-forgotten of the Queen 

Among her damsels broidenng sat, beard, 
watch d 

And whisper’d thro’ the peaceful court 
she crept 

And whisper d then as Arthur m the 
highest 

Leaven’d the world, so Vivien in the 
lowest, 

Arriving at a time of golden rest, 

And sowing one ill hint from ear to ear. 

While all the heathen lay at Arthur’s feet 

And no quest earner but all was joust and 
phy. 

Leaven d his ball Thej heard and let 
her be 


Then, narrow court and lubber King, 
farewell 1 ^ 

For Lancelot will be gracious to the rat. 
And our wise Queen, if knowing that I 
know, 

Will hate, loathe, fear— but honour me 
the more ’ 


Yet while they rode together down 
plun, 

^eir talk was all of training, terms of; 
D et and seeling, jesses, leash and lui 


Thereafter as an enem) that has left 
Death in the hving waters, and with- 
drawn. 

The wily V ivien stole from Arthur’s court 

She hated all the kmghts, and heard in 
thought 

Their lavish comment when her name 
was named 

For once, when Arthur w’llking all alone, 
V^t at a rumour issued from herself 
Of some corruption crept among his 
Linghts, 
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Had met her, Vi\nen, being greeted fair. 
Would fiin base wrought upon his cloudy 
mood 

With reverent ejes mock-loj'al, shaken 
\oicc, 

And flutter’d adoration, and at last 
WiUi dark sweet hints of some who 
prized him more 

Than who should pnze him mostj at 
which the King 

Had gazeil upon her blanklj and gone bj 
But one had watch d, and had not hdd 
his peace . 

It made the laughter of an afternoon 
lhat Viticn should attempt the blameless 
King 

And after that, she set herself to gain 
Him, the most famous man of all those 
limes, 

Merlin, v ho knew the range of all their 
arts. 

Had built the King his havens, ships, 
and halls, 

Was also Bard, and knew tlie starry 
hca\ens , 

The people call’d him Wizard , whom at 
first 

She play’d about w'lth slight and sprightly 
talk, , 

And viMd smiles, and faintly-venom tl 
points 

Of slander, glancing here and grazing 
there , , 

And yielding to his kindlier moods, the 
Seer , 

Would watch her at her petulance, and 

pl'lJTy 

Es’n when ’they seem’d unloveable, and 
laugh , 

As those that watch a kitten , thus e 

Tolerant of what he half disdain’d, and 

Perceiving that she was but half disdain d. 
Began to break her sports with graver nts. 
Turn red or pale, would often when t ey 

met , 

Sigh fully, or all-silent gaze upon him 
With such a fixt devotion, that the oia 
man. 


Tho’ doubtful, felt the flattery, and at 
times 

Would flatter his own w ish m age for love. 
And half believe her true .for thus at 
times 

He w as er’d , but that other clung to him, 
Fixt in her will, and so the seasons went 

Then fell on Merlin a great melancholy , 
He walk’d with dreams and darkness, 
and he found 
A doom that eier poised itself to fall. 

An ever-moaning battle in the mist. 
World war of dying flesh against the life, 
Death in all life and lying in all lo\e. 

The meanest having power upon the 
highest. 

And the high purpose broken by the 
worm 

So leaving Arthur’s court he gain’d the 
beach , 

'There found a little boat, and slept into 
And Vivien follow’d, but he mark’d her 

She took the helm and he the sail , the 

boat , 

Drave with a sudden wind across the 

deeps. 

And touching Breton sands, they dis 
embark’d 

And then she follow’d Merlin all he wy, 
Ev’n to the wild woods of Broceliande 
For Merlin once had told her of a charm. 
The which if any wrought on anyone 
With woven paces and wjtfc 
The man so wrought on dver seem d to he 
ClosS in the four walls of a hollow tower, 
?rom which was no escape Tor evermore 
And none could find that man for ever 

Nor coSdhc see but him who wTought 
the charm , . 

!.fnkd"«s?an?n^me and 

And Vmen ever sought to woih the 

Upon fe^tEnehunterot the T.me 
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As fancying that her glory w ould be great 
According to his greatness whom slie 
quench’d 

There laj she all her length and kiss’d 
his feet, 

As if in deepest reverence and in love 
A twist of gold was round her hair, a 
robe 

Of samite without price, that more exprest 
Than hid her, clung about her lissome 
limbs, 

In colour like the satin-shining palm 
Onsallowsin the wind> gleams of iMarch 
And while she kiss d them, cryins;, 
‘Trample me. 

Dear feet, that 1 have follow’d thro’ the 
world. 

And I wall pay jou worship , tread me 
dowai 

And I wall kiss you for it ,’ he was mute 
So dark a forethought toll’d about his 
brain, 

^ on a dull day m an Ocean cave 
rhe blind wave feeling round his long 
sea-hall 

In silence wherefore, when she lifted up 
A face of sad appeal, and spake and said, 

“S'""! 

O Merlin, do ye love me?’ and once 
more, 

‘Great Master, do ye love me?' he was 
mute 

And lissome Vivaen, holding by his heel, 
Writhed toward him, slided up his knee 
and sat. 

Behind his ankle twined her hollow feet 

klung like a snake, and letting her le 
hand 

Mnrt? shoulder, as a lea 

^elistsof suehabeard asyouth goneot 

said 

— e n>ost, Aay^least,’.nnd Vivien' ar 
swer’d quick, “ 

in Arthur’s arras hall at Camelot 


I But neither eyes nor tongue— O stupid 
I child 1 

Yet you art wise who say ity let me thral 
Silence is w isdoni 1 am silent then, 
And ask no kiss then adding all at once, 
‘And lo, I clothe myself with wasdom, 
drew 

The vast and shaggy- mantle of his beard 
Across her neck and bosom to her knee, 
And call’d hersclf^a g ilded summer fly ^ 
Caught in a great jSd tv rant spitler^s w eb. 
Who meant to 'eat her up in that vnl q 
wood 

Without one word So Vivien call'd 
herself. 

But rather seem’d a lov cly bijlefplj^. 
Veil’d in gray vapour, till he^dly 
smiled 

‘To what request for what strange boon,’ 
he said, 

‘ Are these y our pretty tncks and fpolaries, 
O Vivien, the preamble? yet my ihrtiks. 
For these hav c broken up my melancholy ’ 

And Vivaen answer’d smiling saucily, 
‘What, O my Master, have ye found 
your voice? 

Ibid the stranger welcome Thanks at 
last ' 

But yesterday you never open’d lip, 
Except indeed to drink no cup had we 
In mine owai lady palms I cull’d the 
spnng 

That gather’d tnckling dropwisc from 
the cleft. 

And made a pretty cup of both my hands 
And offer’d you it kneeling then you 
drank 

And knew no more, nor gave me one 
poor word , 

O no more thanks tnan might a goat have 
given 

^^Jth no more sign of reverence than a 
beard 

And when we halted at that other well, 

I w-as faint to swooning, and you lay 
oot-gilt with all the blossom-dust of 
those 

Deep meadows we had traversed, did 
you know 
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Tli'it VjT!*-i b'trw fcs» l->:fo'C ber 
■\ra }e' r** ^n2 iu *Vo' *’i « 

wHi* Wfi-'i 

Ajt ! ”«! tS =; *1 tri'^ I foT I’-'d roJ - | 

IJwn, -iji, £5'(.rc bch-- j, o^c roi ■f' 

How It'd I W’r*rc:<i joir 3‘« nrc 

Bj'. 5t:d’ *• t tCT'ce i? mofff tVn 
I’to ’ 

And loc^‘d I ts ! nd in he*'? 

ar * 

‘O <liJ yc rexe* lie npn** l*'e ? 'O'c, 

Ard •naic'i ire cerl'd whl'c of *cc con"'^ 
nire 

G*iSs’d n 1 e slirjic^ ?er'l le'b'c ii 

Et r «• ;h a wax c, 1 a ro «o rkv^-rible, 
Hartv .c ti'" r’is? of ■•o 'Cp'fc'jq-'ol irooil. 
Had r fo' tirce d',.'* ^ecn, ’eedx to Ml 
And then I ro«; ar ! Te-i front Ar ’’u-s 
c<r R 

To b'cak the '"ood Vou folio v d me 
xs>*a 5 V * 1 ; 

'-r.d when 1 lon\’6, and sax'- xoa foiior* 
hg 5 ill, 

'dy Kind iniiolxcd joarself the ncares* 
thing 

Ir tea’ r Td-irisl ^ for 'hall I tel' yo^ 
trn’h’ 

Voa aexm’d the* x> a’-c abo it to b'eal upon 
me 

And sweep me from rij hold npoa tnc 
wo-'d. 

My CSC nrd na^'c and faine. oarp'raon, 

Yonr firett^, sports Ijtc D-igntena nii 
agmn 

Ard ash joar boon, for boon I oac jon 
thnee, 

Oree for w rong done j oa by confusion, 
next , , , 

Trjr tliaal^s it seems till noxv neg'cc'^’* 
las* , 

Ttr there j o^r dainty gambols, where ore 

*i?lc * 

And tahe this boon so strange ana not so 
strange.* 


I .\nd Vivien answer d smilmg moum- 
! fully 

I * O no* so Etr-nge ■’s mj long asking it, 
Xot yet so s range as you jonrself are 
5* 'urge, 

'%or half 'o s*ruige as that dark mood of 
jours 

I cxer fenrd je were not wholly mine; 
An'l see, yourself haxe oxvn’d ye did me 
xxTong 

Tlie peop’e call yon p’-ophet let it be 
Bat rot of t''o:e that can expound them 
'elves 

Take \’ixaen for expounder ; she will call 
That xhrcc-da^-b long presageful gloom of 
yo.irs 

No presage, but the 'axne mistrustful mood 
That makes you seem less noole than 
jour-elf, 

\Vhe-'.ver I naxs as.v’d this very boon, 
Now osl ’d again for see yon not, dear 
loxe, 

Thai such a mood as tnat which lately 
gloom d 

Your fancy when ye saw me folloxnng 
vou. 

Must m-’kc ne fear e*i11 more you are not 
mine, 

I Must make me xcam still more to pro.e 
you mine. 

And make me xxnsn s’lll more to learn 
this charm 

Of woven paces and of vraving hands, 

A.S p'oof of trasu O Merlin, teach it me 
The charm so taught wall charm us both 
to rest. 

For, grant me some sbght power npon 
your fate, 

I feeling that you felt me xvorthy trust, 
Should TKt and let you rest, knowing yon 
mine 

And therefore be as great as ye are named, 
No* muSed round xnth selfish reticence 
How hard you look and how denymgly ' 
O, if you think this wnckeaness in me. 
That I should prove it on you unawares, 
Tnat makes me passing wrathful ; then 
osK bond 

Had best be loosed for ever * bu^ think 
< or not, 
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By Heaven that hears 1 tell jou the clean 
truth, 

As clean as blood of babes, as white as 
milk 

O Merlin, may this earth, if ever I, 

If these unnatty nandenng wits of mine, 
Ev’n in the jumbled rubbish of a dream. 
Have tript on such conjectural treachery — 
May this hard earth cleave to the Nadir 
hell 


Made answer, either eyelid wet with tears 
‘Nay, Master, be not wrathful with your 
' maid , 

Caress her let her feel herself forgiven 
Who feels no heart to ask another boon 
I think ye hardly know the tender rhyme 
Of “ trust me not at all or all in all ” 

I heard the great Sir Lancelot sing it once, 
And It shall answ'er for me Listen to it 


Doivn, down, and close again, and nip 
me flat. 

If I be such a traitress Yield my boon, 
Till which I scarce can yield you all 1 am , 
And grant my re reiterated wish. 

The great proof of your love because I 
think. 

However wise, ye hardly know me yet ’ 


And Merlin loosed his hand from hers 
and said, 

‘ I never was less wise, however wise. 
Too curious Vivien, tho’ you talk of trust, 
Than when I told you first of such a 
charm 

Yea, if ye talk of trust I tell you this. 
Too much I trusted when I told you that, 
And stirr’d this vice in you which ruin’d 
man 


Thro w Oman the first hour , for howsoe’er 
^ c'lriousness be well. 
Who have to learn themselves and all the 
world, 

^ you, that are no child, for still I find 
Your face is practised when I spell the 
lines, 

I call It,— well, I will not call it vice 
Hut since you name yourself the summer 

T 

I well could wish a cobweb for the gnat, 
®®‘\f.^e=‘tenback, and beaten back 
Settles, till one could yield for weanness 
But since I will not yield to gi. e you power 
Upon my hfe ^nd use and name Md fame, 

Yea,byGodsrood,Itrustedyoutoomuch ’ 


tenderest-hearted 

That ever bided tryst at village stile. 


} “ In Love, if Love be Love, if Love 

I be ours. 

Faith and unfaith can ne’er be equal 
j powers 

Unfaith in aught is want of faith m all ' 

L 

» “ Il>s the little nft within thejute, 

jThat by and by will make themusicjmute, 
I And ever widening slowly silence ^ 

I “ The little nfl within the lover’s lute 
j Or little pitted speck in garner’d fruit, 

I That rotting inward slowly moulders all. 

“ It IS not worth the keeping let it go 
But shall It ? answer, darling, answer, no 
{And trust me not at all or aU in all ” 

O Master, do ye love my tender rhyme?’ 

And Merlin look’d and half believed 
her true. 

So tender w as her voice, so fair her face. 
So sweetly gleam’d her eyes behind her 
tears ~ 

Like sunlight on the plain behind a 
shower 

And yet he answer’d half indignantly 

‘ Far other was the song that once 1 
heard 

By this huge oak, sung nearly where we sit 
For here w’e met, some ten or twelve of us. 
To chase a creature that was current then 
In these wild w oods, the hart with golden 
horns 

It was the time when first the question 
rose 

About the founding of a Table Round, 
that was to be, for love of God and men 
And noble deeds, the flower of all the 
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And each incited c''ch to nohlc deeds 
And iMiile ■we w'lted, one, the sotirgesl 
of ns. 

We conn not Keep him silent, out he 
fish’d. 

And into such a <ong, such fue for finic. 
Such trumpet Wowmqs in it, cn ning down 
To such 1 stern '■nd uon-clishng clo=e, 
Tin* ■whin he stopt -vie lo-’gd to hntl 
together. 

And should hi\c done it, but the lieiu 
leous be.isl 

Scared b. the mice i pstarlcd at our feet, 
And hue a s.hc snadon shpl away 
Tliro’ the d.m land , -nd all daj long -we 
rode 

Thro’ the oim land against a ruhing 
wind, 

That glo*inus roundel echoing in our 

CTS, 

And chaseil the na'hes of Lis golden horns 
UnUl lhe\ aan>«’' d b) the faira well 
That hug.is at iron —as ourwamors did— 
here chilarun erst thcr pins and nail«, 
and crj, 

“Laugh, lutlewclP” but toudi it mtli 
a sword, 

It buucs ficrcelj round tbc point and 
there 

Wc lost him such - noble song was that 
Bat, Vi%aen when j ou sang me that sweet 
rhjme, 

I felt as ti'o’ you Knew tin' cursed charm, 
Were prosing it on me, and that 1 1”} 
And felt them '^lowh ebbing, name and 
fame.’ 


* “^ly name, once mine, now- thine, is 
closclicr mine. 

Tor fame, could fame be mine, that fame 
were thme, 

And shame, could shame be thine, that 
shame were mine 

So trust me not at all or all m all ” 


* Says she not v ell ? and there is more 
— this rhyme 

Is hkc the fair pearl -necklace of the 
Queen, 

That burst in dancing, and the pearls 
were spilt , 

Some lost, some stolen, some as relics 
kept 

Rut nesermore the same two sister pearl® 

Ran dowai the silken thread to lass each 
other 

On her white neck — so is it with this 


rhime 

It lues di®per:edly m many hands, 

\nd cicry mirstrcl sings it difiercntlj , 
Yet is there one true line, the pearl of 
pearls 

“Man dreams of Fame ■while woman 
wakes to love.” 

A'ea * Lose, tho’ Lo'C were of the gross- 


est, carves 

portion from the solid present, rats 
nd uses, careless of the rest , but Fame, 


id what is Fame in life buthalf-disfame, 
,d counteichanged with darkness? ye 
yourself 


And Vivaca answer’d smiling mourn- 
fully 

‘O nine ha%e ebb’d aw’y for cvwmore. 
And all thro’ followang joj to this wild 
wood, 

Rccause I sa^ you sad, to comfort 5 ou 
Lo now, what hearts have men! they 
never mount , 

As high as woman in her selfless moo 
And touching fame, howe’er ye scorn my 
cong, , , . 

Tal'e one ■verse more — the lady spea r 
— (his ♦ 


smce”yc seem Uie Mastw of all 
cr fain would make you Master of all 
vace.’ 

nd Merlin lock’d his hand m hers and 

said, , 

,ncc was looking for a magic weed, 

, found a fair young squire who sat 

I ca^crhimself a knightly shield of 

wood, , 

[ then was painting on it fancied arms, 
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Azure, nn Eagle rising or, the Sun 
In dexter chief, the scroll “I follow 
fime " 

And speaking not, but leaning o\er him, 
I took his brush and blotted out the bird, 
And made a Gardener putting m a graff. 
With th's for motto, “ Rather use than 
fame ” 

You should ha\e seen him blush, but 
afterwards 

lie made a stalwart knight O Vi\ien. 

1 or jou, methinl s jou think jou lo\e me 
well. 

For me, I lose jou somewhat , rest and 
Lose 

Should base some rest and pleasure in 
himself. 

Not escr be too curious for a boon, 

Too prunent for a proof against the grain 
Of him ye saj je lose but Fame ssiih 
men. 

Being but ampler means to sersc man 
kind, 

Should have small rest or pleasure in 
herself, 

But work os sassal to the larger love, 
That ds arfs tlie petty lose of one to one 
Use gave me Fame at first, and hamc 
again 

Increasing gase me use Lo, there mj 
boon I 

What other ? for men sought to prose me 
sale. 

Because I fain had given them greater 
wits 

And then did Ens^ call me Desil’s son 
The sick sveak beast seeking to help her 
self 

By striking at her better, miss’d, and 
brought 

Her osvn clasv back, and svounded her 
osvn heart 

’ Ssveet were the days svhen I svos all un- 
knosvn, 

I But when my name was lifted up, the 
f storm ^ 

‘ Brake on the mountain and I cared not 
\ for It 

; Right svell know I that Fame is half- 

’ disfame, 

\ 


Yet needs must ssork mj svorL That 
o‘licr fame. 

To one at le.TSt, who hath not children, 
vague, 

T he cackle of flic unborn alwul the grave, 
I cared not for it a 'ingle misty star. 
Which IS the second m a line of sian 
J hit seem a sword licneath a bell of three, 
I never g-’-cd upon it but I dreamt 
Of some s ast charm concluded in that 'tar 
1 o make fame nothing A\ htrcforc, if I 
fc-r, 

Giving JOU power upon me thro* tins 
charm, 

l*hat JOU might plaj me falsely, having 
imwcr, 

IIowLver V ell je think jc lose me now 
1 (As sons of 1 mgs losing m pupilage 
Have turn’d to tjrant' when they came 
lo power) 

T rather dread the loss of use than fame: 
If JOU — and not 'omucli ‘romssackedne'v 
As some wild turn of anger, or a mood 
Of overstrain’d affection, it maj he, 

1 o keep me all to j oiir ow n self, — or cbe 
A sudden spurt of woman’s jealousy,*— 
bliould trj this clnnn on whom je saj yt 
lose ’ 

And Vivien answcFd smiling as in 
wrath 

‘Have 1 not sworn’ I am not trusted. 
Good ’ 

Well, hide it, hide it , I shall find it out, 
And being found take heed of Vivien 
A vs Oman and not trusted, doubtless 1 
Might feel some sudden turn of anger born 
Of jour misfaith , and jour fine epithet 
Is accurate too, for this full love of mine 
W ithout the full heart back maj meritss ell 
Your term of overstrain’d So used as I, 
My daily wonder is, I lose at all 
And os to woman’s jcaloii^, O why not? 

0 to what end, except a jealous one, , 
And one lo make me jealous if I lose. 
Was this fur charm ms ented by yourself? 

1 sscll believe that all about this world 
Ye cage a buxom captive here and there, 
Closed in the four walls of a hollow' tower 
From which is no escape for evermore ’ 
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Tiicn tl’c (jic-t ^la^’cr mcmlj inswcrd 
her * 

‘Full n.nnj a lf> t m lovir" %ojtn 

tjiirc , 

I needed iuci no ch“ir.r.to ketp them i one 
Blit yoj'h and lo\e ; vm iha* fUl heart 
of j o ire 

Whereof ye prattle, may i oi\ asiuic jou 

Jt'.tlC* 

So hre uncharm J I'o' tho^c who 
anoj^hUt fr". 

The avnet i-- partcil from the nard iha 
wavcfx. 

Ti’C feel \mmorti*ii.d fioa' their an! le- 
lx>nes 

Wlopactx'it acccVck hat wall ye heat 
Inc legend as in [pic'don for jour rhyme’ 

‘Tliercl.vcd akirgm the mo', Eastern 

Less old tkan I, ytl olocr, fo' mj h’ood 
Hath cjncsl 111 1» of far sp'ings to be 
\ tawny pirate ‘'nchor d in his port, 
tSTiose bar) h’d plunder d twenty name 
less isl.s , 

And passing one, at the high peep o 
dawai, 

lie saw U.O cities m a thousand boats 
\ll fsghlipg for •’ woman on the ^ta, 

Ann panning h s black craft among them 

He lightly scatter’d theirs and brought 
her off, , 

\\ nh loss of half his people , 

A maid sosaiocdi so whut, so „ 

They smd r light came from her when she 

mostd 111,., 

And since the pir>tc would not yacld he 

up. 


The King'impalcd him for ^ 'j^ 
Then made her Queen bat tho,c 
nurtured cj cs , 

Waged such unwilling tho’ 

On all the youth, they sicken d , 

And arSic "waned, for magnet -like she 

ITic rusuest iron of old fighters' heijts 
And beasts tliemschcs would i P 
cameU knelt 


UiiliudLn, and the brutes of mountain 
h’ck 

That cany kings in castles, bow 'd black 
knees 

Of homage, ringing with then serpent 
hands, 

To m-’l e her smile, her golden ankle-bells 
Wliat wonder, being jealous, that he sent 
ni=5 horns of proclamation out thro’ all 
rhe hundred under -kingdoms tint he 
sway d 

To find a w izard w ho might teach the King 
bomi. chann, which being wrought upon 
the Queen 

Might keep her all his owm to such a one 
He promised more than e\er king has 
gisen, 

V league of mountain full of golden mines, 
A piouncc V ilh a hundred miles of coast, 
A pal-ce end a princess, all for him 
But on all those who tned and fad d, the 
King 

Pronounced a dismal sentence, meaning 

To kccp’lh'e list low and pretenders back, 
Or like a king, not to be tofied ^ 

Tlieir heads should moulder on the ci^ 

.\nd mSy tried and fail’d, because the 
charm 

Of nature m her 

.\nd many a wazard brow bleach d on the 
walls 

\nd many weeks a troop of camon crows 
Hung like a cloud aboae the gateway 
tow ers ’ 

And Vnaen breaking in upon him, said 
‘ I sit and gather honey , yet, methmks. 

Thy tongue has tnpt a htUe askUiyscK 

■kc lady never made wruiUn.i- w^ 
With those fine eyes she had her pleasure 

.yndmadeher good man jealous with good 

cause , 

And lived tlierc neither dame nor dam.ej 

tl*on „ 

Wroth at a lover’s loss ? were all as t^e, 

1 mean, as noble, as their 

Hot one to flirt a vtnom at her eyes. 
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Or pincli I murderous dust into her dnnk, 

Or make her paler with a poison’d rose? 

Well, those Mere not our days but did 
they find 

A wizard ? Tell me, was he like to thee?* 

She ceased, and made her lithe am 
round his neck 

Tighten, and then drew back, and let her 
e}es 

Speak for her, glowing on him, like a 
bride’s 

On her new lord, her oivn, the first of men 


He answer’d laughing, ‘ Nay, not like 
to me 

At last they found — his foragers for 
charms — 

A httle glassy -headed hairless man. 

Who hved alone in a great wald on grass , 

Read but one book, and ever readme 
grew 

So gmted down and filed away with 
thought. 

So lean his eyes were monstrous, while 
the skin 

Clung but to crate and basket, nbs and 
spine 

And since he kept his mind on one sole 
aim. 

Nor ever touch’d fierce wine, nor tasted 
flesh, 

Noroivn’d a sensual wish, lo him the wall 

That sunders ghosts and shadow castmg 
men 


Became a crystal, and he saw them thro’ it. 
And heard their voices talk behind the 
wall. 

And learnt their elemental secrets, powers 
And forces , often o’er the sun’js bnght.cye 
Drew the vast eyelid of an inky cloud. 
And lash’d it at the base with slanting 
storm , 


Or in the noon of mist and dnving ram. 
When the lake whiten’d and the pinewood 
roar’d. 


And the caim’d mountam was a shadow, 
sunn’d 


The world to peace again . here was the 
man. 


And so by force they dragg’d him to the 
King ' 

And then he taught the Kmg to charm 
the Queen 

In such-wnsc, that no man could see her 
more. 

Nor saw she save the King, who wrought 
the charm. 

Coming and going, and she lay as dead. 
And lost all use of life but when the Kmg 
Made proffer of the league of golden mines, 
Theprovince with ahundred miles of coast. 
The palace and the prmcess, that old man 
Went back to his old wild, and lived on 
grass. 

And lunish’d, and his book came down 
to me ’ 

And Vivien answer’d smiling saucily. 
‘Ye hav e the book the charm is wntten 
in It 

Good take my counsel let me know it 
at once 

For keep it like a puzzle chest in chest. 
With each chest lock’d and padlock’d 
thirty-fold. 

And whelm all ^is beneath as vast a 
mound 

As after furious battle turfs the slam 
On somevvild down above the vnndy deep, 
I yet should strike upon a sudden means 
To dig, pick, open, find and read the 
charm 

Then, if I tried it, who should blame me 
then?’ 

And smihng as a master smiles at one 
Tliat IS not of his school, nor any school 
But that where bhnd and naked Ignorance 
Delivers brawhng judgments, unashamed, 
On all thmgs all day’ long, he answ cr’d her ‘ 

‘ Thou read the book, mypretty Vinen! 
O ay, It IS but twenty pages long, 

: But every page having an ample ma^, 
And every marge enclosing in the midst 
A square of text that looks a httle blot, 
The text no larger than the limbs of fleas, 
And every square of text an awful charm, 
Writ m a language that has long gone by 
So long, that mountains have arisen smee 
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A stainless man beside a stainless maid , 
And either slept, nor knew of other there , 
Till the high dawn piercing the rojal rose 
In Artliur’s casement glimraei’d chasttlj 
down, 

Blushing upon them blushing, and at once 
lie rose without a word and parted from 
her 

But when the thing was blazed about the 
court. 

The brute world howling forced them into 
bonds. 

And os It chanced they arc happj, being 
pure ’ 

'O aj,’ said Vivien, ‘that were likely 
too 

What say je then to fair Sir Perenale 
And of the horrid foulness tliathe w rought, 
The saintly youtli, the spotless lamb of 
Chnst, 

Or some black wether of St Satan’s fold 
\Miat, m the precincts of the chapel yard. 
Among the knightly brasses of the gnats. 
And by the cold Ilic Jacets of the dead ’ ’ 


And Merlin answer’d careless of her 
charge, 

‘A sober rain is Percualc and pure , 

But once in life was fluster’d with ntw 
wine. 

Then paced for coolness in the chapel- 
yard. 

Where one of Satan’s shepherdesses caught 
And meant to stamp him w ith her master’s 
mark , 

^d that he sinn’d is not belies able , 
^r, look upon his face !— but if he sinn’d, 
^le sin that practice bums into the blood, 
And not the one dark hour which bnnes 
remorse. 

Will brand us, after, of whose fold we be 

Are chanted in the minster, w orse than all 
But IS your spleen froth’d out. or hate ye 
more ? ^ 




1 niitor or true ? that commerce with the 
Queen, 

I ask yon, is it clamour’d the child, 
Or whisper’d m tlie comer? do ye know 
It” 

To which he answer’d sadly, ‘Yea, 1 
know It 

Sir Lancelot went ambassador, at fir«t, 
To fetch her, and she watch’d lum from 
her walls 

A rumour runs, she took him for tlic King, 
So fixt her fancy on him let them lie 
But Ime yc no one word of loyal praise 
Tor Arthur, blameless King and slamlcss 
man*’ 


She answer d with a low and chuckling 
laugh 

‘ Man * is he man at all, who knows and 
winks* 

Secs what his fair hndc is and do^and^ 
V inks ? 

By which the good King means to blind 
himself. 

And blmdshimself and all theTable Round 

To all the foulness that they work Myself 

Could callhimfwcrc it rotforwomanhood] 

The pretty, popular name such manhood 
earns, 

Could call him the main cause of all then 
enme ; 

Vea, were he not crowTi’d King, coivard, 
and foo’ ’ * 


• iiicnin lo nis OWTI J 

said 




‘ O true and tender • 0 my liege ani 
King 1 

O selfless man and stainless gentleman, 
ho wouldst against thine own eye wit 
ness fain 

Have all men true and leal, all womci 
pure. 

How , in the mouths of base interpreters 

Trom over-fineness not intelligible 

To things w idi e\ cry sense as false and fou 

As the poach d filth that floods the middl 
street. 

Is thy white blamelessness accountei 
blame J ’ 
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1j j* ^ sn, d'tc"' n- n < ^rN'‘'nt 
Sf iry^'-rce, jvco .'•■’o Ic' Lur 

!'>»•* a *' e "TO inc rol r't 
rolSttim?, a” 5 in’p 3 cr < c '■t.t' 
Ps'ar'ir ; r '3 t'ciac tOi 
lid CTCT I„ iTa^?, 2K>' O-i-’amd 

cliai 

llct ^rc i«v-? o* -j: tlj-'T sh: 

He ■uncy;'<* r ^ e^co'C'-^ co n, 

an-i n'lie 

A ^ao%) f— I”' bo"or 

»na ►e^’c »a 1 "•'c’', *Teil /rr tic 
ch'T-i ' 

5c, jf she li^d vc-iJ <’’c n.3 ot ro 
To saajc t' e a* x , ar ' **' nx <- » ro* 
S^wils x^c 'I ! Wt Vi <i' ’ t 'c V -nlon <^1} ’ 
" Kot m.'Cflt h 5 ’* , “ *•" 

V low * 

Ter r cr, at r’cr » J~£r a? IIca"t*’’ aad 
ear‘h, 

Sa* i\o*n«n. no"S* an'’ !>: ‘, T: Ilcai tn 
a.^Hc’L 

t 3.row in. TrbV ros-il, m) fricna-, of 
o’d, 

AU tTOxc, and mxni goieroif, aai 'OTie 
Cl a-.te 

3 c cJoai s the *,031 of so ae r.a j3:=e vttth 
3’-'ji , 

1 •"cllhsdi'Tcsht. te'np'td 'ncTtaii'i fal’d, 
I5i,.iig so trtitr fo" line f/Ok> fai3» 
TIjo hatlo « pnmi ’itir fll as xiell as face 
Vii'Ji co’oursof th*. hc^fi. tint areno their* 

I V ill ro* let iier l- now mac tithes of 
times 

Face flatterer and bad b1*c’’ 're the same 
And thei , sw Ctl soal, that mo'* inpute '• 
crime 

Aiep'ones^ to it, and impute themsehe* 
'VVa'-tirg the mental range , or lo > dtsire 
Ko* to leel lowest makes them le\ tl all , 
Tec, ihej would pare the mountain to th. 
plan. 

To lease an equal baseness . and n tnis 
Are harlots like the crow <3, tin' if tne^ nn 
Some s'am or blemish m a name of note, 
ifo* gnevuig that their grea'cs^ sit 
small. 


I tremseUcs xvith some insane 

! dekght, 

I \rd judge all nature froriliLr feet of clay, 

* "W ithojt the will to lift their cjes, and see 
Ikr godhke he'd crown’d with spiritual 

' fre, 

Ard to-chng o’her w odds I am w ean 
c*’ her ’ 

He snOhC m woras part heard, in 
; w m=i)ers part, 

, Half suffocated m the hoaxj fell 
, And nan)-i irtcr’d fleece of throat and 
enm 

’ Bii* \ ircn, gathering somewhat of his 
mood, 

, \rJ 1’C.irnj ‘harlot’ mutter’d tivice or 

* inrica 

{ 1 cap' from her session on his lap, and 
, stood 

' Stiff--* a anper frozen , lo'th*ome sight, 
How from the ros> hps of life and loie, 

' Flash’d the bare-gnnmng skeleton of 
' dcatn ' 

' W hitc w“is her cheek , sharp breaths Oi 
anger p^i ffd 

J Her fair) nonnl out, her hand half- 
I clench’d 

I W ent Mtenng side\<a)S downward to her 
' bell, 

I And feelmg, nad she found a dagger 
there 

(For in a vrnk the false loxe turns to 
liatc) 

She a ould haae stabo’d him , bat she 
fojna It not 

His e)e was calm, and suddenl) *he took 
To bitter weep ng like a beaten child, 

, k long, long weeping, not consolable 
! Tncn her false aoice made way, broken 
j w-th sobs 

I « O crueller than was e\er told m tale, 

1 Or sang m song ' O vainly lavish d loie ' 

! O cruel, therewasno'Jungwnld or strange 

, Or seeming shameful— for wh-t shame in 
' love, 

j So loie Le true, and not as jours is— 
nothing 

»oor ■'’i'^Kt had not done to win his trust 
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Fareviell , think gently of me, for I fear 
Mj fate or follj, passing gajer joutli 
For one so old, must be to loic thee still 
But ere I leave thee let me swear once 
more 

That if 1 schemed ngainst thy peace in 
this, 

May jon just heaven, that darkens o’er 
me, send 

One flash, that, missing all things else, 
may make 

My schemmg brain a cinder, if I he 

Scarce had she ceased, when out of 
heaven a bolt 

(For now the storm was close nbov e them) 
strudr. 

Furrowing a giant oak, and javelinmg 
Wth darted spikes and splmtcrs of the 
wood 

The dark earth round He raised his 
eyes and sav 

The tree that shone white-listed thro the 
gloom 

But Vivien, fearing heaven had heard her 
oath, , 

And dazzled by the hvid-flickenng lorK, 
And deafen’d with the stammering cracks 
and claps 

That follow’d, flying back and crymg out, 

‘ 0 Merlin, tho’ you do not love me, save. 
Yet save me •’ clung to him and hugg 
him close ; , 

And call’d him dear protector m ner 

fnght, . r 1,1 

Nor yet foigot her practice in her tog : 

But wrought upon his mood and hugg 
him close , 

The pale blood of the wimrd at her touen 
Took gay erlcolours, Jike an,opal 
She blamed herself for telling hearsay 

tales , , 

She shook from fear, and for her 

Of petuknJT she call’d him lord and 

Her seer, her bard, her silver 

Her God, her hlerlin, the one passionate 

Of her whole life , and ever overhead 


Bellow’d the tempest, and the rotten 
branch 

Snapt m the rushing of the nver-rain 
Above them ; and m change of glare and 
gloom 

Her eyes and neck glittermg went and 
came. 

Till now the storm, its burst of passion 
spent, 

Moaning and calling out of other lands, 
Tfnd left the ravaged woodland yet once 
more 

To peace , and what should not have been 
had been. 

For Merlin, overtalk’d and overworn. 

Had jielded, told her all the charm, and 
slept 

Then, m one moment, she put forth 

the chaim 
Of woven paces and of waving hands. 

And m the hollow oak he lay as dead. 
And lost to life and use and name and 
fame 

Then crying ‘I have made his glory 

And shSmgout‘0 fool I’ the harlot 

Adown\?e forest, and the thicket closed 
Behind her, and the forest echo d fool ^ 

V- * 

// LzkNCELOT AND ELAINE, 
wioine the Illy maid of Astolat, 

g^rin her Camber up a tower to the 

Tnarded^he sacred shield of Lancelot , 
?«i ftot she placed where mornings 

Might JSkelb awake her with the 

Then feann™ mst or soilure fashion’d for it 
of silk, and braided thereupon 
*11 devicM blazon’d on the shield 
f tfen m^n toct, and added, of her wit, 
?Wer fantasy of branch and flower, 
Id Sov^throated nestling m tlienesL 
No? rested thus content, but day by day, 
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Leaving her household and good father, 
dunb’d 

That eastern tower, and entering birr’d 
her door, 

Stnpt off the case, and read the naked 
shield, 

Now guess’d a hidden meaning in his 
arms, 

Now made a pretty history to herself 

Of every dint a sword had beaten in it, 

And e\ery scratch a lance had made 
upon It, 

Conjectunng when and where this cut 
is fresh , 

That ten years back , this dealt him at 
Caerlyle , 

That at Caerleon , this at Camelol 

And ah God’s mercy, what a stroke was 
there I 

And here a thrust that might have kill’d, 
but God 

Broke the strong lance, and roll’d his 
enemy down. 

And saved him so she lived in fantasy 

How came the lily maid by that good 
shield 

Of Lancelot, she that knew not ev’n his 
name? 

He left It with her, when he rode to tilt 

For the great diamond in the diamond 
jousts, 

^Vhlch Arthur had ordam’d, and by that 
name 

Had named them, since a diamond was 
the pnze i 


For Arthur, long before they crow 
him King, 

Rowng the trackless realms of Lyonne; 

Had found a glen, gray boulder and bl 
tarn 

A horror lived about the tarn, and ds 

Uke Its own mists to all the mount 
Side 

And fought together, but their nar 
were lost. 

And each had slam his brother at a blc 


And down they fell and made the glen 
abhorr’d 

And there they liy till all their bones 
were bleach’d, 

And lichcn’d into colour with the crags 
And he, tint once was kmg, had on a 
crown 

Of diamonds, one in front, and four aside. 
And Arthur cam^ and labouring up the 
pass. 

All in a misty moonshine, unawares ' 
Had trodden that crown’d skeleton, and 
the skull 

Brake from the nape, and from the skull 
the crown 

Roll’d into light, and turning on its nms 
j Fled like a glittering nvulel to the tarn 
And down ^e shingly scaur he plunged, 
and caught. 

And set it on his head, and m his heart 
Heard murmurs, ‘Lo, thou likewise shalt 
be King ’ 

Thereafter, when i Kmg, he had the 
gems 

Pluck’d from the crown, and show’d them 
to his knights. 

Saying, ‘Tliese jewels, w’hereupon I 
chanced 

Divinely, are the kingdom’s, not tb® 
King’s — 

For public use henceforward let there be 
Once every year, a joust for one of these 
For so by nine j ears’ proof we need 
must learn 

Which IS our mightiest, and oursebc 
shall grow 

In use of arms and manhood, till we driM 
The heathen, w'ho, some say, shall rul< 
the land 

Hereafter, which God hinder ’ Thus hi 
spoke 

And eight years past, eight jousts bad 
been, and still 

Had Lancelot won the diamond of the 
year. 

With purpose to present them to the 
Queen, 

When all were won , but meaning all 
once 
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To snare ner royal fincj with, a boon 
Worth half her realm, had never spoken 
word 

Now for the central diamond and the 
last 

And largest, Arthur, holding then his 
court 

Hard on the met mgh the place which 
now' 

Is this world’s hugest, let proclaim a joust 
At Camelot, and when the time drew nigh 
Spake (for she had been sick) to Gume- 
vere, 

♦Are jou so sick, mj Queen, you cannot 
move 

To these fair jousts?’ *Yea, lord, she 
said, ‘ ye know it ’ 

‘ Then wall ye miss,’ he answer’d, ‘ the 
great deeds 

Of Lancelot, and his prowess in the lisU, 
A sight ye love to look on ’ And the 
Queen 

Lifted her eyes, and they dw elt languimy 
On Lancelot, where he stood beside the 
King 

He thinking that he read her meaning 
there, 

‘ Stay wath me, I am sick , my love is 

more , 

Than many diamonds,’ yielded, an a 
heart 

Love loyal to the least wish of the Queen 
(However much he yearn’d to make 
complete . 

The tale of diamonds for his destined boon) 
Urged him to speak against the tni , 

and say, ,, 

‘ Sir King, mine ancient wound is haraiy 

whole, , , 

And lets me from the saddle , and 

King , . 

Glanced first at him, then her, and w 
' his way 

No sooner gone than suddenly she eg 

v‘To blame, my lord Sir Lancelot, 
f much to blame ! , 

Why go ye not to these fair jousts? uie 

'' knights 


Are half of them our enemies, and the 
crowd 

Will murmur, “ Lo the shameless ones, 
who take 

Their pastime now the trustful Kmg is 


gone 


i”> 


Then Lancelot vext at having lied m vain 
‘Are ye so wise? ye were not once so wise. 
My Queen, that summer, when ye loved 
me first 

Then of the crowd ye took no more account 
Than of the mjnad cncket of the mead, 
When Its own voice clings to each blade 
of grass, 

Ana every voice is nothing As to 
kmghts. 

Them surely can I silence wath all ease 
But now my loyal worship is allow’d 
Of all men many a bard, without offence, 
Has link’d our names together in his lay, 
Lancelot, the flower of bravery, Guine- 
vere, 

The pearl of beauty and our knights at 

Have pledged us in this union, while the 
King 

Would listen smiling How then? is 
there more? 

Has Arthur spoken aught? or would 
yourself, 

Now weary of my service and devoir, 
Henceforthbe truer to your faultless lord? 

She broke into a little scornful laugh 
‘ Arthur, my lord, Arthur, the faultless 

I^ing, , 

That passionate perfection, my good 

lord — „ V , 

But who can gaze upon the Sun m heaven? 
He never spake word of reproach to me, 
He never had a glimpse of mine untruUi, 
He cares not for me only here to day 
There gleam’d a vague suspicion in liis 

Some meddling rogue has tamper’d with 
him — else , , -n j 

Rapt m this fancy of his Table ^oun , 
And swearing men to vows impossible. 
To make them hke himself but, fnend 
to me 
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He IS til fiult who hath no fault at ill 

Sot^o loves me must ha%c a touch" of 
earth , 

The tow sun mahes the colour I am j ours, 

Not ^thur’s, as ye know, save by the 
bond 

And therefore hear my words go to the 
jousts 

The tmy trumpeting gnat can break our 
dream 

Whensweetest , and the vermin voices here 

May buzz so loud — we scorn them, but 
they sling ’ 

Then answer’d Lancelot, the chief of 
knights 

‘ And vv ith w hat face, after my pretext 
made, 

Shall I appear, 0 Queen, at Camelot, I 

Before a King who honours his own 
word. 

As if It were his God’s ?’ 


* Yea,’ said the Queen, 
• A moral child without the craft to rule. 
Else had he not lost me but listen to me. 
If I must find you wit we hear it said 
That men go down before your spear at 
a touch, 

But knowing j ou are Lancelot , your great 
name, 

This conquers hide it tlierefore; go 
unknown 

Wm ! by this kiss you will and our true 
JCmg 

Will then allow your pretext, O my 
knight, •' 

^ all for glory , for to speak lum true. 
Ye know r^ht well, how meek soe’er he 
seem. 

No keener hunter after glory breathes 
He loves it m his knights more than 
himself 

They prove to him his work • wm and 
return ’ 


Thm got Sir Lancelot suddenly tohors 
Wroth at himself \ Not willing to 1 
known, ,\ 

tic left the barren-be\ten thoroughfare 


! Chose (he green path that show'd tin 
[ rarer foot, 

I And there among the solitarj downs, 

: Full often lost m fanigr, lost his way; 
Till ns he traced a faintlj shadow'd track, 
That all in loops and links among the 
dales 

Ran to the Castle of Astolat, he saw 
Fued from the west, far on a hill, the 
towers 

Thither he made, and blew the gateway 
horn 

Then came an old, dumb, mjroid 
wrmkled man, 

Wlio let him into lodging and dwarm'd 
And Lancelot marvcll’d at tlie v ordless 
man ; 

And issuing found the Lord of Astolat 
Witli two strong sons. Sir Torre and Sir 
Lav aine, 

Movang to meet him m the castle court. 
And close behind them slept the lily maid 
Elaine, his daughter mother of the house 
There was not some light jest among 
them rose 

With laughter dying down as the great 
knight 

Approach’d them then the Lord of 
Astolat 

' Wlicnce comest tliou, my guest, and by 
what name 

Livest between the lips? for by thy slate 
And presence 1 might guess thee chief of 
those, 

^kfter the King, who eat in Arthur’s halls. 
Him have I seen the rest, his Table 
Round. 

Known as they are, to me they are un 
known ’ 

Then answer’d Lancelot, the chief of 
knights 

‘ Known am I, and of Arthur’s hall, and 
known, 

What I by mere mischance have brought, 
my shield 

But since I go to joust as one unknown 
At Camelot for the diamond, ask me not 
Hereafter ye shall know me — and the 
shield — 
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I pray jou lend me one, if such you hue, 
Blank, or it least with some dence not 
nune ’ 

Then said the Lord of Astolat, * Here 
is Torre’s 

Hurt in his first tilt m as my son. Sir Torre 
And so, God wot, his shield is blank 
enough 

His ye can hai e ’ Then added plain Sir 
Torre, 

‘Yea, since 1 cannot use it, ye may haie 
It ’ 

Here laugh'd the father saying, ‘ Fie, Sir 
Churl, 

Is that an answer for a noble knight ? 
Allow him * but Lavaine, my younger 
here, 

He is so full of luslihood, he will ride, 
Joust for it, and win, and bnng it in an 
hour. 

And set it in this damsel’s golden hair,^ 
To make her thnce as wilful as before ’ 

•Naj, father, nay good father, shame 
me not 

Before this noble kraght,’ said young 
Lavaine, 

‘For nothing Surely I but play’d on 
Torre 

He seem’d so sullen, vext he could not go • 
A jest, no more I for, knight, the maiden 
dreamt 

That some one put this diamond m her 
hand, 

And that it was too slippery to be held. 
And slipt and fell into some pool or stream, 
The castle-well, belike , and then I said 
That 7 .f\ went and fought and won it 
(But all was jest and joke among ourselv es) 
Then must she keep it safelier All was 

But, father, give me leave, an if he will. 
To nde to Camelot with this noble knigh 
VTin shall I not, but do my best to wan ^ 
Young as I am, yet would I do my oest 

‘So ye will grace me,’ answer’d 

Lancelot, , 

- Smiling a moment, ‘ with your fellows . 


O’er these waste downs whereon I lost 
myself. 

Then were I glad of you as gmde and 
friend 

And you shall wm this diamond, — as I 
hear 

It is a fair large diamond, — ^if ye may. 
And yaeld it to this maiden, if ye will ’ 

‘ A fair large diamond,’ added plam Sir 
Torre, 

‘ Such be for queens, and not for simple 
maids ’ 

Then she, who held her eyes upon the 
ground, 

Elame, and heard her name so tost about, 
Flush’d slighdy at theslight disparagement 
Before the stranger knight, who, looking 
at her. 

Full courtly, yet not falsely, thus return d 
‘ If what IS fair be but for what is fair. 
And only queens are to be counted so. 
Rash were my judgment then, who deem 
this maid 

Might wear as fair a jewel as is on earth, 
Not violating the bond of like to like 


He spoke and ceased the lily maid 
Elaine, , ,j 

yon by the mellow voice before shelook d, 
afted her eyes, and read his lin^ente 
:he great and guilty love he bare the 
Queen, 

n battle wuth the love he bare his lord 
lad marr’d his face, and mark d it ere 
lus time 

l.nother sinnmg on such heights with one, 
ffae flower of all the west and all the 
world, 

lad been the sleeker for it but 
Iis mood was often like a fiend, and rose 
Jnd drove him into wastes and sohtudes 
ror agony, who was yet a Iivang soul 
Vlar^ as he was, he seem d the goodliest 
man 

Pint ever among ladies ate in Iiaii, 

Sd .ten ,te i.f»d »P toX 

[^wever marr’d, of more than twice her 

Seam’dS’an ancient swordcut on the 
cneel , 
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And bruised and bronzed, she lifted up 
her eyes 

And loved him, with that love which was 
her doom 

Then the great knight, the oarling of 
the court, 

Lo\ed of the lovehest, into that rude hall 
Stept uith all grace, and not with half 
disdain 

Hid under grace, as in a smaller time, 

But kindly man moving among his kmd 
Whom they with meats and vintage of 
their best 

And talk and minstrel melody entertain’d 
And much they ask’d of court and Table 
Round, 

And ever well and readily answer’d he 
But Lancelot, when they glanced at 
Guinevere, 

Suddenly speaking of the wordless man. 
Heard from the Baron that, ten years 
before. 

The heathen caught and reft him of his 
« tongue 

* He learnt and warn’d me of their fierce 
design 

Agamst my house, and him they caught 
and maim’d , 

But I, my sons, and httle daughter fled 
From bonds or death, and dwelt among 
the woods 

By the great river m a boatman’s hut 
Dull days were those, till our good Arthur 
broke 

The Pagan yet once more on Badon hilL’ 

* O there, great lord, doubtless,’ Lavaine 
said, rapt 

By all the sweet and sudden passion of 
jouth 

Toward greatness in its elder, ‘jou have 
fought 

O tell ns — for we live apart — you know 
Of Arthur’s glonous wars ’ And Lancelot 
spoke 

And ansvv er’d him at full, as havmg been 
With Arthur m thefight which all daylong 
Rang bj the white mouth of the violent 
Glem ; 


And m the four loud battles by the shore 
Of Duglas , that on Bassa , then the war 
That thunder’d m and out the gloomy 
slurts 

Of Celidon the forest , and again 
By castle Gurmon, where the glorious 

TT 

Had on his cuirass worn our Lad> ’s Head, 
Carved of one emerald center’d in a sun 
Of silver rays, that lighten’d as he 
breathed ; 

And at Caerleon had he help’d his lord, 
When the strong neighings of the wild 
white Horse 

Set every gilded parapet shuddenng , 

And up in Agned-Cathregonion too. 

And down the waste sand-shores of Trath 
Treroit, 

Where many a heathen fell , * and on the 
mount 

Of Badon I myself beheld the King 
Charge at the head of all his Table Round, 
And all his legions crying Chnst and ^m, 
And break them , and I saw him, after, 
stand 

High on a heap of slain, from spur to 
plume 

Red as the rising sun with heathen blood, 
And seeing me, wath a great voice he cried, 
"They are broken, they are broken 
for the King, 

However mild he seems at home, nor cara 
For triumph m our mimic wars, the 
jousts — 

For if his own knight cast him down, he 
laughs 

Saying, his knights are better men than 
be — 

Yet in this heathen war the fire of God 
Fills him I never saw his like there hveS 
No greater leader ’ 


While he utter’d this, 

I Low to her own heart said the lily maid, 
j,*Save jour great self, fair lord,’ and 
when he fell 

From talk of war to traits of pleasantry 
Bemg mirthful he, but m a stately kind 
She still took note that when the living 
smile 
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Yet rosy-kindled with her brother’s kiss — 
Paused bj the gateway, standing near 
the shield 

In silence, while She watch’d their arms 
far-off 

Sparkle, nnhl thej dipt below the downs 
Then to her lower she climb’d, and took 
the shield, 

There kept it, and so hsed in fantasj 

Meanwhile the new companions past 
awaj 

For o’er the long hacks of the bushless 
dow ns, 

To where Sir Lancelot knew there liacd 
a knight 

Lot far from Caiiielot, now forfortj jears 
A hermit, who had praj’d, labour d and 
pn}’d, 

And ever labounng had scoop’d himself 
In the white rock a chapel and a hall i 
On massia e columns, like a shorechff caa e, 
And cells and chambers all were fair 
and drj , 

The green light from the meadows under- 
neath 

Struck up and h\ ed along the milkj roofs , 
And in themeadows tremulous aspen trees 
And poplars made a noise of fallinir 
showers ** 

And wending there that night they 


But when the next da) broke fr< 
underground. 

And shot red fire and shadoavs thro’ t 
caae, 

They ros^ heard mass, broke fast, a 
rode awa) ’ 

Then Lancelot saaang, ‘Hear, but he 
ui) name 

Hiddenoou nde wath Lancelot of t 
Abash’d Laiame, whose instant revi 

cnccj 

And after muttenng « The great Lancelo; 


At last he got his breath and answer’d, 
‘One, 

One ha\e I seen — that other, our liege 
lord. 

The dread Pendragon, Bntain’s Kmg of 
kings, 

Of whom the people talk mystenousl), 
lie w ill he tlicrc — then w ere I stndvcn 
blind 

That minute, I might say that I had seen 

/ 

So spake Laaaine, and when the) 
reach’d the lists 

B) Camelot in the mcadoai, let his eyes 
Run thro’ the peopled gallery aahich hall 
round 

La) like a rainbow fall’n upon the grassj 
! Until the) found the clear -faced I^g, 
who sat 

Robed in red samite, easil) to be known. 
Since to his crown the golden cragon 
clung, 

And down his robe the dragon WTithed 
in gold, 

And from the caraen-wor’ic behind him 
crept 

Two dragons gilded, sloping aown to 
make 

Arms for his chair, while all the rest of 
them 

Thro' knots and loops and folds innii 
nierablc 

Fled e\er thro’ tlie woodwork, till they 
found 

The new design wherein they lost them 
sehes, 

ease, so tender was the work 
^d, in the costly canop) o’er him set, 
Blazed the last diamond of the nameless 
king 
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and said, 

Me)ou call great mine is the firme 
seat. 

The tnier lance but there is many a ) outl 
A ow crescent, who vnll come to all I arc 
And overcome it , and m me there dwells 
o grci^ess, saa e it be some far-off toudi 
greatness to know well I am not great 
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There is the man ’ And lai’ame gaped 
upon him 

As on a tiling miraculous, and anon 
The trumpets blew , and then did either 
side. 

They that assail’d, and they that held the 
lists. 

Set lance in rest, strike spur, suddenly 
moie, 

Meet in the midst, and there so funouslj 
Shock, that a man far -oft might well 
perceive. 

If any mm tint day were left •'field. 

The hard earth shake, and a lou thunder 
of aims 

And Lancelot bode a little, till he saw 
Winch were the weaker ; then he hurl’d 
into it 

Against the stronger little need to speak 
Of Lancelot in his glory 1 King, duke, 
earl, 

Count, baron — ^whom he smote, he over- 
threw 

But in the field were Lancelot’s kith 
and km. 

Ranged with the Table Round that held 
the lists, 

Strong men, and ivrathfiil that a stranger 
knight 

Should do and almost overdo the deeds 
Of Lancelot , and one said to the other, 
‘Lo' 

What IS he? I do not mean the force 
alone — 

The grace and versatihty of the man ' 

Is it not Lancelot ?’ * When has Lance- 

lot worn 

Favour of any lady m the lists ? 

Not such his wont, as we, that know him, 
know ’ 

‘How then^ who then?’ a fury seized 
them all, 

A fiery family passion for the name 
Of Lancelot, and a glory one watli theirs 
They couch’d their spears and pnek’d their 
steeds, and thus. 

Their plumes dnv’n backward by the wind 
they made 

In moving, all together down upon him 


Bare, as a wild wave inthewide North-sea, 
Green -ghmmenng toward the summit, 
bears, wath all 

Its stormy crests that smoke against the 
skies, 

Down on a bark, and overbears the bark. 
And him that helms it, so they overbore 
Sir Lancelot and his charger, and a spear 
Down-glancing lamed the chaiger, and a 
spear 

Pnek’d sharply his own cuirass, and the 
head 

Pierced thro’ his side, and there snapt, 
and remam’^ 

Then Sir Lavaine did well and wor 
shipfullv , 

He bore a knight of old repute to the 
earth, 

And brought his horse to Lancelot where 
he lay 

He up tlie side, sweating with agony, got, 
But thought to do while he might jet 
endure. 

And being lustily holpen by the rest, 

His part)', — ^tho’ it seem’d lialf-miracle 
To those he fought with, — drave his kitli 
and kin, 

And all the Table Round that held the 
lists. 

Back to the bamer ; then the trumpets 
blew 

Proclaimmg his the pnze, who w'ore the 
slee\ e 

Of scarlet, and the pearls , and aU the 
knights, 

His part)', cned ‘Advance and take thy 
pnze 

Thediamond,’ butheanswer’d, ‘Diamond 
me 

No diamonds ' for God’s love, a little air * 
Pnze me no pnzes, for my pnze is death ’ 
Hence will I, and I charge you, follow 
me not ’ 

He spoke, and vanish’d suddenly from 
the field 

With young Lavame into the poplar grove 
There from his charger down he slid, and 
sat. 
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Gasping to Sir Lavame, ‘ Draw the lancc- 
head ’ 

‘Ah my sweet lord Sir Lancelot,’ said 
Lavame, 

‘ I dread me, if I draw it, you will die ’ 
But he, ‘ I ie already with it draw — 
Draw,’ — and Lavame drew, and Sir 
Lancelot gave 

A m'lrvellous great shnek and ghastly 
groan, 

And liairius blood burst forth, and down i 
he sank 

For the pure pain, and wholly swoon’d 
away 

Then came the hermit out and bare him 
in. 

There stanch’d his wound , and there, in 
daily doubt 

Whether to live or die, for many a week 
Hid from the wide world's rumour by the 
grove 

Of poplars wnth their noise of falling 
showers. 

And ever-tremulous aspen-trees, he lay 

But on that day when Lancelot fled the 
lists. 

His party, knights of utmost Nortli and 
West, 

Lords of waste marches, kings of desolate 
isles. 

Came round their great Pendragon, sajang 
to him, 

‘Lo, Sire, our knight, thro’ whom we 
won the day. 

Hath gone sore wounded, and hath left 
his prize 

Untaken, crying that his prize is death ’ 
‘Hea\en hinder,’ said the King, ‘that 
such an one,\ 

So great a knight asv^e have seen to-day 

He seem’d to me another Lancelot 

\ ea, twenty times I thought him Lance- 
lot— \ 

He must not pass uncdred for Wliere 
fore, rise, 

O Gaw^, and nde forth and find the 
knignt 

Wounded and weaned needs must he be 
near. 


I charge you that you get at once to horse 
And, knights and kings, there breathes 
not one of you 

Will deem this prize of ours is rashly 
given * 

His prowess was too wondrous We ivill 
do him 

No customary honour since the knight 
Came not to us, of us to claim the pnze. 
Ourselves wall send it after Rise and take 
This diamond, and deliver it, and return, 
And bnng us where he is, and how he 
fares. 

And cease not from your quest until je 
find ’ 

So saying, from the can en flower above. 
To which It made a restless heart, he took. 
And gave, the diamond then from where 
he sat 

At Arthur’s nght, with smiling face arose. 
With smiling face and frowning heart, a 
Prince 

In the mid might and flounsh of his May, 
Gawain, sumamed The Courteous, fair 
and strong. 

And after Lancelot, Tristram, and 
Geraint 

And Gareth, a good knight, but there 
wathal 

Sir Modred’s brother, and the child of Lot, 
Nor often loyal to his word, and now 
Wroth that the King’s command to sally 
fortli 

In quest of whom he knew' not, made him 
leave 

The banquet, and concourse of knights 
and kmgs 

So all m wrath he got to horse and 
went. 

While Arthur to the banquet, dark in 
mood. 

Past, thinking ‘ Is it Lancelot who hath 
come 

Despite tlie wound he spake of, all for 
gam 

Of glory, and hath added w ound towround. 
And ndd’n away to die ?’ So fear’d the 
King, 
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And, after two dajs’ tamance there, 
return’d 

Then \\lien he saw die Queen, embrac* 
in^ ask’d, 

‘Lo\c, arc )on jet so sick?’ 'Naj, 
lord,’ she sard 

‘And where is Lancelot?’ Then the 
Queen amared, 

‘Was he not with jou? won he not jour 
pnre?’ 

‘ Naj, but one like him ’ ‘Wiy that like 
was he ’ 

And when the King demanded how she 
I new, 

Said, ‘Lord, no sooner had ye parted 
from us, 

Tlian Lancelot told me of a common 
talk 

TJrt men went down before his spear at 
a touch. 

But knov mg he was Lancelot ; his great 
name 

Conquer’d , and therefore would he hide 
hi;i name 

From all men, ca’n the King, and to this 
end 

Had made the pretext of a hindering 
wound. 

That he might joust unknown of all, and 
learn 

If his old prowess were m aught decay’d , 
And added, “ Our true Arhur, when he 
learns. 

Will well allow my pretext, as for gam 
Of purer gloiy " ’ 

Then replied the King 
‘ Far lovelier m our Lancelot had it been, 
In lieu of idly dallying with the truth. 

To haic trusted me as he hath trusted 
thee 

Surely Ins King and most familiar friend 
Might well ha\e kept his secret True, 
indeed. 

Albeit I know my knights fantastical. 

So fine a fear in our large Lancelot 
Must needs have moved my laughter 
now remains 

But little cause for laughter his own 
km — 


III news, my Queen, for all who love him, 
this I — 

His kith and km, not knowung, set upon 
him , 

So that he went sore wounded from the 
field . 

Yet good news too for goodly hopes are 
mine 

That Lancelot is no more a lonely heart 

He wore, against his xvont, upon his helm 

A sleeve of scarlet, broidei’d wath great 
pearls. 

Some gentle maiden’s gift ’ 

‘ Yea, lord,’ she said, 

‘ Thy hopes are mine,’ and saying that, 
she choked. 

And sharply turn’d about to hide her face. 

Past to her chamber, and there flung 
herself 

Down on the great King’s couch, and 
writhed upon it. 

And clencli’d her fingers till they bit the 
palm. 

And shriek’d out ‘Traitor* to the un 
hcanng wall. 

Then flash’d into wild tears, and rose 
again. 

And moved about her palace, proud and 
pale 

Gawam the while thro’ all the region 
round 

Rode with his diamond, weaned of the 
quest. 

Touch’d at all points, except the poplar 
grove. 

And came at last, tho’ late, to Astolat 

Whom ghttermg in enamell’d arms the 
maid 

Glanced at, and cned, ‘ What news from 
Camelot, lord? 

What of the kmght with the red sleeve ? 

‘ He won ’ 

' I knew it,’ she said * But parted from 
the jousts 

Hurt m the side,’ whereat she caught her 
breath , 

Thro’ her own side she felt the sharp 
lance go , 
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Thereon she smote her hand wellmgh 
she swoon’d 

And, while he gazed wondenngly at her, 
came 

The Lord of Astolat ont, to whom the 
Pnnce 

Reported who he was, and on what quest 
Sent, that he bore the prize and could not 
find 

The victor, but had ndd’n a random 
round 

To seek him, and had weaned of the 
search 

To whom the Lord of Astolat, ‘ Bide with 
us, 

And nde no more at random, noble 
Pnnce ' 

Here was the knight, and here he left a 
shield , 

This wall he send or come for further- 
more 

Our son is with lum , we shall hear anon, 
Needs must we hear ’ To this the cour 
teous Pnnce 

Accorded with his wonted courtes), 
Courte^ with a touch of traitor in it. 

And stay’d , and cast his ejes on fair 
Elaine 

Where could be found face daintier ? then 
her shape 

From forehead down to foot, perfect — 
again 

From foot to fordieid exquisitelj turn’d 
‘ Well — ^if I bide, lo ' this wild flower for 
me I’ 

And oft they met among the garden jews. 
And there he set himself to plaj' upon her 
With sallying wit, free flashes from a 
height 

Above her, graces of the court, and songs. 
Sighs, and slow smiles, and golden elo- 
quence 

And amorous adulation, till the maid 
Rebell’d against it, saying to him, ‘ Prince, 
O loyal nephew of our noble ICing, 

ask j ou not to see the shield he left. 
Whence you might learn his name? Why 
slight your ICmg, 

And lose the quest he sent you on, and 
prose ’ 


No surer than our falcon j esterday. 

Who lost the hem we slipt her at, and 
went 

To all the winds?’ ‘Nay, by mine 
head,’ said he, 

*I lose It, as wc lose the lark in heaven, 

0 damsel, in the light of your blue cj-es , 

But an je will it let me sec the shield ’ 

And when the shield was brought, and 

Gawain saw 

Sir Lancelot’s azure lions, crown’d with 
gold. 

Ramp m the field, he smote his thigh, 
and mock’d 

‘Right was the King’ our Lanedot I 
that true man ' ’ 

‘ And nght was I,’ she answer’d merrily, 

‘I. 

Who dream’d mj knight the greatest 
knight of all ’ 

‘And if / dream’d,’ said Gawain, ‘that 
you lo\e 

This greatest knight, your pardon 1 lo, 
je know It ' 

Speak therefore shall I waste myself m 
lain?’ 

Full simple was her answer, ‘What know 
I? 

My brethren haie been all my fellow' 
ship, 

And I, when often they have talk’d of 
love. 

Wish’d It had been my mother, for they 
talk’d, 

Meseem’d, of what they knew not; so 
mjself — 

1 know not if I know’ what true love is, 

But if 1 1 now, then, if I love not him, 

I know there is none other I can love.’ 

‘Yea, bj Gods death,’ said he, ‘ye love 

him well. 

But would not, knew ye what all otheis 
know. 

And whom he loves ’ ‘ So be it,’ cried 

Elaine, 

And lifted her fair face and moved away 

But he pursued her, calhng, ‘Stay a 
little • 

One golden minute’s grace ’ he wore 
your sleeve . 
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Would he break faith with one 1 may not 
name? 

Must our true man change like a leaf at 
last? 

Nay — like enow why then, far be it 
from me 

To cross our mighty Lancelot m his 
loves ’ 

And, damsel, for I deem you know full 
well 

Where your great knight is hidden, let 
me leave 

Aly quest with j'ou , the diamond also 
here 1 

For if you love, it ivill be sweet to give it. 

And if he love, it will be sweet to have it 

From your own hand , and whether he 
love or not, 

A diamond is a diamond Fare you well 

A thousand times ' — a thousand times 
farewell ' 

Yet, if he love, and his love hold, we 
two 

May meet at court hereafter there, I 
think. 

So ye will learn the courtesies of the 
court. 

We two shall know each other ’ 

Then he gave. 

And slightly kiss’d the hand to which he 
g^ive, 

’ The diamond, and all wearied of the 
quest 

Leapt on his horse, and carolling as he 
went 

A true-love ballad, lightly rode away 

Thence to the court he past , there told 
the King 

What the King knew, ‘Sir Lancelot is 
the knight ’ 

And added, * Sire, my liege, so much I 
learnt , , , „ 

But fail’d to find him, tlio’ I rode all 
round 

The region but I lighted on the maid 

Whose sleeve he wore , she loves him , 
and to her. 

Deeming our courtesy is the truest law. 


I gave the diamond she will render it , 
For by mine head she knows Ins hiding 
place ’ 

The seldom -frowning King frown'd, 
and replied, 

* Too courteous truly ' ye shall go no more 
On quest of mine, seeing that ye forget 
Obedience is the courtesy due to kings ' 

He spake and parted Wroth, but all 
m awe. 

For twenty strokes of the blood, without 
a word. 

Linger’d that other, stanng after him , 
Tlien shook his hair, strode off, and 
buzz’d abroad 

About the maid of Astolat, and her love 
All ears were pnck’d at once, all tongues 
were loosed 

‘ The maid of Astolat loves Sir Lance 
lot, 

Sir Lancelot loves the maid of Astolat ’ 
Some read the King’s face, some the 
Queen’s, and all 

Had marvel what the maid might be, but 
most 

Predoom’d her as unworthy One old 
dame 

Came suddenly on the Queen witli the 
sharp news 

She, that had heard the noise of it 
before. 

But sorroiving Lancelot should have 
stoop’d so low, 

Marr’d her friend’s aim with pale tran- 
quillity 

So ran the tale like fire about the court. 
Fire in dry stubble a nine days’ wonder 
flared 

Till ev’n the knights at banquet twice or 
thnce 

Forgot to drink to Lancelot and the 
Queen, 

And pledging Lancelot and the lily maid 
Smiled at each other, while the Queen, 
who sat 

With bps severely placid, felt the knot 
Chmb in her throat, and with her feet 
unseen 
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Crush’d the wild passion out against the 
floor 

Beneath the banquet, where the meats 
became 

As wormwood, and she hated all who 
pledged 

But far away the maid in Astolat, 

Her guiltless rival, she that ever kept 
The one day-seen Sir Lancelot in her 
heart. 

Crept to her father, while he mused alone, 
Sat on his knee, stroked his gray face 
and said, 

* Father, you call me walfiil, and the fault 
Is jouts who let me have my will, and 
now. 

Sweet father, will jou let me lose my 
wits?’ 

‘Nay,’ said he, ‘surely’ ‘^Vherefore, 
let me hence,’ 

She answer’d, ‘and find out our dear 
Lavaine ’ 

‘Ye wall not lose jour wits for dear 
Lavaine 

Bide, ’ answ er’d he ‘ we needs must hear 
anon 

Of him, and of that other’ ‘Aj,’ she 
said, 

‘ And of that other, for I needs must hence 
And find that other, wheresoe’er he be, 
And wath mine own hand giv e his diamond 
to him, 

Lest I be found as faithless in the quest 
As yon proud Pnnee who left the quest 
to me 

Sweet father, I behold him in my dreams 
Gaunt as it were the skeleton of himself. 
Death pale, for lack of gentle maiden's 
aid 

The gentler-born the maiden, the more 
bound, 

My father, to be sweet and serviceable 
To noble kmghts m sickness, as j'e know 
Vnien these have worn their tokens let 
me hence 

I pray you ’ Then her father noddin<r 
said, “ 

*iyi the diamond vvit ye well, my 
child, ■' 


Right fain were I to learn this knight 
were whole. 

Being our greatest yea, and you must 
give It — 

And sure I think this fruit is hung too 
high 

lor any mouth to gape for save a 
queen’s — 

Naj, I mean nothing so then, get you 
gone. 

Being so very walful you must go ’ 

Lightly , her suit allow ’d, she slipt away , 
And while she made her ready for hei 
nde. 

Her fitlier’s latest word humm’d m her 
cor, 

* Being so very wilful you must go,’ 

And changed itself and echo’d in her heart, 
‘ Being so very walful you must die ’ 

But she w os happy enough and shook it 
off. 

As w e shake off the bee that busses at us , 
And in her heart she answ er’d it and said, 
‘ What matter, so 1 help him back to life? 
Then far away with good Sir Torre for 
guide 

Rode o’er the long backs of the bushlcss 
dowois 

To Camelot, and before the city -gates 
Came on her brother with a happy' face 
Making a roan horse caper and curvet 
For pleasure all about a field of flowers 
Whom when she saw, ‘I^ivaine,’ she 
cned, ‘ Lavaine, 

How fares my lord Sir Lancelot ?’ He 
amazed, 

‘ Torre and Elaine 1 why here ? Sir 
Lancelot I 

How know y e my lord’s name is Lance 
lot?’ 

But when the maid had told him all her 
tale, 

Then turn’d Sir Torre, and bemg in his 
moods 

Left them, and under the strange-statued 
gate. 

Where Arthur’s wars were render’d 
mystically. 

Past up the still nch city to his km, 
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His own far blood, Mhicb dwelt ••t 
Caratlol , 

And her, L'W'nine •'cross the poplir groie 
Led to the cn\cs there first she snw th»- 
casque 

Of Lancelot on the wnll her scarlet 
slccie, 

Tlio’ car\ed and cut, and half the pearls 
awaj, 

Stream’d from it still , and in her heart 
she laugh’d, 

Because he had not loosed it from his 
helm, 

But meant once more perchance to tour- 
nc) in it 

And aihcu ihej gam’d the cell wherein 
he slept. 

Ills battle-w nthen arms and mighty hands^ 
Lay nahed on the wolfel in, and a dream' 
Of dragging down his enemy made them 
mo\e 

Tlien she that <?aw him Ijmg unsleek, 
unshorn, 

Gaunt as it arere the skeleton of himself, 
Utter'd a little tender dolorous erj 
The sound not w onted in a place so still 
VN oke the sicl !• night, and while he roll’d 
his eyes 

Ifct blank from sleep, she started to him, 
sajang, 

‘ Vour pnze the diamond sent you by the 
King ’ 

His eyes glisten’d she fancied ' Is it for 
me?’ 

And when the mrid had told him all the 
tale 

Of King and Prince, the diamond sent, 
the quest 

Assign’d to her not worthy of it, she knelt 
Full low’Iy by the comers of his bed, 

And laid <lie diamond in his open hand 
Her face was near, and as we kiss the 
child 

That does the task assign’d, he kiss’d her 
face 

At once she slipt like w'ater to the floor 
‘Alas,’ he said, ‘your ndc hath weaned 
you 

Rest must you have ’ ‘ No rest for me,’ 

she said , 


« Na y, for near you, fair lord. I am at res t ’ 
What might she mean by that ? his laige 
black eyes, 

Yet larger thro’ his leanness, dwelt upon 
her. 

Till all her heart’s sad secret blazed itself 
In the heart’s colours on her simple face. 
And Lancelot look’d and was perplext m 
mind, 

And being weak in body said no more , 
But did not lo\e the colour, woman’s 
lore, 

Sa\ e one, he not regarded, and so turn’d 
Sighing, and feign'd a sleep until he slept 

I Then rose Elaine and glided thro’ the 
I fields, 

! And past beneath the weirdly-sculptured 
gates 

Far up the dim nch city to her km , 
There bode the night but woke with 
dawn, and past 

Down thro’ the dim nch city to the fields, 
Thence to the caie so day by day slie 
past 

In either twnlight gbost-like to and fro 
Gliding, and eiery day she tended him, 
And hkew ise many a night and Lancelot 
Would, Iho’ be call’d bis wound a little 
hurt 

Wlicreof he should be quickly whole, at 
times 

Brain-feverons in his heat and agony, 
seem 

Uncourtcous, even he but the meek 
maid 

Sweetly forbore him ever, being to him 
Meeker than any child to a rough nurse, 
Milder than any mother to a sick child, 
And nc\er woman yet, since man’s first 
fall, 

Did kindlier unto man, but her deep love 
Upbore her , till the hemnt, skill’d m all 
The simples and the science of that time, 
Told him that her fine care had saved his 
hfe 

And the sick man forgot her simple blush, 
Would call her fnend and sister, sweet 
Elaine, 

Would listen for her coming and regret 
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Her paiung stcpi and held her tenderly. 
And loved her with all love except the 
love 

Of man and woman when they love their 
best, 

Closest and sweetest, and had died the 
death 

In any knightly fashion for her sake 
And peradventure had he seen her first 
She might have made this and that other 
world 

Another world for the sick man , but now 
The shackles of an old love straiten'd 
him. 

His honour rooted in dishonour stood. 
And faith unfaithful kept him falsely true 

Yet the great knight in his mid-sick- 
ness made 

Full many a holy vow and pure resolve 
These, as but bom of sickness, could not 
live 

For when the blood ran lustier in him 
£^ain. 

Full often the bright image of one face, 
Making a treacherous quiet in his heart, 
pispcrsed his resolution like a cloud 
'Then if the maiden, while that ghostly 
grace 

Beam’d on his fancy, spoke, he answer’d 
not. 

Or short and coldly, and she knew nght 
well 

■What the rough sickness meant, but what 
this meant 

She knew not, and the sorrow dimm’d 
her sight. 

And drave her ere her time across the 
fields 

I Far into the nch city, where alone 
1 She murmur’d, ‘ 'Vain, in vain it cannot 
1 

\He will not love me how then? must 
I die?’ 


I a hUle helpless innocent bird 
' That has but one plain passage of 
’ notes, ^ 

o’er and , 

^ moimng, till the ear 

Wearies to hear It. so the simple mm 


Went half the night repeating,^* Must I 

dis^’ 

And now to right she turn’d, ana now to 
left, 

And found no ease in turning or in rest , 
And ‘Him or death,’ she mutter’d, 
‘ death or him,’ 

Again and like a burthen, ‘ Him or death ' 

But when Sir Lancelot’s deadly hurt 
was whole, 

I To Astolat returning rode the three 
j There mom by morn, arraying her sweet 
I self 

In that wherein she deem’d she look’d 
her best. 

She came before Sir Lancelot, for she 
tliought 

l‘ If 1 be loved, these are my festal robes, 
llf not, the victim's flow ers before be fall ’ 
lAnd Lancelot cv cr prest upon the maid 
Tint she should ask some goodly gift of 
him 

For her own self or hers , ‘ and do not 
shun 

To speak the wish most near to jour true 
heart , 

Such serv ice hav e j’C done me, that I make 
My will of yours, and Prince and Lord 
am I 

In mine own land, and what I will 1 can ’ 
I hen like a ghost she lifted up her face. 
But like a ghost without the power to 
speak 

And Lancelot saw that she vvitWield her 
wash, 

And bode among them yet a little space 
Till he should learn it , and one morn it 
clianced 

He found her in among the garden jews. 
And said, ‘ Delay no longer, speak j'our 
wish, 

Seeing I go to day ’ then out she brake 
‘ Going ? and we shall never sec you mote. 
And t mi^st die. for w ant of one bold w otd ’ 
* Speak that I live to hear,’ he said, *is 
jours ’ 

Thensuddenlj and passionately she spoke 
I'l have gone mad I love you let me 
die’ 


(i; 
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‘AJi, si«ter,’ mswcr’d L*mcelot, *what is 
this?’ 

And mnocentl) criendiug her 'i\hitc arms, 

* Vour love,’ she said, *3 our lo\e — to be 

your ife * 

And Lancelot ansner’d, ‘Had I chosen 
to wed, 

I had been ■wedded earlier, 51% cel Elaine 
But row there ncier wall be wife of mine ’ 
* Ko. no .’ she cned, * I care not to b e 
wjTc, ~ 

B ut to be WTth rou st ill, to see l oiir face. 
To serve a ou. and to follow loii thro'’_tKe 
world^ 

And Lancelot answer'd, ‘Na3, the world, 
the world. 

All ear and e\e, witli such a stupid heart 
To interpret ear and 036, and such a 
tongue 

To blare its own interpretation — na3?. 

Full ill then should I quit 3 our brother’s 
lore, 

And 3 our good father’s kindness.’ And 1 
she said, 

* Not to lie wath you, not to sec 3 our face — 
Alas forme then, m3 good da3S are done ’ 
*Na3', noble maid,’ he answer’d, ‘ten 

times na3’ ’ 

This IS not lo\c but loae’s first flash in 

30UU1, 

Most common 5ca, I know it of mine 
own self* 

And 30U 3'ourself will smile at your own 
self 

Hereafter, at hen 30U yield your flowrer of 
life 

1 o one more fitly 3ourj, not thnee 3 our 
age 

And then a ill 1 , for true you are and 
saaeel 

B^ond mine old belief in avomanhood, 
More specially should 3 our good knight 
be poor, 

Endoav 3 ou aaatli broad land and icrntoiy 
Even to the half my realm be3'ond the 
seas. 

So that would make you happy further 
more, 

Ev’n to the death, as tho’ ye were my 
blood, 1 


In all your quarrels avill I be your knight 
This aaall I do, dear damsel, for your sake^ 
And more than this I cannot’ 

While he spoke 
She neither blush’d nor shook, but 
deathl3-pale 

Stood grasping aahat was nearest, then 
replied 

i * Of all tins aaill I notlimg and so fell,l 
And thus they bore her saa-ooning to herj 
toaaer 

Then spake, to whom thro’ those black 
walls of 3ew' 

Their talk had pierced, her father * Ay, 
a flash, 

1 fear me, lhatv ill strike my blossom dead 
Too courteous are ye, fair Lord Lancelot 
I pray 30U, use some rough discourtesy 
To blunt or break her passion ’ 

Lancelot said, 
‘That were against me what I can I 
will ,’ 

And there that day remain’d, and toward 
e\en 

Sent for his shield full meekly rose the 
maid, 

Stnptoff the case, and gave the naked 
shield , > 

Then, w’hen she heard his horse upon the 
stones, 

Unclasping flung the casement back, and 
look’d 

Down on his helm, from which her sleeve 
had gone 

And Lancelot knew the little clinking 
sound , 

And she by tact of love was well aware ' 
That Lancelot knew that she was looking 
at him 

And yet he glanced not up, nor waved 
his band, 

Nor bad farewell, but sadly rode away 
This was the one discourtesy that he used 

So m her tower alone the maiden sat 
Ills very shield was gone , only the case. 
Her o-wn poor work, her empty labour, 
left. 
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But still she heard him, still his picture 
form’d 

And grew belivccn her and the pictured 
wall 

Then came her father, saying in low tones, 
‘Ha\e comfort,’ whom she greeted 
quietly 

Then came her brethren saymg, ‘ Peace 
to thee. 

Sweet sister,’ whom she answer’d with alt 
calm 

But when tlicy left her to herself again. 
Death, like a friend s \oicc from a distant 
held 

Approaching thro’ the darkness, call’d , 
the owls 

Waihng had power upon her, and she 
mixt 

Her fancies avith the sallow -nfled glooms 
Of evening, and the moanings of the wand 

And in those dajs she made a little 
song, 

i\nd call’d her song *TIie Song of Lore 
and Death,’ 

And sang it sweetly could she make 
‘ and sing 

’ Sweet IS true loicJho^j Tncn^iiv^n- 
in vain . ~ 

And sweet is death who nuts an end to 
pmn ■ 

I know noT which is sweeter, no, not I 

‘Love, art thou sweet? then bitter 
death must be 

I Lo\e, thou art bitter, sweet is death to 
I me 

1 0 Love, if death be sweeter, let me die 

‘ Sweet love, that seems not made to 
fade away. 

Sweet death, that seems to make us love- 
less clay, 

I know not which is sweeter, no, not I 

• I fern would follow love, if that could 
be , 

I needs must follow death, who calls for 

me y \ 

CalUnd^followj_lfe^ j let n,e die.’ 


High w ilh the last line scaled het voice, 
and this, 

Ail in a flery dawnmg wild with wand 
That shook her tow er, the brothers heard 
and lliought 

With shuddering, * I lari the Phantom o! 
the house 

That ciei shnelvS before a death,’ and 
call’d 

The father, .and all three in hurry and fear 
llan to her, and lo ! the blood-red light 
of dawn 

I’larcd on her face, she shnlUng, ‘Let 
me die 1’ 

As a.hcn wc dwell upon a word we 
1 now. 

Repeating, till the word we know so well 
Becomes a w ondcr, and w c know not why. 
So dwelt the fatlicr on licr face, and 
thought 

‘ Is this Elaine?’ till back the maiden fell. 
Then gave a Languid hand lo eacli, and 
lay, 

Speaking a still good-morrow with her 
eyes 

At last she said, 'Sweet brothers, y ester 
night 

I seem’d a curious little maid again. 

As happy as when wc dwelt among the 
woods. 

And when ye used to take me with the 
flood 

Up the great nver in the boatman’s boat 
Only ye would not pass beyond the cape 
That has the poplar on it there ye fixt 
Your limit, oft returning with the tide 
And y et I cned because yew ould not pass 
Beyond it, and far up the shining flood 
Until w e found the palace of the King 
And yet ye would not , but this night I 
dream’d 

That I was all alone upon the flood. 

And then I said, “Now shall I have my 
wall ” 

And there I woke, but still the wish 
remain’d 

So let me hence that I may pass at last 
Beyond the poplar and far up the flood, 
Until I find the palace of the King 
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There vnll I enter in tmon" them all. 
And ro mnn there will dire to moch it 
me; 

Bet there the fne Gir.nin vrill wonder it 
me. 

And there the great Sir Lancelot muse 
ft rm.; 

Gar.iin, i\ho h‘’d a thojsind farcMclh to 
me, 

Lincclo’, who coldl) rent, nor bid me 

O^C * 

Ard them the Kirg will Inow me ird 
mj lore, 

Ard there the Queen herself will }>iij me, 
Ar»'’ ill the gentle court v ill v cicoiie mo, 
Ard 'Jlf’ mj lorg Miagc T sh*'!! rest 1 

* Pcice,’ said her fi‘hcr, * O mj child, 
}i: ««Tn 

Ligh*-hcidcd, for whit force is jours to 
CO 

So far, being sid,? and wherefore wou'd 
jc Ieoh 

On this pro’ d fellow igam, who scorns 

us -a?’ 

Then the rough Torre beg’n to hci\e 
ind no>e, 

And bluster into stormy solii ind say, 

I never loved him an I m-ef \ ith 
him, 

I care not hov socier great he lie, 

Then v ill I smke at him ind stnho him 
dow n, 

Give me good fortune, I will strike Inm 
dead. 

Ter this discomfort he h-th done the 
house-’ 

To w hom the gentle sister mide reply, 
JFret not jonttelf, dear brother, nor l>e 
wroth, 

Seeing it is no more Sir Lincclot’s fault 
Not to lo c me, thin it is mine to love 
Ifim of all men who seems to me the 
highest ’ 

‘ Highest?’ the father ansv ci’d, echoing 
‘ highest ?’ 

(lie meant to break the passion m her) 
‘nay, 


D'ughtcr, I know not what jou call the 
highest , 

Bur this 1 1 now, for all the people know it, 
lie lov esthe Queen, and in an open shime 
^nd she returns his love in open shame; 
If this be high whit is it to be low?’ 

Tlicn spake the lilj maid of Astoht • 

* Sweet father, ill too fimt and sick am I 
For ingcr these ire slanders never jet 
W IS noble min but m"de ignoble talk 
He mil es no friend who never made 1 foe 
But now It IS mv glorj to hive loved 
One peerless, without stain so let me 
piss, 

M> father, howsoe’er I seem to jou, 

Not ill unhappj, hiving loved God’s best 
I And grc’itcs* tho’ mj love had no return 
Ytt, seeing vou desire jour cliild to live, 
Thinks, but jon work igiinst jour ov. n 
desire , 

For if I could 'xilicve the things jou say 
I should but die the sooner , wherefore 
cease, 

Sw cet fitlier, and bid call the ghostly min 
Hither, and let me shrive me clean, and 
die.’ 

So when the ghostlj man hid come and 
gone, 

She with a face, bnght as for sin forgiven, 
Besought Laviinc ’o wnte as she devised 
A letter, word for word, and when he 
ask’d 

‘ Is It /or Lancelot, is it for mj deir lord? 
Then will I bear it gladly ;’ she replied, 

‘ For Lancelot and Uic Queen and all the 
world, 

But I mjsclf must bear it ’ Then he wTote 
Tlie letter she devised , which being writ 
And folded, ‘ O sweet father, tender and 
true. 

Deny me not,’ she said — * j c never j et 
Denied my fancies — this, how ever strange, 
My latest hj the letter in my hand 
A little ere I die, and close the hand 
Upon it , 1 shall guard it even in death 
And when the heat is gone from out my 
heart, 

Then take the little bed on which I died 
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For L'lncelot’s love, and deck it like the 
Queen’s 

For richness, and me also like the Queen 
In all I have of rich, and lay me on it 
And let there be prepared a chariot-bier 
To take me to the nver, and a bii^e 
Be ready on the nver, clothed in black 
I go in state to court, to meet the Queen 
There surely I shall speak for mine own 
self. 

And none of you can speak for me so well 
And therefore let our dumb old man alone 
Go with me, he can steer and row, and he 
Will guide me to that palace, to the 
doors ’ 


She ceased her father promised , 
whereupon 

She grew so cheerful that they deem’d hei 
death 

Was rather in the fantasy than the blood 
But ten slow mornings past, and on the 
eleventh 

Her father laid the letter m her hand. 
And closed the hand upon it, and she died 
So that day there was dole in Astolat 


But when the next sun brake froi 
underground. 

Then, those two brethren slowly w ith bei 
brows 

Accompanying, the sad chanot-bier 
Past like a shadow thro’ the field, thi 
shone 

Full-summer, to that stream whereon tb 
oarge, 

Ml’d all Its length in blackest samite, lai 
Theresat the lifelong creature of the hous< 
^y^, the dumb old servitor, on deck. 
Winking his ej'cs, and twisted all his faci 
aomose two brethrenfrom thechanot too 
^d on the black decks laid her in her bee 
Set in her hand a hly, o’er her hung 
A fse hraided blazonmgi 

quiet brows, and saying t 

‘ Sister, farewell for ever.’ and again 
Fmewell, sweet sister,’ parted all in tear 
Then rose the dumb old senator, and th 
ocadi 


Oar’d b} the dumb, went upward with 
the flood — 

In her right hand the lily, in her left 
The letter — all her bright hair streaming 
down — 

And all the coverlid was cloth of gold 
Drawn to her waist, and she herself in 
white 

All but her face, and that clear featured 
f’ce 

Was lovely, for she did not seem as dead. 
But fast asleep, and lay as tho’ she smiled 

That day Sir Lancelot at the palace 
crav ed 

Audience of Guinevere, to give at last 
The pnee of half a realm, his costly gift, 
liard-w on and hardly won with bruise and 
b’ow. 

With deaths of others, and almost his 
own. 

The nme-jears fought-for diamonds for 
he saw 

One of her house, and sent him to the 
Queen 

Beating his wish, whereto the Queen 
agreed 

With such and so unmoved a majesty 
She might have seem’d her statue, but 
that he. 

Low -drooping till he welhugh kiss’d her 
feet 

For loyal awe, saw with a sidelong eye 
The shadow of some piece of pointed lace. 
In the Queen’s shadow, vabrate on the 
walls. 

And parted, laughmg in his courtly heart 

All in an onel on the summer side. 
Vine-clad, of Arthur’s palace towrard the 
stream. 

They met, and Lancelot kneeling utter’d, 

‘ Queen, 

Lady, my liege, in whom I have my joy. 
Take, what I had not won except for jou, 
These jewels, andmakeme happy, making 
them 

^ armlet for the roundest arm on earth. 
Or necklace for a neck to which the 
swan’s 
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Is taviTiier than her cygnet’s • these are 
nords 

Voar beauty is jour beauty, and I sm 
In speaking, yet O grant my worship of it 
Words, as w e grant gnef teats Such sm 
m V ords 

Perchance, we both can pardon but, my 
Queen, 

I hear of rumours flying thro’ your court 
Our bond, as not the bond of man and 
w ife, 

Should ha\e in it an absoluter trust 
To make up that defect let runouts be 
VTlien did not rumours fly these, as I 
trust 

That you trust me in y our on n nobleness, 
I may not well believe that you beliete ’ 

ViTiile thus he spoke, half turn’d away, 
the Queen 

Brake from the \ ast onel embowering vine 
Leaf after leaf, and tore, and cast them 
off. 

Till all the place whereon she stood was 
green. 

Then, when he ceased, in one cold passu e 
hand 

Received at once and laid aside the gems 
There on a table near her, and replied 

‘ It may be, I am quicker of belief 
Than you beheve me, Lancelot of the 
Lake 

Our bond is not the bond of man and wife 
This good IS in it, whatsoe’er of ill. 

It can be broken easier I for y ou 
This many a year ha^e done despite and 
wiong 

To one whom e\er in my heart of hearts 
I did acknowledge nobler \Vhat are 
these? 

Diamonds for me * they had been thnce 
their worth 

Being your gift, had you not lost your 
own 

To loyal hearts the lalue of aU gifts 
Must vary as the giver’s Not lor ^ 
For her ! for your new fancy Only this 
Grant me, I pray you have your joys 
apart 


I doubt not that howe\er changed, you 
keep 

So much of what is graceful and myself 
Would shun to break those bounds of 
courtesy 

In which as Arthur’s Queen I mme and 
rule 

So cannot speak my mind An end to 
this > 

A strange one ' yet I take it wath Amen 
So pray you, add my diamonds to lier 
pearls , 

Deck her with these , tell her, she shmes 
me down 

An armlet for an arm to which the 
Queen s 

Is hazard, or a necklace for a neck 
O ns much fairer — ^as a faith once fair 
Was richer than these diamonds — h ers 
not mme — 

hfai , by the mother of our Lord himself. 
Or hers or mme, mine now to work my 
wall — 

She shall not ha\e them ’ 

Sayang which she seized, 
And, thro’ the casement standing wade 
for heat. 

Flung them, and dowai they flash’d, and 
smote the stream 

Then from the smitten surface flash d, as 
It were. 

Diamonds to meet them, and they past 
away 

Then while Sir Lancelot leant, in half 
disdain 

At loie, life, all things, on the wandow 
ledge, 

Close underneath his eyes, and nght 
across 

Where these had fallen, slowly past the 
barge 

W’hereon the lily maid of Astolat 
Lay smiling, like a star in blacA-est night 

But the wild Queen, who sa.v not, burst 
away 

To weep and wail in secret ; and the 
barge, 

On to the palace doorway sliding, paused 
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There two stood arm’d, and kept the 
door , to whom, 

All up the marble stair, tier o\er tier, 
Were added mouths that gaped, and 03 es 
that ask’d 

* ^Vhat IS it ?’ but that oarsman’s haggard 
face, 

As hard and shll as is the face that men 
Shape to their fancy’s eye from broken 
rocks 

On some cliff-side, appall’d them, and 
they said, 

‘He IS enchanted, cannot speak — and she, 
Look how she sleeps — the Fairy Queen, 
so fair 1 

Yea, but how pale ! what are they? flesh 
and blood ? 

Or come to take the King to Fairyland ? 
For some do hold our Arthur cannot die, 
But that he passes into Fairyland ’ 

While thus they babbled of the King, 
the King 

Came girt with knights then turn’d the 
tongueless man 

From the half*facc to the full eye, and 
rose 

And pointed to the damsel, and the doors. 
So Arthur bad the meek Sir Percivale 
And pure Sir Galahad to uplift the maid , 
And reverently they bore her into hall 
Then came the fine Gawain and wonder’d 
at her, 

And Lancelot later came and mused at 
her, 

And last the Queen herself, and pitied 
her 

But Arthur spied the letter in her hand, 
Stoopt, took, brake seal, and read it , 
this was all 


And to all other ladies, I make moan; 
Pray for my soul, and 3 leld me bunak 
Pray for my soul thou too. Sir Lancelot, 
As thou art a knight peerless ’ 

Thus he read ; 
And ever in the reading, lords and dames 
Wept, looking often from his face who 
read 

To hers which lay so silent, and at times, 
So touch’d were the3’, halP-thinking that 
her lips. 

Who had dewscd the letter, moved again. 

Then freely spoke Sir Lancelot to them 
all 

‘My lord liege Arthur, and all ye that 
hear. 

Know that for tlus*most gentle maiden's 
death 

Right heavy am I , for good she was and 
true. 

But loved me witli a love beyond all love 
In women, whomsoever I have known 
Vet to be loved makes not to love again} 
Not at my years, however it hold in y outh 
I swear by truth and knighthood that I 
gave 

No cause, not willingly, for such a love 
To this I call my friends m testimony, 
Her brethren, and her father, who himself 
Besought me to be plain and blunt, and 
use. 

To break her passion, some discourtesy 
Against my nature . what I could, I did 
I left her and I bad her no farewell , 
Tho’, had I dreamt the damsel would 
have died, 

I might hav e put my wnts to some rough 
use. 

And help’d her from herself ’ 


‘ Most noble lord. Sir Lancelot of the 
Lake, 

I, sometime call’d the maid of Astolat, 
Come, for you left me taking no farewell, 
Hither, to take my last farewell of you 
and mv love li.^ n,, 

And thereEie to our Lady Gmnevere 


Then said the Queen 

(Sea was her wwath, yet working after 
storm) 

*Ye might at least have done her so 
much grace, 

Fair lord, as would have help’d her from 
her death ’ 

He raised his head, tlieir eyes met and 
hers fell. 
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lie ’itlding;, 

‘ Queen, she voultl not be content 
Sive lint I ^\cdde{l htr, ^\hldl could not 
be. 

Then might «hc fo^o^\ me thro' the^norld. 
sht as1 y , 

It could not Ikt I told her th-'t htr Io\e 
\Vi5 but the iKsh of jo.Uh, uould dnr]v(.n 
down 

To rtse hereafter In n stiller flinie 
Toward one more worth) of her — then 
would I, 

More specianj* w ere he, she w edded, poor, 
Estite them w ith latuc hnd nnd temtor) 
In nunc own realm bt)ond tnc narrow 
*ea>, 

To keep them in all joyance more than 
ihla 

I could not ; this she would not, and she 
died ’ 

He pausing, Artl.ur answer'd, ‘O my 
knight, 

I' will lie to thy worship, as m) knight. 
And mine, as head of all our Tabic Round, 
To see that she be buried worshipfull) ’ 

So toward that shnne ssluch then in 
all the realm 

Was nchest, Arthur leading, slowlj went 
The marshaH'd Order of Uieir Table 
Round, 

And Lancelot sad bc)ond his asont, to see 
The maiden buried, not as one unknown, 
Mor roeanlj, Imt walh gorgeous obsequies, 
And mass, and rolling music, like a queen 
And when the knights had laid her comely 
head 

Low m the dust of half forgotten kings, 
Tlicn Arthur spake among them, ‘Let 
her tomb 

Be costly, and her image thereupon, 

And let the shield of Lancelot at her feet 
Be carven, and her hi) lU her hand 
And let the story of her dolorous voyage 
For all true hearts be blazon’d on her tomb 
In letters gold and azure ' ’ which avas 
wrought 

Thereafter ; but when nowr tlie lords and 
dames ^ 

T 


And people, from the high door stream- 
ing, brake 

Disordcrl) , as homew ard each, the Queen, 
Who mark’d Sir Lancelot w here he moved 
apart, 

Drew neir, and sigh’d in passing, 
* Lancelot, 


Forma - niino unc innlmicw in liwn * 



‘ riiat IS love’s curse . pass on, my Queen, 
‘brgiaen ’ 

But Arthur, who beheld his cloud) brows. 
Approach’d him, and with full affection 
said, 

• Lancelot, ni) Lancelot, thou m whom 
I have 

Xfost JO) and most affiance, for I know' 
What thou hast been in battle bymj side, 
And man) a time have watch’d thee at 
the tilt 

Strike dowai the lust) and long practised 
knight, 

And let the )Oungcr and unskill’d go by 
To win his honour and to make his name, 
And loved th) courtesies and thee, a man 
Made to be loved , but novv I would to 
God, 

Seeing the homeless trouble in thine eyes, 
Ihou couldst have loved this maiden, 
shaped, it seems, 

By God for thee alone, and from her face. 
If one may judge the hvang by the dead, 
Delicately pure and marvellously fair. 
Who might have brought thee, now a 
lonel) man 

Wifeless and heirless, noble issue, sons 
Bom to the glory of thy name and fame, 
M) knight, the great Sir Lancelot of the 
Lake’ 

Tlien answer’d Lancelot, ‘Fair she vv as, 
m> King, 

Pure, as you ever wish your knights to be 
To doubt her fairness were to w ant an eye, 
To doubt her pureness were to want a 
heart — 

to he Joved. if wh at is. worthy love 
Could bind him, but free love wa ll not, be 
bound . 
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* Free love, so bound, were freest,’ said 
the iting 

‘Let lose be free, free lose is for the 
best 

A.nd, after heasen, on our dull side of 
death. 

What should be best, if not so pure a los’c 
Clothed in so pure a loscliness? jet ihcc 
She fail’d to bind, tho’ being, as I think. 
Unbound as jet, and gentle, ns I know ’ 

And Lancelot nnssver’d nothing, but 
he ssent, 

And at the inrunning of a little brook 
Sat by the riser in a cose, and ssatch’d 
The high reed s\ as e, and lifted up his ej es 
And saw the barge that brought her 
tnosang doss n, 

Far off, a blot upon the stream, and said 
Low in himself, ‘Ah simple heart and 
ssseet. 

Ye loved me, damsel, surely ssith a lose 
Far tenderer than mj Queen’s Praj for 
thy soul ? 

A>, thatssill I Farcsscll too — noss at 
last — 

Farewell, fair lilj “Jealousy m love?” 
Not rather dead love’s harsh heir, jealous 
pnde? 

Queen, if I grant the jealousj as of lose. 
May not your crescent fear for name and 
fame 

Speak, as it waves, of a lose ihatsvanes? 
Why did the King dw ell on my name to 
me? 

Mine own name shames me, seeming a 
reproach, 

Lancelot, whom the Lady of the Lake 
Caught from his mother’s arms — the 
wondrous one 

Who passes thro’ the vision of the night — 
^e canted snatches of mj’stenous hjanns 
Heard on the winding waters, esc and 
mom 

She kiss’d me saying, “Thou art fair, 
my child. 

As a king’s son,’’ and often in her arms 
She me. pacing on the dusky mere 
Would she had drown’d me m it, 4ere’er 
It be 1 


For what am 1? what profits me myname 
Of greatest knight? I fought for it, and 
ha\e-it ■ 

Pleasure to have it. none ; lgJg5yt|L23Ui; 
IsQw grown a part of me buTwhat u^in 


To make men worse bj making mj sm 
known? 

Or sm seem less, the sinner seeming great? 
Alas for Arthur s greatest 1 night, a man 
Not after Arthur’s heart 1 1 needs must 
breal 

These bonds that so defame me not 
without 

Shcwills It* would 1, if she will’d it? naj’, 
\\ho knows? but if I would not. then 
maj God, 

I praj’ him, send a sudden Angel down 
To seize me 1^ the hair and bear me far. 
And fling me deep in that forgotten 
mere, 

Among the tumbled fragments of the 
hilK’ 

So groan’d Sir Lancelot m remorseful 
pain. 

Not knowang he should die a holj man 

THE HOLY GRAIL. 

From noiseful arms, and acts of prowess 
done 

In tournament or lilt, Sir Perci\"ilc, 
Whom Arthur and his knighthood call’d 
Tile Pure, 

Had pass’d into the silent life of prajer. 
Praise, fast, and alms ; and leaving for 
the cowl 

The helmet in an abbey far away 
From Camelot, there, and not long after, 
died 

And one, a fellow-monk among the rest, 
Ambrosius, loved him much bejond the 
rest. 

And honour’d him, and wrought into his 
heart 

A way by lose that waken’d love within, 
To answer that which came and as they 
sat 


THE HOLY GRAIL 


419 


Bsneath a world-old jcw-trce, darkeninc 
half 

The cloicttr;, on a gustful April morn 
Tlutt j)uird the swa)ing branches into 
smoke 

Above them, ere the summc' when he 
tiled, 

Tlie monk. Ambrosius question’d Ptr 
citale 

'O brother, I bate seen this yew tree 
smoke, 

Spnng after spring, for half a hundred 
jears 

For never have I known the world with- 
out, 

Nor ever stray’d bejond the pale but 
thee, 

Wien first thou earnest — such a courtesy 
Spakt thro' Ihi, limbs and in the voice — 
1 knew- 

For one of those vv ho cat in Arthur’s hall , 
r or good j e are and Ind, and like to coins, 
Some true, some light, but tv eiy one of j 011 
Stamp’d with the image of the King, and 
now 

Tell me, wlnl drove thee from the Table 
Round, 

M> brother? wasitcarthl} passion crost?’ 

•Nay,’ said the knight, ‘for no such 
passion mint 

Bnt the sweet vision of the IIol} Gnul 
Drove me from all vainglories, nv lines, 
And earthly heats that spring and sparkle 
out 

Among us m the jousts, while women 
watch 

Who w ins, who falls , and w aste the 
spintual strength 

\^^thin us, better offer’d up to Heaven ’ 

To whom the monk 'The Holy 
Grail 1 — I trust 

We are green m Heaven’s ejes , but here 
too much 

We moulder — as to things without I 
mean — 

Fet one of your own knights, a guest of 
ours. 

Told us of this m our refectory, 


But spake with such a sadness and so low 
W e heard not half of w hat he said What 

IS it? 

The phantom of a cup that comes and 
goes?’ 

‘Naj , monk I what phantom? ’answer’d 
Percivale. 

•The cup, the cup itself, from which our 
Lord 

Drank at the last sad supper with his 
own 

Tins, from the blessed land of Aromat — 
After the day of darkness, when the dead 
Went wandering o’er Moriah — the good 
saint 

AnmathaMn Joseph, journejung brought 
To Glastonbuiy, where the winter thorn 
Blossoms at Chnstmos, mindful of our 
Lord 

And then, awhile it bode , and if a man 
Could touch or sec it, he was heal’d at 
once. 

By faith, of all his ills But then the times 
Grew to such evil that the holy cup 
Was caught away to Heaven, and dis 
appear’d ' 

To whom the monk ‘ From our old 
books I know 

That Joseph came of old to Glastonbury, 
And there the heathen Frmce, Amragus, 
Gave him an isle of marsh whereon to 
build , 

And there be built with wattles from tlie 
marsh 

A little lonely church m days of yore, 

For so they say, these books of ours, but 
seem 

Mute of this miracle, far as I have read 
But who first saw the holy thing to day ? * 

‘A woman,’ answer’d Percivale, ‘a 
nun, 

And one no further off m blood from me 
Than sister , and if ever holy maid 
With knees of adoration wore the stone, 

A holy maid , tho’ never maiden glow’d. 
But that was m her earher maidenhood. 
With such a fervent flame of human 
love, 
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'Which hcmg rudely blunted, glmced and 
shot 

Only to holy things , to praj er and praise 
She gaie heiself, to fast and alms And 
yet, 

Nun as she was, the scandal of the Court, 
Sin against Arthur and the Table Round, 
And the strange sound of an adulterous 
race, 

Across the iron grating of her cell 
Beat, and she pray’d and fasted all the 
more 

' And he to whom she told her sms, or 
what 

Her all but utter whiteness held for sin, 
A man wellnigh a hundred wmteis old. 
Spake often with her of the Holy Grail, 
A legend handed down thro’ fiie or sit. 
And each of these a hundred winters old. 
From our Lord’s time And when If m g 
Arthur made 

His Table Round, and all men’s nearts 
became 

Clean for a season, surel> he had thought 
That now the Hoi} Grail would come 
again, 

But sm broke out Ah, Christ, that it 
would come, 

And heal the world of all their wickedness I 
“ O Father ! ” ask’d the maiden, “ might 
It come 

To me by pra}er and fasting?” “ Nai ” 
said he, 

“I know not, for thy heart is pure as 
snow ” 

^d so she pra}’d and fasted, till the sun 
Shone, md the wmd blew, thro’ her, and 
I thought 

She might ha\e risen and floated when I 
saw her 


‘ For on a day she sent to speak w 
me. 

And when she came to speak, behold 
eyes 

B^ond my knowing of them, beautift 

Bq ond ^1 knowing of them, wonderf 
Beautiful in the light of holiness 
And » O my brother Percii^e.” she sa 


I "Sweet brother, I have seen the Holy 
I Grail 

I For, waked at dead of night, I heard a 
I sound 

As of a silver horn from o’er the hills 
Blown, and I thought, ‘ It is not Arthur’s 
use 

To hunt by moonlight , ’ and the slender 
sound 

As from a distance beyxmd distance grew 
Coming upon me — O nei er harp nor hom. 
Nor aught we blow with breath, or touch 
with hand. 

Was like that music as it came , and then 
Stream’d thro’ my cell a cold and silver 
beam. 

And down the long beam stole the Holy 
Grail, 

Rose red with beatings in it, as if alive. 
Till all the white walls of my cell were 
dyed 

With rosy colours leaping on the wall , 
And then the music faded, and the Grail 
Past, and the beam decay’d, and from the 
walls 

The roqr quivenngs died into the night 
So now the Holy Thmg is here again 
Among us, brother, fast thou too and 
pray. 

And tell thy brother kmghts to fast and 

That so perchance the vision may be seen 
By thee and those, and all the world be 
heal’d.” 

‘Then leaving the pale nun, I spake 
of this 

To all men , and myself fasted and 
pray’d 

Alway’s, and many among us many a week 
Fasted and pray’d even to the uttermost, 
Expectant of the wonder that would be. 

‘And one there was among us, ever 
moved 

Among us m white armour, Galahad. 

* God make thee good as thou art bean 
tiful,” 

Said Arthur, when he dubb’d him knight, 
and none. 
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In so young youth, was ever made a 
knight 

Till Galahad , and this Galahad, when 
he heard 

My sister’s vision, fill’d me wuth amitre ^ , 

His eyes became so like her owui, th«^ 
seem’d 

Hers, and himself her brother more than 1 

‘ Sister or brother none had he , but 
some 

Call’d him a son of Lancelot, and some 
said 

Begotten ly enchantment — chatterers 
they. 

Like birds of passage pipmg up and down. 

That gape for flies — ^we know not whence 
they come ; 

For when was Lancelot wandenngly 
lewd? 

‘But she, the wan siveet maiden, shore 
away 

Clean from her forehead all that wealth 
of hair 

Which made a silken mat-work for her 
feet, 

And out of this she pla ted broad and long 

A strong sword-belt, and wove ivith silver 
thread 

And crimson in the belt a strange device, 

A cnmson gnul within a silver beam , 

And saw the bright boy -knight, and 
bound It on him. 

Saying, “ My knight, my love, my kmght 
of heaven, 

O thou, my love, whose love is one with 
mine, 

I, maiden, round thee, maiden, bmd my 
belt 

Go forth, for thou shalt see what I have 
seen. 

And break thro’ all, till one wnll crown 
thee king 

Far in the spiritual city ” and as she 
spake 

She sent the deathless passion in her eyes 

Thro’ him, and made him hers, and laid 
her mind 

On him, and he believed m her belief 


i ‘Then came a year of nuracle O 
brother, 

I In our great hall there stood a vacant 
I chair. 

Fashion’d by Merlin ere he past away, 
And carven with strange figures , and in 
and out 

i The figures, like a serpent, ran a scroll 
Of letters m a tongue no man could read 
And Merlin call’d it “ The Siege peril- 
ous,” 

Perilous for good and ill , “ for there,” 
he said, 

“ No man could sit but he should lose 
himself ” 

And once by misadvertence Merlin sat 
In his own diair, and so was lost , but he, 
Galahad, when he heard of Merlm’s doom, 
Cned, “If I lose myself, I save myself" 

‘ Then on a summer night it came to 
pass, 

While the great banquet lay along the 
hall. 

That Galahad would sit down in Merhn’s 
chair. 

‘ And all at once, as there we sat, we 
heard 

A cracking and a nvmg of the roofs. 

And rending, and a blast, and overhead 
Thunder, and in the thunder was a cr> 
And m the blast there smote along the hall 
A beam of light seven times more clear 
than day 

And down the long beam stole the Holy 
Grail 

All over cover’d ivith a luminous cloud. 
And none might see who bare it, and it 
past 

But every knight beheld his fellow’s face 
As in a glory, and all the knights arose. 
And stanng each at other like dumb men 
Stood, till I found a voice and sware a 
vow 

‘ I sware a vow before them all, that I, 
Because I had not seen the Grail, would 
nde 

A twelvemonth and a day in quest of it. 
Until I found and saw it, as the nun 
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My sister saw it , and Galahad swore the 
\ow, 

And good Sir Bors, our Lancelot’s cousin, 
sivare, 

And Lancelot sMore, and many among 
the knights, 

And Gan am snare, and louder than the 
rest’ 

Then spake the monk Ambrosius, ask- 
ing him, 

*What said the Kmg? Did Arthur take 
the ^ow?’ 

‘Nay, for my lord,’ said Peraiale, 

‘ the ICing, 

Was not in hall for early that same day. 
Scaped thro’ a cai cm from a bandit hold. 
An outraged maiden sprang into the hall 
Crying on help for all her shining hair 
Was smear’d ivith earth, and either milky 
arm 

Bed-rent mth hooks of bramble, and nU 
she wore 

Tom as a sail that leaves the rope is tom 
In tempest so the Xing arose and nent 
To smoke the scandalous hive of those 
mid bees 

That made such honey in his realm 
Hon belt 

Some little of this marvel he too san, 
Returning o’er the plain that then began 
To darken under Camelot , whence the 
King 

Look’d up, calling aloud, “Lo, there! 
the roofs 

Of our great haU arc roll’d in thunder 
smoke 1 

Pray Heaven, they be not smitten by the 
bolt " 

For dear to Arthur 
As having there so 
Feasted, and as 
heaven. 


was that hall of ours, 
oft with all his knights 
the stateliest under 


By grove, and garden-lawn, and rushing 
brook, 

Qimbs lo the mighty hall that Merhn 
built 

And four great zones of sculpture, set 
belnixt 

With many a mystic symbol, gird the hall 
And in the low est beasts are slaying men, 
And in the second men arc slaying beasts. 
And on the third are w amors, perfect men. 
And on the fourth are men with growing 
wings. 

And over all one statue in the mould 
Of Arthur, made bj Merlin, with a crown. 
And peak’d vnngs pointed to the Northern 
Star 

And eastward fronts the statue, and the 
crown 

And both the wungs are made of gold, 
and flame 

At sunnsc till the people in far fields. 
Wasted so often by the heathen hordes, 
Behold It, ctymg,“WehavcstilIaKmg ” 

• And, brother, bad you know*n our haU 
within, 

Broader and higher than any in all the 
lands 1 

Where tw civ c great windows blazon 
Arthur’s wars, 

And all the hght that fills upon the board 
Streams thro’ the twelve great battles of 
our King 

Nay, one there is, and at the eastern end. 
Wealthy wntli wandering Imes of mount 
and mere. 

Where Artliur finds the brand Excalibur. 
And also one to the west, and counter to it. 
And blank and who shall blazon it? 
when and how? — 

O there, perchance, when all our wars are 
done. 

The brand Excahbur will be cast away 


O brother, had you known our mii 
hall, 

^ch Merlm built for Arthur long r 
For all the sacred mount of Camelot, 
^d all the dim rich city, roof bv ro 
Tower after tower, spire beyond spir 


‘ So to this hall full quickly rode tit 
Kmg, 

to horror lest the work by Merlm wrought) 
Tfreamlike, should on the sudden vanidi, 
wrapt 

In unremorseful folds of rolling fire. 
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And in he rode, and up I glanced, and saw 
The golden dragon sparkling over all 
And many of those who burnt the hold, 
their arms 

Hack’d, and their foreheads grimed with 
smoke, and seat’d. 

Follow’d, and in among bright faces, ours, 
Full of the vision, prcst and then the 
King 

Spake to me, being nearest, “Petcivale, 
(Because the hall was all in tumult some 
Vowing, and some protesting), “what is 
tills?” 

‘ O brother, when I told him what had 


“ But I, Sir Arthur, saw the Holy Grail, 
I saw the Holy Grail and heard a cry— 
‘O Galahad, and O Galahad, follow me ’ ” 

‘“Ah, Galahad, Galahad," said the 
King, “ for such 

As thou art is the vision, not for these 
Thy holy nun and thou have seen a sign— 
Holier IS none, my Percivale, than she— 
A sign to maim this Order w'hich I made 
But ye, that follow but the leader’s bell " 
(Brother, the King was hard upon his 
knights) 

“ Taliessin is our fullest throat of song. 
And one hath sung and all the dumb will 


(dianced. 

My sister’s vision, and the rest, his face 
Darken’d, as I have seen it more than 
once. 

When some brave deed seem’d to be done 
in vain. 

Darken; and “Woe is me, m> knights, 
he cned, 

“Had I been here, ye had not sworn 

the vow ” V, j t. ir 

Bold was mine answer, “Had thyself 

been here, „ 

My ICmg, thou wouldst have sworn 
“ Yea, yea,” said he, 

“ Art thou so bold and hast not seen the 
Grail?” 

‘“Nay, lord, I heard the sound, I 
saw the light, 

But since I did not see the Holy Thing, 

I sware a vow to follow it till I saw 

‘Then when he ask’d us, knight by 

knight, if any „ -s 

Had seen It, all their answers were as 

“ Nay, lord, and therefore have we sworn 
our vows ” 

‘“Lo now,” said Arthur, “have ye 

seen a cloud? 

What go ye into the wilderness to see 
‘Then Galahad on the sudden, and in 
Shrilling along the hall to Arthur, call d. 


sing 

Lancelot is Lancelot, and hath overborne 
Five knights at once, and every younger 
knight. 

Unproven, holds himself as Lancelo^ 

Till overborne by one, he learns — and ye. 
What are ye ? Galahads ?■ — nor Per- 
civales ” 

(For thus It pleased the Kmg to range 
me close 

After Sir Galahad), “nay,” said he, 

“ but men 

With strength and will to nght the 
wrong’d, of power 

To lay the sudden heads of violence flat, 
Knights that in twelve great battles 
splash’d and dyed 

The strong White Horse in his own 
heathen blood — , , , , „ 

But one hath seen, and aU the blind will 

S6C 

Go, since your vows are sacred, being 

made ,, 

ygt for ye know the cries of all my 

realm , , ^ 

Pass thro’ this hall— how often, O my 
knights, 

Your places being vacant at my side. 

This chance of noble deeds will come 
and go jj „ 

Unchallenged, while ye follow wandering 

Lost in the quagmire 1 Many of you, yea 

most* ’ll 

Return no more ye think I show myself 
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Too dark a prophet come now, let us 
meet 

The morrow mom once more in one full 
field 

Of gracious pastime, that once more the 
King, 

Before je lca\c him for this Quest, may 
count 

The jet -unbroken strength of all his 
knights, 

Rejoicing in that Order which he made ” 

* So when the sun broke next from 
under ground. 

All the great table of our Arthur closed 
And clash’d ir such a tourney and so full. 
So many lances broken — ne^er jet 
Had Camelot seen the like, since Arthur 
came , 

^d I mjself and Galahad, for a strength 
" as m us from the %asion, o\ erthrew 
So many knights that all the people cned, 
And almost burst the barriers in their 
heat, 

Shoutmg, » Sir Galahad and Sir Peim- 
>ale ' ” 


‘But when the next day brake fror 
under ground— 

O brodier, had jou known our Camelot 

Built bj old kings, age after age, so old 

The King himself had fears that it wouli 
fall. 

So strange, and nch, and dim , for when 
the roofs 

Totter’d tow ard each other m the skj, 

^t forehiads all along the street of thos, 

\Vho watch’d us pass, and lower, an. 
where the long 

Rich gallenes, lady-laden, weigh’d th( 
necks 

Thicker Aan drops from thunder, shower 
oi now ers 

Fellwwepa^, and men and boys astride 

At all the comers, named us each bi 
name, J 


Tlie knights and ladies wept, and nch 
and poor 

Wept, and the King himself could hardly 
speak 

For gnef, and all m middle street the 
Queen, 

^Vho rode bj Lancelot, w ail’d and shnek'd 
aloud, 

“ This madness has come on us for our 
sins ” 

So to the Gate of the three Queens we 
came, 

Wiere Arthur’s wars are render’d mj-s 
ticallj. 

And thence departed e\crj one his waj’ 

‘And I was lilted up in heart, and 
thought 

Of all mj late showai prowess in the lists. 
How mj strong lance had beaten down 
the knights. 

So inanj and famous names , and never 
yet 

Had heaven appear’d so blue, nor earth 
so green, 

For all my blood danced m me, and I 
knew 

That I should light upon the Holj’ Graik 

‘Thereafter, the dark wammg of our 

That most of us would follow wandermg 
fire^ 

Came like a driving gloom across mj 
mind. 

^en e\ erj evil word I had spoken once, 
And every eval tliought I had thought of 
old, 

And every evil deed I ever did, 

Awoke and cned, “ This Quest is not for 
thee ’ 

And lifting up mine eyes, I found mjself 
■™one, and in a land of sand and thorns, 
■^d I was thirstj even unto death ; 

And 1, too, cned, “ This Quest is not foi 
thee ” 

And on I rode, and when 1 thought 
my thirst 

ould slay me, saw deep lawns, and then 
a brook. 
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‘ “ O son, thou hast not true hutnility. 
The highest virtue, mother of them all , 
For when the Lord of all things made 
Ibmself 

Naked of glory for His mortal change, 
‘Take thou my robe,’ she said, ‘for all 
IS thine,* 

And all her form shone forth with sudden 
light 

So that the angels were amazed, and she 
Follow’d Him down, and like a fljing 
star 

Led on the gray-hair’d wisdom of the east ; 
But her thou hast not knoum for what 
IS this 

Thou thoughtest of thy prowess and thy 
sins? 

Thou hast not lost thjself to save thyself 
As Galahad ” When the hermit made 
an end, 

In silver armour suddenly Galahad shone 
Before us, and against the chapel door 
Laid lance, and enter’d, and we knelt m 
prayer 

And there the hermit slaked my buminir 
thirst. 

And at the samng of the mass I saw 
LJie holy elenients alone , but he. 

Saw ye no more? I, Galahad, saw 
the Grail, 

The Holy Grail, descend upon the 
shrme 


I saw the fiery face as of a child 
That smote itself mto the bread, and w ent , 
And hither am I come ; and never y et 
Hath what thy sister taught me first to 


see. 

This Holy Thmg, fail’d from my side, n 
come 

Cover’d, but moving wath me mght a; 

r. 

F^ter ^ day, but always in the nigh 

Blood-red, and sliding dovm the blaclmr 
marsh 

Blood-red, and on the naked mounts 
top 

^ sleepmg mere bel< 

Blood-red And m the strength of tl 
I rode, 

Shattenim all evil customs everywhere 


And past thro’ Fagan realms, and made 
them mine. 

And clash’d wath Pagan hordes, and bore 
them down. 

And broke thro’ all, and in the strength 
of this 

Come victor. ' But my time is hard at 
hand. 

And hence I go ; and one will crown me 
king 

Far in the spiritual aty , and come thou, 
too, 

For thou shalt see Uie vision w hen I go ' 

' W’hile thus he spake, his eye, dw ellmg 
on mine. 

Drew me, with power upon me, till I 
grew 

One wath him, to believe as he believed. 

Then, when the day began to wane, we 
went 

‘ There rose a hill that none but man 
could climb, 

Scarr’d wath a hundred vnntry water 
courses — 

Storm at the top, and when we gain’d it, 
storm 

Round us and death, for every moment 
glanced 

Ills silver arms and gloom’d • so quick 
and thick 

The lightnings here and there to left and 
right 

Struck, till the dry old trunks about us, 
dead. 

Yea, rotten w ith a hundred y ears of death, 

Sprang mto fire and at the base we found 

On either hand, as far as eye could se^ 

A great black swamp and of an evil smdl, 

Fart black, part whiten’d with the bones 
of men, 

Not to be crost, save that some ancient 
long 

Had budt a way, where, link’d wath 
many a bndge, 

A thousand piers ran mto the great Sea 

And Galahad fled along them bndge bj 
bndge, 

-And every bridge as quickly as he crost 
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Made nij heart leap , for when 1 nio\cd 
of old 

A slender page al»out her father s hall. 
And she a slender maiden, all ni) heart 
Went after her witli longing jet wc 
tssain 

Had noser kiss’d a kiss, or soss’d a sow 
And noss I came upon her once again. 
And one had ss edded her, and he ss as dead. 
And all his land and sscalth and state 
svere hers 

And while I tamed, csery day she set 
A banquet richer than the daj before 
By me , for all her longing and her ssill 
Was toward me as of old , till one fair 
mom, 

I walking to and fro beside a stream 
That flash'd across her orchard undcmca’h 
Her castle walls, she stole upon my ssall , 
And calling me the greatest of all knights. 
Embraced me, and so kiss’d me the first 
time. 

And gas c herself and all her w ealth to me 
Then 1 remember'd Arthur’s warning 
word, 

That most of us w ould folloss svandenng 
fires, 

And the Quest faded in m) heart Anon, 
The heads of all her people drew to me. 
With supplication both of knees and 
tongue 

** We have heard of thee thou art our 
greatest knight. 

Our Lady says it, and we well belies c 
Wed thou our Lady, and rule os cr sis, 
And thou shaft be os ^\rthur in our land ” 
O me, my brother 1 but one night my voss 
Burnt me wathm, so that I rose and fled. 
But wall’d and svept, and hated mine ossm 
self, 

And ev’n the Holj Quest, and all but her , 
Then after I wras join’d svith Galahad 
Cared not for her, nor anything upon 


Then sard the monk, « Poor men, ssl 
yule IS cold, 

MiKt be content to sit by litUe fires 
^d this am I, so that je care for me 
Eser so little , yea, and blest be Heas 


Tint brought thee here to this poo* house 
of ours 

Where all the brethrea are so hard, to 
ssarm 

My cold heart wi'h a friend out O the 

pit) 

To find thine osvn first lose once more— 
to hold. 

Hold her a sscalthj bndc ssathia thine 
nrm'^, 

Or all Imt hold, and then — cast her aside, 
Foregoing all her ss'cctncss, Hire a weed 
For sse that ssanl the ssarmth of double 
lift, 

\\c lint are plagued ssilh dreams of 
something sweet 

Htjond all sweetness in a life so rich, — 
Ah, blessed I^rd, 1 socak toocarthljavisc, 
Seeing I never stray d beyond the cell. 
But live like an old Indger iti his earth, 
With earth about him cv ciyw here, despite ' 
\11 fast and penance Saw ye none be 
side. 

None of your 1 nights?’ 

' Yea so,’ said Fercivalc 
‘One night my pathway swerving cast, 1 
saw 

1 he pelican on the casque of our Sir Bors 
All in tlic middle of the nsing moon 
And toward him jpurr’d, and had’d him, 
and he roe, 

And each made joy of cither , tlicn he 
ask’d, 

“Where is he? hast thou seen him — 
Lancelot ? — Once,” 

Said good Sir Bors, “ he dash’d across me 
— mad, 

And maddening what he rode , and when 
I cned, 

* Ridcst thou then so hotly on a quest 
So holy,’ Lancelot shouted, ‘Stay me not! 

1 have been the sluggard, and 1 nde apace, 
For now there is a lion in the way * 

So vanish’d ” 

* Tlien Sir Bors had ndden on 
Softly, and sorrowing for our Lancelot, 
Bciause his former madness, once the talk 
And scandal of our table, had return’d , 



430 


THE HOLY GRAIL 


* “ Nay, lord,” said Gawam, “ not foi 
su(^ as I 

Therefore 1 communed with a samtly man, 
"Who made me sure the Quest was not 
for me , 

For I was much aweaned of the Quest 
But found a silk pavilion in a 6eld, 

And merry maidens in it j and then this 
gale 

Tore my pavilion from the tenting-pm. 
And blew my merry maidens all about 
With all discomfort , yea, and but for this, 
My twch emonth and a day were pleasant 
to me. ” 

‘He ceased, and Arthur turn’d to 
whom at first 

He saw not, for Sir Bors, on entering, 
push’d 

Athwart the throng to Lancdot, caught 
his hand. 
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That * 1 %? ej- c>< i! 3 1*" p^'-eXM nvjrdcr, 

-i! 

'<i> q'”*.? werr I)ji 1*1 inn , to tthom I 
vn> M 

Tlini I woji'5 or,. “'—..17 lin:j -t he tuIlM 
And fof'li 1 It nt '^id while I je’m’d 
-a 1 'Ir ne 

trar the twi* » "j'ndf' «n inj heirt, 
'!) mvin'^t' c.'"ic jun me v of old, 
Ari'i whip* ~ie nto wa<le fid k fir aw-ij , 
nif'e wit 7 b-"'n tion.i h) little nn.n, 
Mem hnfn*% to whom the mining of 
my swotI 

And tharV) \ of mj <jwit h*il been enow 
To sain; th'"n fio'ii me one* ; md tlien 
I came 

All >n my fo’lj to iTic ml el ihoic, 

Wide i’l*';, w*'cre nothing hit coirtc 
}~u,te~ '•lew ; 

But such alda't, my King, liegan to blow. 
So loud -i W"' * "lonp’ the thore ind sen, 
A'ecouM not hear the water' for the hlitt, 
'Hto’ hcapl in mound' ird ridges ill the 

SCI 

Droic like •* cnt-inct, and all the nnd 
Swept like a mcr, and the clouded 
heasens 

Were thalcn with the motion and the ^ 
'•-ojnd 

And hlacl cning in the sea faam sway’d a 
bo't, 

I?" If 'Swallow’d m it, anchor’d with a 
chain , 

And m nij madness to myself I said, 

‘I w ill cniliark and I w ill lo'c myself, ^ 
lAnd in the great sea wash away my sm ’ 


I liurs* the chain, I sprang info the boat. 
Sea ea day s 1 dto\ e along the dreary deep. 
And with me dro\c the moon and all the 
stars , 

i .And the wind fdl, and on the seventh 
1 nignt 

I heard the shingle grinding in the surge, 
And fUt the Ixvit shock earth, and looking 
up, 

Behold, the enchanted towers of Car 
Iwntk, 

castk like a rock upon a rock, 

M ith chas.n-likc portals open to the sea, 
And steps that met the brc.akcr 1 there 
was none 

Sttxvl near it hut a lion on each side 
That kept the entry, and the moon was 
full 

Then from the boat I leapt, and up the 
s*airs 

Ihcrc drew mv sword AVith sudden- 
flaring manes 

Those two great beasts rose upright like 
a man. 

Each gnpt a shoulder, and I stood 
between , 

And, when I would have smitten them, 
heard a voice, 

‘ Doubt not, go fonvard , if thou doubt, 
the beasts 

AA ill tear thee piecemeal ’ Then wath 
vaolcnce 

The sword was dash’d from out my hand, 
and fell 

And up into the sounding hall I past ; 

But nothing in the sounding hall I saw. 
No Ixmch nor table, painting on the wall 
Or shield of knight , only the rounded 
moon 

Tliro’ the tall onel on the rolling sea 
But always in the quiet house I heard, 
Clear as a lark, high o’er me as a lark, 

A sweet voice singing in the topmost 
tower 

To the caslw ard up I climb’d a thousand 
steps 

AA’ith pain as in a dream I seem’d to 
climb 

For ever at the last I reach’d a door, 

A light was in the crannies, and I heard 
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‘ Gloiy and joy and honour to our Lord 
And to the Holy Vessel of the Grad ’ 
Then in my madness I essay’d the door , 
It gave , and thro’ a stormy glare, a heat 
As from a seventimes heated furnace, I, 
Blasted and burnt, and blinded as I n as. 
With such a fierceness that I swoon’d 
away — 

O, yet methought I saw tlie Holy Grad, 
All pall’d in crimson samite, and around 
Great angels, awful shapes, and wings 
and eyes 

And but for all my madness and my sin. 
And then my swooning, I had sworn I 
saw 

That which I saw , but what I saw was 
veil’d 

And cover’d , and this Quest was not for 


But if indeed there came a sign from 
heaven, 

Blessed arc Bors, Lancelot and Percivate, 

For these have seen according to their 
sight 

For every fiery prophet in old times. 

And all the sacred madness of the bard, 

When God made music thro’ them, could 
but speak 

His music by the framework and the 
chord , 

And as ye saw it ye have spoken truth 

‘ “ Nay — but thou errest, Lancelot 
never yet 

Could all of true and noble m knight and 
man 

Twine round one sin, whatever it might 
be. 


' So speaking, and here ceasing, Lance- 
lot left 

The hall long silent, till Sir Gawain — ^nay, 
Brother, 1 need not tell thee foolish 
words, — 

A reckless and irreverent knight was he. 
Now bolden’d by the silence of his 
King,— 

Well, I will tell thee " O King, my 
liege,” he said, 

“Hath Gawain fail’d in any quest of 
thme? 

When have I stinted stroke in fouehten 
field? 

But as for thine, my good fnend Percivale, 
Thy holy nun and thou haie driven men 
mad. 

Yea, made our mighbest madder than 
our least 

But by mine eyes and by mme ears I 
swear, 

1 will be deafer than the blue eyed cat, 
^md thnce as blind as any noonday owl, 
To holy virgins in their ecstasies. 
Henceforward ” 


' Deafer,” said the blameless King 
Gawain, and blinder unto holy thing! 
Hope not to make thyself by idle vows, 
Bemg too blmd to have desim to see 


With such a closeness, but apart there 
grew. 

Save that he were the swine thou spakest 
of. 

Some root of knighthood and pure noble- 
ness. 

Whereto see thou, that it may bear its 
flower 

‘ “ And spake I not too truly, O my 
knights ? 

Was I too dark a prophet when I said 
To those who went upon the Holy Quest, 
That most of them would follow wan 
dering fires. 

Lost in the quagmire ? — lost to me and 
gone. 

And left me gazing at a barren board. 
And a lean Order — ,scarce return’d a 
tithe — 

And out of those to whom die vision came 
My greatest hardly will beheve he saw } 
Another hath beheld it afar off. 

And leaving human wrongs to nght them- 
selves. 

Cares but to pass mto the silent life 
And one hath had the vision face to 
face. 

And now his chair desires him here m 
vain. 

However they may crown him otherwhere. 
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* “And some among jou held, that if 
the King 

Had seen the sight he would have sirom 
’the \o\v 

Not easily, seeing that the King must 
guard 

That which he roles, and is hut as the hind 
To whom a space of land is giien to 
plow 

Who may not wander from the allotted 
field 

Before his w ork be done , hut, being done. 
Let visions of the night or of the day 
Come, as they nill, and many a time 
they come, 

Until this earth he walks on seems not ; 
earth. 

This light that strikes his eyeball is not 
hght. 

This air that smites his forehead is not air 
But vision — j ea, his i ery hand and foot — 
In moments when he feels he cannot die. 
And knows himself no vision to himself. 
Nor the high God a vision, nor that One 
Who rose again je ha>e seen what >e 
have seen” 

*So spoke the King I knew not all 
he meant.’ 
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King Apthur made new knights to fill 
the gap 

Left by the Holy Quest , and as he sat 
In hall at old Caerleon, the high doors 
Were softly sunder’d, and thro’ these a 
youth, 

Felleas, and the sweet smell of the fields 
Past, and the sunshine came along with 
him 

‘ Make me thy knight, because I know. 
Sir Kmg, 

All that belongs to knighthood, and I love ’ 
Such was his cry • for having heard the 
King 

Had let proclaim a tournament — ^the prize 
A golden arclet and a knightly sword. 
Full fern had Pelleas for hK lady won I 

T 


The golden circlet, for himself the sivord 
And there were those who knew’ him near 
the Kmg, 

And promised for him and Arthur made 
him knight 

And this new knight, Sir Pelleas of the 
isles — 

But lately come to his inheritance. 

And lord of many a barren isle w as he 
Riding at noon, a day or twam before. 
Across the forest call’d of Dean, to find 
Caerleon and the Kmg, had felt the sun 
Beat like a strong kmght on hiS helm, 
and reel d 

Almost to falling firom his horse; but 
saw 

Kear him a mound of even-sloping side. 
Whereon a hundred stately beeches grew. 
And here and there great hollies under 
them , 

But for a mile all round was open space. 
And fern and heath and slowly Pelleas 
drew 

To that dim day, then bindmg his good 
horse 

To a tree, cast himself down ; and as he 
lay 

At random lookmg over the brown earth 
Thro’ that green-glooming twilight of the 
grove. 

It seem’d to Pelleas that the fern wuthout 
Burnt as a hving fire of emeralds. 

So that his eyes were dazzled looking at it 
Then o’er it crost the dimness of a doud 
Floatmg, and once the shadow of a bird 
Flymg, and then a fawn ; and his e^es 
closed 

And smee be loved all maddens, but no 
maid 

In speaal, half-awake he whisper’d, 

‘ Where ? 

O where ’ I love thee, tho’ f know thee 
not. 

For fair thou art and pure as Guinevere, 
And I will make thee with my qiear and 
sword 

As famous — O my Queen, my Guinevere, 
For I will be thme Arthur when we 
meet,’ 

2 F 
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Suddenlj waken’d with a sound of talk 
And laughter at the limit of tlic wood, 
And glancing thro’ the hoary boles, he saw , 
Strange as to some old prophet might 
base seem’d 

A sasion hoienng on a sea of fire, 
Damsels in dners colours like the cloud 
Of sunset and sunnse, and all of them 
On horses, and the horses richly trapt 
Breast-high in that bright line of bracken 
stood 

And all the damsels talk’d confuscdlj. 
And one was pointing this way, and one 
that. 

Because the waj was lost 


And Pclleas rose. 
And loosed his horse, and led him to tlic 
light 

There she that seem’d the chief among 
them said, 

‘ In happy time behold our pilot-star * 
Youth, w e arcdamsels-errant, and w eride, 
j^’d as je see, to tilt against the knights 
There at Cacrlcon, but have lost our way 
To right? to left? straight forward? back 

again? 

\Vhich ? tell us quickly ’ 


Pelleas gazing though 
Is Guinevere herself so beautiful ?’ 
For large her violet eyes look’d, and hi 
bloom 

A rosj dawn kindled in stainless lieavenj 
And roMd her limbs, mature in womai 
hood. 

And slender was her hand and small h< 
shape , 

And but for those large eyes, the liauni 
of scorn, 

^emigbthaveseem’da toy to tnflewatl 
And pass and care no more But whil 
he gazed 

^le beauty of her flesh abash’d the boj 

i 111 of soul 

® ^“^S>ng of the good 

and natoe, so did Pelleas lend 
AU the young beauty of his own soul t 


Belicvang her, and when she spake to 
him, 

i Stammer’d, and could not make her a 
reply 

For out of the W'astc islands had he come, 
WTiercsaving hisown sisters hchad known 
Scarce any but tlie women of his isles, 
Hough wives, that laugh’d and scream’d 
against the gulls. 

Makers of nets, and livnng from the sea 

Tlicn w ith a slow smile turn’d the lady 
round 

And look’d upon her people , and as when 
A stone is flung into some sleeping tarn. 
The circle widens nil it lip the marge. 
Spread the slow smile thro* all her com- 

Three knights w ercthcreamong, and they 
too smiled. 

Scorning him , for the lady was Ettarrc, 
And she was a great lady in her land 

Again she said, ‘0 wild and of the 
woods, 

Knowest thou not the fashion of our 
speech ? 

Or have the Heavens but given thee a fair 
face. 

Lacking a tongue?* 

‘ O damsel,' answer’d he, 

* I w okc from dreams , and coming out 
of gloom 

Was dazzled bj the sudden light, and 
crave 

Pardon but wall ye to Cacrlcon? I 
Go hkew ise shall Head you to thcKing?’ 


‘ Lead then,’ she said , and thro’ the 
woods they went 

And while they rode, tlie mcanmg in his 
q'es. 

His tenderness of manner, and chaste aw e, 
His broken utterances and bashfulness, 
Were all a burthen to her, and m her 
heart 


She mutter’d, ‘I have lighted on a fool, 
Kavv, yet so stale ' ’ But since her mind 
was bent 


On hearing, after trumpet blown, her name 
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Aod title, * Queen of BcaXily,’ m the lists 
Cncd — and beholding him so strong, she 
thojgfat 

That perad\entntc he will fight for me, 
Ard win the arciel therefore flatter’d 
him. 

Being >;o gncio’_s, that he wellnigh deem'd 
Uis wish by hers tras echo’d, and her 
hnights 

And all her damsels too were graaojs to 
him, 

For she was a great hdy 

And wnen they reach d 
Caerleon, ere thev past to lodging, she. 
Taking his hand, ‘O the strong hand,’ 
she said, 

* See 1 look at mme ! but wilt thou fight 
for me. 

And \nn me this fine aiclet, Pelleas, 
That I may love thee?’ 

Then his helples heart 
Leapt, and he cned, ‘ A} ’ wilt thou if I 
win’’ 

*Ay, that trill I,* she alter’d, and she 
laugti’d, 

And stnutiy n pt the hand, and flung it 
from her j 

Then glanced askew at those three knights 
of hers, 

Ti’l all her ladies laugh’d along nnth her 

' O happy world, ’ thought Pelleas, ‘all, 
mcscems. 

Are happj , I the happiest of them all ’ 
Nor slept that night for pleasure m his 
blood. 

And green wood-ways, and eye among 
the leates; 

Then being on the morrow knighted, j 
sware 

To love one only And as he came away, : 
The men who met him rounded on their 
heels 

And wonder d after him, because his face 
Shone like the countenance of a pnest of 
old 

Against the flame about a sacnfice 
Kindled bj fire from beaten so glad 
was he 


Then Arthur made vast banquets, and 
strange knights 

From tne four winds came m • and each 
one sa», 

Tho’ sen ed with choice from air, land, 
stream, and sea. 

Oft in mid -banquet measunng tvith his 
eyes 

His neighbour's make and might, and 
Felleas look d 

Noble among the noble, for he dream’d 
His hdy loved him, and he knew himself 
Loted of the King and him his new- 
made knight 

Worshipt, whose lightest whisper moved 
him more 

Than all the ranged reasons of the world 

Then brush’d and brake the morning 
of the jousts. 

And this was call’d ‘The Tonrnament of 
Youth ’ 

For Arthur loving his young knight, 
withheld 

His older and hismighber from the lists, 
That Pelleas might obtain his lady’s love. 
According to her promise, and remain 
Lord of the tourney And Arthur had 
the jousts 

Down in the flat field by the shore of Usk 
Holden . the gilded parapets were crown’d 
With faces, and the great tower fill’d with 
eyes 

Up to the summit, and the trumpets blew 
There all day long Sir Pelleas kept the 
field 

W’ith honour • so by that strong hand of 
his 

The sword and golden circlet were 
achieved 

Then rang the shout his ladj loved . 
the heat 

Of pnde and gloiy fired her face , her 
Sparkled, she caught the circlet from his 
lance. 

And there before the people crown’d 
herself* 

So for the last time she was gracious to 
him 
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Then at Caerleon for a space — ^her look 
Bnght for all others, cloudier on her 
knight — 

Linger’d Ettarre and seeing Pelleas 
droop, 

Said Guinevere, ‘We marvel at thee 
much, 

0 damsel, wearing this unsunn) face 

To him who won thee glory •’ And she 
said, 

‘ Had ye not held your Lancelot m )our 
bower, 

My Queen, he had not won ’ Whereat 
the Queen, 

As one whose foot is bitten b) an ant. 
Glanced down upon her, turn’d and nent 
her way 

But after, when her damsels, and her- 
self. 

And those three knights all set their 
faces home. 

Sir Pelleas follow’d She that saw him 
cned, 

' Damsels — and yet I should be shamed 
to say it — 

1 cannot bide Sir Baby Keep him back 
Among yourselves. Would rather that 

we had 

Some rough old knight who knew the 
worldly way, 

Albeit gnzzlier than a bear, to nde 
And jest with take him to you, keep 
him off. 

And pamper him with papmeat, if ye will. 
Old milky fables of the wolf and sheep. 
Such as the wholesome mothers tell their 
boys 

Nay, should ye try him w>th a merry one 
To find his mettle, good and if he fly 
us. 

Small matter » let him ’ This her 
damsds heard,\ 

And rmndful of her sm^ and cruel hand. 
They, closmg round him thro’ the journey 
home, 

Acted her best, and always from her side 
Restrain’d him with all manner of device, 
So that he could not come to speech 
with bet 


And when she gam’d her castle, npsprang 
the bridge, 

Down rang the grate of uon thro’ the 
grooie. 

And he was left alone in open field. 

X 

‘These be the ways of ladies,’ Pdleas 
thought, 

‘To those who love them tnals of our 
f'lth 

Yea, let her proic me to the uttermost, 

For loyal to the uttermost am I ’ 

So made his moan , and, darkness falhng, 
sought 

A pnory not far off, there lodged, but 
rose 

With morning every day, and, moist or 
dry, 

FuU-arm’d upon his charger all day long 

Sat by the \^Is, and no one open’d to 
him 

And this persistence turn’d her scorn 
to wrath 

Then calling her three knights, she 
charged them, ‘ Out ' 

And dme him from the walls ’ And out 
they* came. 

But Pelleas overthrew them as they 
dash’d 

Against him one by one , and these 
return’d. 

But still he kept his watch beneath the 
wall 

Thereon her wrath became a hate; 
and once, 

A week b^ond, while walkmg on the 
walls 

With her three knights, she pointed 
downward, ‘Look, 

He haunts me — I cannot breathe — ^be- 
si^es me ; 

Down • strike him I put my hate mto 
your strokes. 

And drive him from my walls ’ And 
down they went. 

And Pelleas overthrew them one by one. 

And from the tower above him cried 
Ettarre, 

‘ Bind him, and bring him in ’ 
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three to one and thro’ his 


FKsh'd, and he call’d, * I strike upon thy 
side — 

The caitiffs I’ ‘Nay,’ said Pellcas, ‘ but 
forbear , 

He needs no aid who doth his lady’s wall ’ 

So Gaw am, looking at the villainy done. 
Forbore, but in bis heat and eagerness 
Trembled and quiver’d, as the dog, with- 
held 

A moment from the vermin that he sees 
Before him, shuers, ere he spnngs and 
kills 


And Pellcas overthrew them, one to 
three , 

And they rose up, and bound, and brought 
him in 

Then first her anger, leaving Pellcas, 
bum’d 

Full on her knights in many an evil name 

Of craven, weakling, and thrice -beaten 
hound. 
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‘Yet, take him, je that scarce are fit to 
touch, 

Far less to bind, your victor, and thrust 
him out. 

And let who will release him from his 
bonds 

And if he comes again ’ — there she brake 
short , 

And Felleas answer’d, ‘ Ladj, for indeed 
I loved you and I deem’d ) ou beautiful, 

I cannot brook to see your beauty marr’d 
Thro’ evil spite and if je lo\e me not, 

I cannot bear to dream you so forsuom 
I had liefer ye were worthy of my love, 
Than to be loved again of you — farewell. 
And tho’ye kill my hope, not yet my love. 
Vex not yourself ye will not see me 
more ' 

^^^llle thus he spake, she gazed upon 
the man 


The arclct? wherefore hast thou so 
defamed 

Thy brotherhood m me and all the rest, 

As let these caitiffs on thee work their 
will?’ 

And Felleas answer’d, ‘ O, thdr wills 
arc hers 

For whom I won the arclet; and mine, 
hers. 

Thus to be bounden, so to see her face, 

Marr’d tho* it be with spite and mockery 
now. 

Other than when I found her in the 
woods , 

And tho’ she hath me bounden but in spite. 

And all to flout me, when they bring me 
in. 

Let me be bounden, 1 shall see her face. 

Else must I die thro’ mine unhappiness ’ 


Of prmcely bearing, tho’ in bonds, and 
thought, 

\Vhy have I push’d him from me? this 
man loves. 

If love there be yet him I loved not 
■Why ? 

1 deem’d him fool? yea, so? or that in 
him 

A something — ^was it nobler than mv'- 
self?— ^ 

Seem’d my reproach ? He is not of my 
kmd 

He could not love me, did he know me 
well 

Nay, let him go — and qmckly ’ And her 
kmghts 

Laugh d not, but thrust him bounden out 
of door 


Forth sprang Gawain, and loosed h 
from his bonds. 

And flung them o’er the waUs , and afti 
ward, 

Shaka^ his hands, as from a lazar’s k 
F aith of my body,’ he said, ‘and i 
thou not — 

Yea thou art he, whom late our Arth 
made 

Knight of his table , yea and he that w 


And Gawain answer’d kindly tho’ in 
scorn, 

‘ ^NTiy, let my lady bmd me if she will. 
And let my lady beat me if she will * 

But an she send her delegate to thrall 
These fighting hands of mine — Chnst kill 
me then 

But I will slice him handless by the wrist. 
And let my lady sear the stump for him, 
Howl as he may But hold me for your 
fnend . 

Come, ye know nothmg* here I pledge 
my troth. 

Yea, by the honour of the Table Round, 
I will be leal to thee and work thy work. 
And tame thy jaJing pnneess to thine 
hand. 

Lend me thine horse and arms, and I will 

That I have slam thee. She will let me 
m 

To hear the manner of thy fight and fall , 
Then, when I come within her counsels, 
then 

From prime to vespers will I chant thy 
praise 

As prow est knight and truest lover, more 
Than any have sung thee living, till she 
long 
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To ha\e thee back in lusty life again, 
Not to be bound, save by white bonds 
and %nnn. 

Dearer than freedom Wherefore now 
tiij horse 

And armour let me go be comforted 
Give me three days to melt her fancy, 
and hope 

rhe third mght hence will bring thee 
news of gold ’ 

Then Pelleas lent his horse and all his 
arms. 

Saving the goodly sword, his prize, and 
took 

Gawain’s, and said, ‘ Betray me not, but 
help — 

Art thou not he whom men call hght-of- 
loie?’ 

‘Ay,’ said Gaivain, ‘for women be so 
hght ’ 

Then bounded forward to the castle walls. 
And raised a bugle hanging from his neck. 
And winded it, and that so musically 
That all the old echoes hidden in the 
wall 

Rang out like hollow woods at huntmg- 
tide 

Up ran a score of damsels to the tower, 
‘Avaunt,’ theycned, ‘ourladj loves thee 
not ’ 

But Gawam lifting up Ins vizor said, 

‘ Gawam am I, Gawam of Arthur’s court. 
And I have slam this Pelleas whom ye 
hate 

Behold his horse and armour Open 
gates, 

And I will make you merry ’ 

And down they ran. 
Her damsels, crying to their lady, ‘ Lo ’ 
Pelleas is dead — ^he told us — ^he that hath 
His horse and armour will ye let him in? 
He slew him 1 Gawam, Gawam of the 
court. 

Sir Gawam — there he waits below the 
wall. 

Blowing his bugle as who should say him 
nay ’ 


And so, leave given, straight on thro’ 
open door 

Rode Gawam, whom she greeted cour- 
teously 

‘ Dead, is it so?’ she ask’d ‘Ay, ay,’ 
said he, 

* And oft m dying cried upon your name ’ 
‘Pity on him,’ she answer’d, ‘a good 
knight. 

But never let me bide one hour at peace ’ 
‘Ay,’ thought Gawam, ‘and you be fair 
enow 

But I to your dead man have given my 
troth. 

That whom ye loathe, him will I make 
you love ’ 

So those three days, aimless about the 
land. 

Lost in a doubt, Pelleas wandenng 
Waited, until the third night brought a 
moon 

With promise of large light on woods and 
ways 

Hot was the night and silent , but a 
sound 

Of Gawam ever coming, and this lay — 
Which Pelleas had heard sung before the 
Queen, 

And seen her sadden listening — vext his 
heart, 

And marr’d his rest — ‘ A worm within the 
rose ’ 

* A rose, but one, none other rose had I, 
A rose, one rose, and this was wondrous 
fair, 

One rose, a rose that gladden’d earth and 
sky. 

One rose, my rose, that sweeten’d all 
mine air — 

I cared not for the thorns, the thorns 
were there 

‘ One rose, a rose to gather by and by. 
One rose, a rose, to gather and to wear, 
No rose but one — ^what other rose had I? 
One rose, my rose , a rose that will not 
die, — 

He dies who loves it, — if the worm be 
there ’ 
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This tender rhyme, and evermore the 
doubt, 

‘\Vhj lingers GT.wain with his golden 
news?’ 

So shook him that he could not rest, but 
rode 

Ere midnight to her walls, and bound his 
horse 

Hard by the gates Wide open were the 
gales, 

And no watch kept , and in thro’ these 
he past, 

And heard but his own steps, and his 
own heart 

Beating, for nothing moved but his own 
self. 

And his own shadow Then he crost 
the court, 

And spied not any hght in hall or bow er. 

But saw the postern portal also wide 

Yawning , and up a slope of garden, all 

Of roses white and red, and brambles mivt 

And overgrowing them, went on, and 
found. 

Here too, all hush’d below the mellow 
moon. 

Save that one nvulet from a tinj ca\e 

Came lightening downward, and so spilt 
Itself 

Among the roses, and was lost again 

Then was he ware of three panlions 
rear’d 


Beaten, did Pelleas in an utter shame 

Creep with his shadow thro’ the court 
again. 

Fingering at his sword>handle untd he 
stood 

There on the castle bridge once more, and 
thought, 

‘I wall go back, and slaj them where they 
he ’ 

And so went back, and seeing them yet 
in sleep 

Said, ‘Ye, that so dishallow the holy 
sleep. 

Your sleep is death,’ and drew the sword, 
and thought, 

‘What ' slaj a sleeping knight? the King 
hath bound 

And sworn me to this brotherhood,’ 
again, 

‘Alas tliat e\er a kmght should be so 
false ’ 

Then turn’d, and so return’d, and groan- 
ing laid 

The nak^ sword athwart their naked 
throats. 

There left it, and them sleeping , and she 

_ J"*}. 

The circlet of the tourney round her 
brows. 

And the sword of the tourney across her 
throat. 


Above the bushes, gilden-peakt in one. 
Red after rei el, droned her lurdane knights 
Slumbering, and their three squires across 
their feet 


^ one, their malice on the plaad lip 
Froz n by sweet sleep, four of her damsi 
lay 

^d in the third, the circlet of the lou- 
Bound on her brow, were Gawam ai 
Ettarre 


And forth he past, and mounting on 
his liorse 

Stared at her towers that, larger than 
thcmseli cs 

In their own darkness, throng’d into the 
moon 

Then crush’d the saddle wath his thighs, 
and clencli’d 

His hands, and madden’d wath himself 
and moan’d . 


Baek, as a hand that pushes thro’ 
leaf 

To find a nest and feels a snake, he dr« 
Back, as a coward slinks from what 
fears 

Tocopewith, or a traitor proven, or hoi 


‘ AA ould they ]ia\ e risen against me in 
their blood 

At the last day ? J might haie ansivePd 
them 

Even before high God. O towers so 
strong. 



rnun is uvn ct^arke 
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lo'ji’, \~o jJtl i!n< even while I fwc 
Tr c CTi-h o'‘c-rttiij«'ihc dnvenng to j-oiir 
t-5.'e 

Sj't.* r ' -'itl I Id! h'lrst «j> yn tr hvlo* 
A 

i'eJh 1 •*!''’ cl.'ift'iJ you tf ro' *ir<l thro* 

I.J'c'k > t''c inti n*'! bc'tt — hollow a? n 

<uin 

i/'t *1 1 fc ee c"‘t trrenm thro jour c>c 
!f‘ hr'cc, 

Aril ’ h’ll tlic *h<s{ of harlots roiiri'l ami 

til *n 1 

Ir r’l.'i'' an'i rc'tlc 1 hni, «inl e— I <aw 
him there — 

I>- il c fox V'.tl , let the wolf 3 cli. \\ ho 
5filx 

JJrrcin ihc^’ill xwcf* m miner night, hat 
I— 

I, the p-aor I’ell'-'is whom rhe call’d her 
fool? 

foo’, Iv-v* — he, she, or I’ in3*«"lf ino t 
fool • 

Ikv* 100, •'■/> L'dinK human wit — dn 
j,nr«.d, 

D.x, o^oi r’d nl* for tml of true loxc— • 
I>vc ’ — we l*e nil aid c * onl) the King 
Hath made us (aoK nrd hars O noble 
sows ’ 

0 peat a’ld cine and Riinple race ofbnitts 
Tliat oxen no hm l>ccaii.c the) ha c no 

la e 1 

Tor xxh) should 1 haxc loxcil her to ni}’ 
shame ’ 

1 loathe ht', as I loxetl her to im shame 
I re cr loxrJ her, I hut lusted for her — 
A'x'j— ’ 

He dash’d the roxxcl into his horse. 
And bounded forth and xannh’d thro’ the 
night 

Then she, that Alt the cold touch on 
her throat, 

Aaval ing Inexx the sxxord, and turn'd 
herself 

To Oa ' am* ‘Inar, for thou hast not slain 
This J’cllcas ' here he stood, and might 
ha cslain 

Meand th>ielf ’ And he that tells the tale 


^ay^ that her ex cr-veenng fanc) turn’d 
To I’cllc.as, as the one true kmghl on 
earth, 

\nd onlx loxcr; and thro’ her loxc her 
life 

^^ll.stcd and pined, dcsmng him in xain 

But he by xxild and wa), for half the 
night, 

And oxer hard and soft, sinking the sod 
r iTini o’lt the soft, the spark from off the 
hard, 

Rode till the staraboxc the xxakcningsun, 
I’esidc that (oxxcr xvhcrc Pcrcivalc xxas 
coxxl'd, 

(ilxnccd from the ros3» forehead of the 
daxxn 

lor so the xvords were flash’d into Ins 
heart 

I He knexx not xx hence or xxhcrcforc *0 
sxxect star, 

Pure on tlie xargm forehead of the daxvn 1' 
And there he would liaxc wept, but felt 
his C3CS 

Ilaider and drier than a fountain bed 
Jn stunmer thither came the xallagc girls 
And linger'd tall ing, and they come no 
more 

lill flic sweet licaxcns liaxc till’d it from 
the heights 

Again xxiih lixing xxaters in the change 
Of seasons liard his eyes, harder his 
licarl 

Seem’d , but so xxcaiy' xverc his limb^ 
lint he, 

Gasping, ‘Of Arthur’s hall am I, but here, 
Here let me rest and die,’ cast himself 
doxx n, 

And pilPd his griefs in inmost sleep , so 
lay, 

Till shaken by a dream, that Gaxxain fired 
The hall of Merlin, and the morning star 
Reel’d in the smoke, brake into flame, 
and fell 

He xxoke, and being xvarc of some one 
nigh, 

Sent hands upon lum, as to tear him, 
ciying, 

•False 1 and I held thee pure as Guinevere ' 
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But Peravale stood near him and 
rephed, 

‘Am I bat false as Gumevere is pure? 
Or art thou mazed •with dreams ? or being 
one 

Of our free spoken Table hast not heard 
That Lancelot ’ — ^there he check’d him- 
self and paused 

Then fared it •with Sir Felleas as with 
one 

Who gets a wound in battle, and the sword 
That made it plunges thro’ the wound 
^pm, 

And pncks it deeper and he shrank and 
w ail’d, 

‘ Is the Queen false ?’ and Percrrale was 
mute 

‘Have any of our Round Table held their 
\ows?’ 

And Percwale made answer not a word 
‘Is the Kmg true?’ ‘The Kmg •’ said 
Percivale 

‘Why then let men couple at once wth 
wolves 

What! art thou mad?’ 

But Felleas, leapmg up. 
Ran thro’ the doors and vaulted on his 
horse 

And fled small pity upon his horse had 
he, 

Or on himself, or any, and when he met 
A cripple, one that held a nand for alms — 
Hunch’d as he was, and like an old dwarf- 
elm 

That turns its back on the salt blast, the 
boy 

Paused not, but overrode him, shoutmg, 
‘False, 

And false with Gawain 1’ and so left him 
bruised 

And batter’d, and fled on, and hill and 
wood 

Went ever streaming by him till the gloom, 
nat follows on the turmng of the world. 
Darken’d the common path he twitch’d 
the reins. 

And made his beast that better knew it, 
swerve 


Now off it and now on , but when he saw 
High up in heaven the hall that Merlin 
built, 

Blackemng against the dead-green stnpes 
of even, 

‘ Black nest of rats,’ he groan’d, ‘ ye build 
too high ’ 

Not long thereafter from the cify gates 
Issued Sir Lancelot ndmg ainly. 

Warm with a gracious parting from the 
Queen, 

Peace at his heart, and gazing at a star 
And marvelling what it was on whom 
the boy. 

Across the silent seeded meadow -grass 
Borne, clash’d and Lancelot, saymg, 
‘What name hast thou 
That ndest here so bhndly and so 
hard?’ 

‘No name, no name,’ he shouted, ‘a 
scourge am I 

To lash the treasons of the Table Round ’ 
‘ Yea, but thy name ? ’ ‘I have many 
names,’ he cried . 

‘ I am wrath and shame and hate and evil 
fame. 

And hke a poisonous wind I pass to 
blast 

And blaze the crime of Lancelot and the 
Queen ’ 

'First over me,’ said Lancelot, ‘shalt 
thou pass ’ 

‘Fight therefore,’ jell’d the youth, and 
either knight 

Drew back a space, and when they closed, 
at once 

The wearj steed of Felleas floundering 
flung 

His nder, who call’d out from the dark 
field, 

* Thou art false as Hell slay me I ha\ e 
no sword ’ 

Then Lancelot, ‘Yea, between thy hps-^ 
and sharp , 

But here will I disedge it by thy death.’ 

' Slay then,’ he shnek’d, ‘ my will is to be 
slain,’ 

And Lancelot, with his heel upon tlie 
fall’n. 
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Rolling his cjes, a moment stood, then 
spake. 

'Rise, Mcakling, I am Lancelot , say thy 
say ’ 

And Lancelot slowlj rode his warhorsc 
back 

To Camelot, and Sir Pelleas in brief w hile 
Caught his unbroken limbs from the dark 
field, 

And follow 'd to the city It chanced that 

both 

Brake into hall together, worn and pale 
There with her knights and dames was 
Guinevere 

Full wonderingly she gazed on Lancelot 
So soon return’d, and then on Pelleas, 
him 

^^^lo had not greeted her, but cast him- 
self 

Down on a bench, hard-breathing ‘ Ha\ e 
ye fought ?’ 

She ask’d of Lincelot ‘ Ay, my Queen,’ 
he said 

‘ And thou hast ovcrtlirown lum?’ ‘ A>, ' 
my Queen ’ 

Then she, turning to Pelleas, ' O young 
knight. 

Hath the great heart of knighthood m 
thee fail’d 

So far thou canst not bide, unfrowardly, 

A fall from him /' Then, for he answer’d 
not, 

'Or hast thou other gnefs? If I, the 
Queen, 

hlay help them, loose thy tongue, and let 
me know ’ 

But Pelleas lifted up an eye so fierce 
She quail’d ; and he, hissing ‘ I have no 
sword,’ 

Sprang from the door into the dark 
The Queen 

Look’d hard upon her lover, he on her j 
And each foresaw the dolorous day to 
be 

And all talk died, as in a grove all song 
Beneath the shadow of some bird of prey , 
Then a long silence came upon the hall. 
And Modred thought, ‘ The time is hard 
at hand ’ < 


THE LAST TOURNAMENT 

Dagonet, the fool, whom Gawain in his 
mood 

Had made mock-knight of Arthur’s Table 
Round, 

At Camelot, high above the yellowring 
woods. 

Danced like a wither’d leaf before the hall 
And tow ard him from the hall, with harp 
in hand. 

And from the crown thereof a carcanet 
Of ruby swaying to and fro, the pnze 
Of Tristram in the jousts of yesterday. 
Came Tnstram, sayang, ‘Why skip ye 
so, Sir Fool ?’ 

For Arthur and Sir Lancelot riding once 
Far down beneath a winding wall of rock 
Heard a child wail A stump of oak 
half-dead. 

From roots like some black cod of carven 
snakes, 

Clutch’d at the crag, and started thro' 
mid air 

Beanng an eagle’s nest and thro’ the tree 
Rush’d ever a rainy wind, and thro’ the 
wind 

Pierced ever a child’s cry and crag and 
tree 

Scaling, Sir Lancelot from the penlous 
nest. 

This ruby necklace thnee around her neck. 
And all unscarr’d from beak or talon, 
brought 

A maiden babe, which Arthur pitymg 
took. 

Then gave it to his Queen to rear * the 
Queen 

But coldly acquiesemg, m her white arms 
Received, and after loved it tenderly. 

And named it Nestling , so forgot herself 
A moment, and her cares , till fliat young 
life 

Being smitten in mid heaven with mortal 
cold 

Past from her , and in time the carcanet 
Vext her with plaintive memones of the 
child • 
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So she, dcincnng it to Arthur, said, 
‘Take thou the jewels of this dead ir- 
nocence. 

And make them, an thou mlt •> toumc> 
pnze ’ 


Bridge-broken, one eye out, and one hand 
off. 

And one with shatter’d fingers dangling 
lame, 

A churl, to nhom indignantly the King, 


To whom the King, * Peace to thint 
eagle home 

Dead nestling, and this honour after 
death. 

Following thj will! but, O my Queen, 
I muse 

Why je not wear on arm, or neck, or 
zone 

Those diamonds that I rescued from the 
tarn, 

And Lancelot won, methought, for thee 
to wear ’ 


‘Would rather you had let them fall,’ 
she cned, 

‘Plunge and be lost— ill fated as they 
were, 

A bitterness to me I — ye look amazed. 
Not knowing they were lost as soon as 
giien — 

Slid from mj hands, when I was Icaninsr 
out 

Abo\e the n\er— that unhappy child 
Past in her barge but rosier luck w ill go 
With these nch jewels, seeing that they 
came 

Not from the skeleton of a brother-slayer, 
But the sweet body of a maiden babe 
Perchance — who knows? — the purest of 
thy knights 

May wm them for the purest of my maids ’ 

She ended, and the cry of a great jousts 
With trumpet-blowings ran on all the 
ways 

From Camelot in among the faded fields 
10 furthest towers, and everyivhere the 
kmghts 

Arm’d for a day of glory before the King 


stagger d, his visage nbb’d 
From ear to ear with dogwhi^eals, his 
nose 


* My churl, for whom Christ died, what 
evil beast 

Hath drawn his claws athwart thy face? 
or fiend ? 

Man was it who marr’d hcaicn’s image 
in thee thus?’ 

Tlien, sputtering thro’ the hedge of 
splinter’d teeth. 

Yet strangers to the tongue, and with 
blunt stump 

Pitch-bhcktn’d sawing the air, said the 
maim’d churl, 

‘ lie took them and he dra\e them to 
his tower — 

Some hold he w as a table-knight of tliinc — 
A hundred goodly ones — the Red Knight, 
he — 

Lord, I wxs tending swine, and the Red 
Knight 

Brake in upon me and dm\c them to his 
tower. 

And when I call’d upon thy name ns one 
That docst right by gentle and by churl, 
Maim’d me and maul d, and would out 
right have slain. 

Save that he sware me to a message, 
saying, 

“Tell thou theKing and all Ins hors, that 1 
Ila\e founded my Round Table m the 
North, 

And whatsoever his own knights have 
sworn 

My knights ha\c sworn the counter to 
It — and say 

My tower is full of harlots, like his court. 
But mine are worthier, seeing they profess 
Tobenoneother thanthemselies — and say 
My knights are all adulterers like his own. 
But mine are truer, seeing they profess 
hishouriscome, 
The heathen are upon him, his long lance 
Broken, and his Excahbur a straw ” ’ 
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Then Arthur turn’d to K-iy tlic sene- 
schil, 

*TaV.e thou m3 churl, and lend him 
amoosly 

Like a king’s heir, till all his hurts he 
whole 

Tnc heathen — but that eicr- climbing 
wa\e, 

Hurl'd back again co often m empt} foam, 
Hath lam for} cats attest — and renegades, 
Thieies, bandits, leaiangs of confusion, 
whom 

The wholesome realm is purged of other- 
where, 

Fnends, thro’ your manhood and }our 
fealty, — now 

Idakc their last head bke Satan in the 
North 

M} younger kmghts, new-made, in whom 
your flower 

Waits to be solid fruit of golden deeds, 
Moie wath me toward their quelling, 
which achieved. 

The loneliest wa}'S are safe from shore to 
shore 

But thou, Sir Lancelot, sitting in m} place 
Enchair’d to-morrow, arbitrate the field , 
For wherefore shouldst thou care to mingle 
with it. 

Only to yield m3 Queen her own again ? 
Speak, Lancelot, thou art sdent is it 
well ?’ 

Thereto Sir Lancelot answer’d, ‘ It is 
well : 

Yet better if the King abide, and leave 
The leading of his younger knights to me 
Else, for the Bang has will’d it, it is well ’ 

Then Arthur rose and Lancelot follow ’d 
him. 

And while they stood without the doors, 
the King 

Turn’d to him saying, * Is it then so w ell ? 
Or mine the blame that oft I seem as he 
Of whom w as written, “ A sound is m his 
ears”? 

The foot that loiters, bidden go, — the 
glance 

That onlyseems half-loyal to command, — 


A manner somewhat fall’n from rever- 
ence — 

Or have I dream’d the bearing of our 
knights 

Tells of a manhood ever less and lower? 
Or whence the fear lest this my realm, 
nprear’d. 

By noble deeds at one with noble vows. 
From flat confusion and brute nolences. 
Reel back into the beast, and be no 
more?’ 

He spoke, and takmg all his younger 
knights, 

Down the slope ci^ rode, and sharply 
turn’d 

North by the gate In her high bower 
the Queen, 

Working a tapestr} , lifted up her head. 
Watch’d her lord pass, and knew not that 
she sigh’d 

Then ran across her memory the strange 
rh3'me 

Of bygone Merlin, ‘Where is he who 
knows? 

From the great deep to the great deep he 
goes ’ 

But when the mormng of a toomaraent, 
By these m earnest those in mockery call’d 
The Tournament of the Dead Innocence, 
Brake with a wet wind blovwng, Lancelot, 
Round whose sick head all night, like 
birds of prey, 

The w ords of Arthur flymg shnek’d, arose, 
And down a strectw ay hung with folds of 
pure 

White samite, and by fountains runnmg 
wine. 

Where children sat in white with cups of 
gold, 

Moved to the lists, and there, with slow 
sad steps 

Ascending, fill’d his double • dragon’d 
chair 

He glanced and saw the stately galleries. 
Dome, damsel, each thro’ w or^p of their 
Queen 

White robed in honour of the stainless 
child. 
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And some with scatter’d jewels, like a 
bank 

Of maiden snow mingled with sparks of 
fire 

He look’d but once, and vail’d his eyes 
again 

The sudden trumpet sounded as in a 
dream 

To ears but half-awaked, then one lowroll 
Of Autumn thunder, and the jousts began 
And ever the wnd blew, andj ellownng leaf 
And gloom and gleam, and shower and 
shorn plume 

Wentdowrnit Sighing weanedly, as one 
Who sits and gazes on a faded fire. 

When all the goodlier guests are past away. 
Sat their great umpire, looking o’er the 
lists 

He saw the laws that ruled the tournament 
Broken, but spake not , once, a knight 
cast down 

Before his throne of arbitration cursed 
The dead babe and the follies of the King , 
And once the laces of a helmet crack’d. 
And show ’d him, hke a vermin in its hole, 
Modred, a narrow face anon he heard 
The voice that billow’d round the bameis 
roar 

An ocean sounding w elcometo one knight. 
But newly enter’d, taller than the rest, 
^d armour’d all in forest green, whereon 
Xnere tnpt a hundred tiny silver deer, 
^d w'eanng but a holly-spriy for crest. 
With ever-scattenng bemes, and on shield 
A spear, a harp, a bugle— Tristram— late 
hrom overseas in Brittany return’d, 

^d m^^e withapnncessof that realm, 
Isolt the White— Sir Tnstram of the 
Woods — 

Whom Lancelot knew, had held sometime 
With pain 

His own against him, and now yearn’d to 
shake 

With Tnstram ev’n to death* his strong 
hands gnpt ^ 

“ ^ath-so many of 


That ware their ladies’ colours on the 
casque. 

Drew from before Sir Tnstram to the 
bounds. 

And there with gibes and flickering 
mockenes 

Stood, while he mutter’d, * Craven crests I 
O shame 1 

What faith have these in whom they sware 
to love ? 

The glory of our Round "Table is no more ’ 

So Tnstram won, and Lancelot gave, 
the gems, 

Not speakmg other word than ‘ Hast thou 
won? 

Art thou the purest, brother? See, thehand 

Wherewnth thou takest this, is red 1’ to 
whom 

Tnstram, half plagued by Lancelot’s 
languorous mood. 

Made answer, ‘Ay, but w’herefore toss 
me this 

Likeadrybone cast tosomehungiy hound? 

Let be thj fair Queen’s fantasy Strength 
of heart 

And might of limb, butmainlyuseandskill, 

Are winners in this pastime of our King 

My hand — belike the lance hath dnpt 
upon it — 

No blood of mme, I trow ; but O chief 
knight. 

Right arm of Arthur in the battlefield. 

Great brother, thou nor I have made the 
world ; 

Be happy in friy fair Queen as 1 m mme,’ 

And Tnstram round the gallery made 
his horse 

Caracole , then bow’d his homage, bluntly 
saymg, 

‘ Fair damsels, each to him who worships 
each 

Sole Queen of Beauty and of love, behold 

ThK day my Queen of Beauty is not here.’ 

Andmostof these w eremute, someangei’d, 
one 

Murmuring, ‘All courtesy is dead,’ and 
one. 

The glory of our Round Tableisnomore.' 
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Then fell (luck run, plume dtoopt ind 
iinntlc clung. 

And pettish cnes iwokt, and the wan daj 
Went glooming dow n in wet and w eari- 
ness 

But under her black hrousasnartli} one 
Laugh’d shnlljjCrjang, ‘Praise the patient 
saints, 

Our one white dn> of Innocence hatli past, 
Tho’ soinew hat draggled at the skirt. So 
be It 

The snowdrop onlj, flowering thro’ the 
>ear, 

Would male the world as blank as 
intcr-tidc 

Come — let us gladden their sad eyes, our 
Queen’s 

And Lancelot’s, at this night’s solemnity 
With all the kindlier colours of the flcld ’ 

So dame and damsel glitter’d at the 
feast 

Vanouslj gay for he that tells the tale 
Liken’d them, sajmg, as when an hour of : 
cold 

Falls on the mountain in midsummer 
snows, 

And all the purple slopes of mountain 
flowers 

Pass under white, till the warm hour 
returns 

With veer of wmd, and all are flowers 
again , 

So dame and d amscl cast the simple white, 
And glowing in all colours, the hie grass, 
Rost campion, bluebell, kingcup, poppy, 
glanced 

About the revels, .and with mirth so loud 
Beyond all use, that, half- amazed, the 
Queen, 

And wroth at Tnstram and the lawless 
jousts. 

Brake up their sports, then slowly to her 
bower 

Parted, and in her bosom pain was lord 

And little Dagonet on the morrow 
mom. 

High over all the yellowing Autumn tide, 
Panced like a wither’d leaf before the hall 


Then Tnstram sayang, ‘Wliy skip ye so, 
Sir Fool ?’ 

Wheel’d round on either heel, Dagonet 
replied, 

‘ Belike for lack of wiser company , 

Or being fool, and seeing too much wit 
Makes the world rotten, why, belike I skip 
To know myself the wisest knight of all ’ 
* Ay, fool,’ said Tristram, ‘ but ’tis eating 
dry 

To dance without a catch, a roundelay 
To dance to ’ Then he tw angled on his 
harp. 

And while he twangled little Dagonet stood 
Quiet as any wattr-sodden log 
Stay’d in thew andenng warbleof a brook , 
But w hen the tw anghngended, skipt again , 
And being ask’d, ‘ Why skipt ye not, Sir 
Fool?’ 

Made answer, ‘ I had liefer twenty years 
Skip to the broken music of my brams 
Than any broken music thou canst make ’ 
Then Tristram, waiting for the quip to 
come, 

‘ Good now', what music have I broken, 
fool?’ 

And little Dagonet, skipping, 'Arthur, 
the King’s , 

For when thou playest that air with Queen 
Isolt, 

Thou makest broken music with thy bnde. 
Her daintier namesake downinBnttany — 
And so thou breakest Arthur’s music too ’ 

‘ Save for that broken music in thy brains. 
Sir fool,’ said Tnstram, ‘I would break 
thy head 

Fool, I came late, the heathen wars were 
o’er. 

The life had floivn, we sware but by the 
shell — 

I am but a fool to reason with a fool — 
Come, thou art crabb’d and sour* but 
lean me down. 

Sir Dagonet, one of thy long asses’ ears. 
And harken if my music be not true 

« « Free love — ^free field — ^we love but 
while we may 

The woods are hush’d, their music is no 
more 
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The leaf js dead, the j earning past aw~i> . 
New leaf, new life — the dajs of frost are 
o’er 

New life, new love, to suit the newerdaj 
New lo\es are sweet as those that went 
before 

Free love — free field — we love but while 
wemaj ” 

‘Ye might have moved slow -measure 
to m} tune. 

Not stood stochstiU I made it in the 
woods. 

And heard it nng as true as tested gold * 

But Dagonct with one foot poised m | 
his hand, 

‘Fnend, did ye mark that fountain 
j'csterda) 

Made to run wane? — but this had run 
Itself 

All out like a long life to a sour end — 
And them that round it sat vnth golden 
cups 

To hand tiie wine to whosoever came — 
The twelve small damoscls white as 
Innocence, 

In honour of poor Innocence the babe. 
Who left the gems which Innocence the 
Queen 

Lent to the Kmg, and Innocence the King 
Gave for a pnze — and one of those wh.te 
slips 

Handed her cup and piped, the pretty one, 
“Drmlc, dnnk. Sir Fool,” and thereupon 
I drank. 

Spat — pish — the cup was gold, the 
draught was mud ’ 

And Tnstram, ‘ Was it muddier than 
thy gibes 

Is all the laughter gone dead out of thee? — 
Not marking how the knighthood mock 
thee, fool — 

“ Fear God honour the Kmg — ^his one 
true kmght — 

Sole follower of the vows — for here be 
they 

Who knew thee swine enow before I came. 
Smuttier than blasted gram but when 
the Kmg 


Had made thee fool, thy vanity so shot up 
It frighted all free fool from out thy heart, 
Whidi left thee less than fool, and less 
than swnne, 

A naked aught — j et swine 1 hold thee still. 
For I hav e flung thee pearls and find thee 
swine.’ 

And little Dvgonet mincing with his feet, 
* Knight, an ye fling those rubies round 
mj neck 

In lieu of hers. I’ll hold thou hast some 
touch 

Of music, since I care not for thy pearls, 
Swnne’ I hive wallow’d, I have wash’d 
— the world 

Is flesh and shadow — I hav e had my day 
The dirty nurse. Experience, in her kind 
Hath foul'd me — an I wallow'd, then I 
wash’d — 

I have had mj day and mj philosophies — 
And thank the Lord I am King Arthur’s 
fool 

Swine, say je? swine, goats, asses, rams 
and geese 

Troop’d round a Pajaiim harper onc^ 
who thrumm’d 

On such a ware as musically as thou 
Some such fine song — but never a king’s 
fool’ 

And Tnstram, ‘Then were swine, 
goals, asses, geese 

The wiser fools, seeing thy Paynim bard 
Had such a masteiy of his mystery 
That he could harp his wife up out of hdl ’ 

Then Dagonct, tnmmg on the ball of 
his foot, 

‘ .tVnd whither harp’st thou thine ? down ' 
and thyself 

Down * and two more a helpful harper 
thou. 

That harpest downward' Dost thou know 
the star 

W’e call the harp of Arthur up in heav en?’ 

And Tnstram, ‘Ay, Sir Fool, for when 
our Kmg 

"Was victor wellnigh day by day, the 
knights. 


THE LAi,T TOURNAMENT 


Am 


Glotymg in each new glory, set his name 
High on ill hills, and in the signs of 
heaven ’ 

And Dagonet ans \ er’d, ‘ Ay, and when 
the land 

IVas freed, and the Queen false, ye set 
yourself 

To babble about him, all to shou jour 
wit — 

And whether he were King b> courtesj. 
Or King by nght — and so went harping 
doivn 

The black king’s highuaj got so far, and 
grew 

So witty that je plaj’d at ducks and 
drakes 

With Arthur’s ions on the great lake of 
fire 

Tuwhoo • do je see it? do ye see the 
star’’ 

' Kay, fool,’ said Tristram ‘ not in ! 
open daj ’ 

And Dagonet, ‘ Kay, nor will I see it 
and hear 

It makes a silent music up in heaien, 

And I, and Arthur and the angels hear. 
And then we skip ’ * Lo fool,’ he said, 

‘ye talk 

Fool’s treason is the King thj orother 
fool?’ 

Then bttle Dagonet clapt his hands and 
shnll’d, 

‘Ay, ay, my brother fool, the king of 
fools * 

Conceits himself as God that he can make 
Figs out of thistles, silk fiurn bristles, milk 
From burning spuige, honey from hornet- 
combs. 

And men from beasts — Long hr e the kmg 
of fools '’ 

Ana down the city Dagonet danced 
away , 

But thro’ the slovih-mellouang avenues 
And sohtarj passes of the wood 
Rode Tristram toward Lyonnesse and 
the west 

Before him fled the face of Queen Isolt 
With ruby circled neck, but evermore 

T 


Past, as a rustle or tuatter m the wood 
Made dull his inner, keen his outer eye 
For all that walk’d, or crept, or perch’d, 
or flew 

Anon the face, as, when a gust hath 
blown, 

Unrufflmg waters re collect the shape 
Of one that in them sees himself, return’d , 
But at the slot or fewmets of a deer. 

Or er’n a fall’n feather, vanish’d again 

So on for all that day from lawn to lawai 
Thro’ many a league-long bower he rode 
At length 

A lodge of intertwisted beechen-boughs 
Furze -ciamm’d, and bracken -rooft, the 
which himself 

Built for a summer day with Queen Isolt 
Against a shower, dark in the golden 
gro\e 

Appeanng, sent his fancj back to where 
She hr ed a moon in that low lodge with 
him 

Till Mark her lord had past, the Cornish 
King, 

With SLV or seren, when Tnstram was 
away, 

And snatch d her thence, jet dreading 
worse than shame 

Her wamor Tnstram, spake not anj 
word. 

But bode his hour, devismg WTetchedness 

And now that desert lodge to Tnstram 
lookt 

So sweet, that halting, in he past, ana 
sank 

Down on a dnft of foliage random-blown , 
But could not rest for musing how to 
smoothe 

And sleek hismamage o\er to the Queen 
Perchance in lone Tmtagil far from all 
The tonguesteis of the court she had not 
heard 

But then what folly had sent him orerseas 
After she left him lonelj here? a name’ 
Was It the name of one m Bnitanv, 

Isolt, the daughter of the King ? ‘ Isolt 

Of the white hands’ they call’d her . the 
swee’ name 
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Allured h«»n first, "ind then the nnicl h»'t 
•self. 

Who sened him well with tl'or-c white 
hands of hers, 

Vnd loved him well, until himself had 
thouglit 

He loved her also, wedded casilv. 

Rut left her all as easxlj, and rciuni’d 
The black blue Invh ha r -nd Irish tics 
Had drawn him home — what marvtP 
tl en he laid 

Ills brows upon the drifted kaf and 
dream'd 

He seem’d to pace the strand of Rnttarii 
IJetween Isolt of Bntain and his bndc. 
And show’d them both the rubj chan, 
and both 

Began to struggle for it, till his Queen 
Grospt It so hard, that all her hand w os red 
Then cned the Breton, ‘ Look, her Innd 
IS red ' 

1 bese be no mbits, this is frozen blood 
And melts vnthin her hand — her hand is 
hot 

With ill desires, but this I gave thee, look, 
Is all as cool and white os anj flovver ’ 
Follow’d a rush of eagle s vv mgs, and then 
A whimpenng of the spirit of the child. 
Because the twain had spoil d her car 
cancl 

He dream d , but Arthur with a hun- 
dred spears 

Rode far, till o’er the illimitable reed, 
And man) a glancing pHsli and sallovvv 
isle. 

The wide wing’d sunset of the mistj mareh 
Glared on a huge machicoHted tower 
That stood with open doors, w hereout 
was roll’d 

A roar of not, as from men secure 
Amid their marshes, mfnans at their ease 
Among their harlot-bndes, an evil song 
‘ Lo there,’ said one of Arthur s youth, 
for there, 

High on a gnm dead tree before the tower, 
A goodly brother of the Table Round 
Swung by the neck and on the bouebs 
a shield 


Showing a showc' of bUvw* in a fiild nf t, 
\nd tbercl'c.-idc a horn, ipdamfl tic 
knight*’ 

Vt that dishcnoar <u>nc the pldid sjut, 

*1 ill c'ch wtiiild cIt^u tl c 'hield, and I io« 
the horn 

Rut Arthur vv cd them back Alone Jc 
rcKlc 

Tlicn at 'he dry ha^ih roar of the gre? 
horn 

That sent the face of "'ll the marsh aloft 
An ever upv ard ru'htn,, s'onn ana clo d 
Of shnek '•id phimr, the Red Kn'ght 
heard, and all, 

Lven to tip-nod lonct and topmost helm, 

* In blood rtd armour saltving, howl’d te 
thw King, 

‘The teeth of Hell flaj bare and gnash 
thec flat ' — 

Lo ’ art thoa not that eunuch hearted 
King 

Who fain had dipt free m'nhood from 
the world — 

ITic vvom'n worshipper' Yea, Gojs 
cunc, and 1 ' 

Slain was the brother my paramour 
By a knight of tlimc, a'ld I tnat heard 
her whine 

And snivel, being eunuch -liearted too, ^ 
bwareln the scorpion worm tha' twi'ts 
in hell, 

\nd stings Itself to everlasting death, 

To hang whatever 1 night of thine I fought 
And tumbled An tliou King'— look 
to thv life ' ’ 

He ended Arthur knew the voice, the 
face 

W'cllnigh was helmet-hidden, and the 
name 

W'ent vvandenng somewhere darkling m 
his mind 

And Arthur deign’d not use of word or 
sword, 

Bui let the dmnkard, as he stretch’d from 
horse 

To strike him, overbalancing bis bulk, 
Down from the causevvay hcavalj to the 
swamp 


THE LAS7 TOUENAMENT 


45r 


I -’I, IS the crest of sonc slow irchintr 
wi\e, 

l]tr>H iR rJc3f! njght iJong (hit tible- 
sl’orc, 

Props fi-st, -vTid after the great waters 
break 

\\’i)*ening for half a league, and thm 
themsoh cs, 

I ar o er sands marbled with moon and 
cload, 

Prom less and less to nothing , thus he fell 
Head , then the knights, who 

s\-atdi’d him, roard 

ind -houted and leapt down upon the 
fall'n , 

There trampled out his face from being 
known, 

Vnd sanl his herd in mire, and slimed 
ihemseh es 

Nor heard the King for their own cries, 
bat sprang 

Thro op-en doors, and swotding nght and 
left 

Men, women, on their sodden faces, 
hurl’d 

The tables oser -nd tbe wanes, and slew 
Till all the rafters rang with wom^n-jells, 
\nd all the paaeincnt stream’d with 
massacie 

Then, t'*’ming veil with jcll, the) fired 
Oit to set, 

\Vluch half that autumn night, like the 
lire Nortli, 

Red palsing up thro’ Alioth and Alcor, 
Made all nborc i’, and a hundred meres 
^bout It, as the water Moab saw 
Come round b) the East, and out bejond 
them flush d 

The long lor’ dune, and laq -plunging sea 

‘?o all the rrarys wcie safe from shore to 
shore, 

Bnl m the heart of ikrthur pain was lord 

Then, out of Tnstram rraking, the red 
dieam 

Tied wath a shout, and that low lodge 
return’d. 

Mid -forest, and the wind among the 
boughs 


He whistled his good rvarhorse left to 
graze 

Among the forest greens, r aultedupon him. 
And rode beneath an cr er-shorr enng leaf. 
Till one lone rvoinan, rreeping near a 
cross. 

Stay’d him * Wli) w cep >e ? ’ ‘ Lord,’ 
she said, * m) man 

Hath left me or is dead , ' w hereon he 
I thought — 

I ‘MTiat, if she hate me now ? I rrould 
not this 

What, if she lore me still ? I would not 
tint 

I knorr not what I would’ — hut said to 
her, 

‘Yet rveep not tlion, lest, if ihj mate 
return, 

He find thj favour changed and lore thee 
not’ — 

Then pressing day b) day thro’ L)onnesse 
Last in a rok) hollow, helling, heard 
The hounds of Mark, and felt the goodly 
hounds 

Yelp at his heart, but turning, past ana 
gain’d 

Tintagil, half m sea, and high on land, 

A crorrm of towers 

Dorrm m a casement sat, 
A lorr sea sunset gloiyirg round her hair 
And gloss) -throated grace, Isolt the 
Queen 

And rrhen she heard the feel of Tnstram 
gnnd 

The spmng stone that scaled about her 
tower. 

Flush’d, started, met him at the doors, 
ana there 

Belted his bod) wath her rvhite embrace. 
Crying aloud, ‘Not Mark — not Mark, 
m) soul ' 

The footstep flutter’d me at first not he 
Catlike thro’ his own castle steals my 
Mark, 

But rvamor-rrase thou stndest thro’ his 
halls 

WTio hates thee, as I him — ev’n to the 
death 

M)' soul, I felt m) hatred for m) Mark 
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Quicken within me, and i^new that thou 
wert nigh ’ 

To whom Sir Tristram smiling, ‘1 am 
here 

Let be thy Mark, seeing he is not thine ’ 

And drawing somewhat backward she 
replied, 

* Can he be wrong’d who is not ev'n his 
own. 

But sa\e for dread of thee had beaten me. 
Scratch’d, bitten, blinded, marl’d me 
somehow — Mark ? 

What nghts are his that dare not stnkc 
for them ’ 

Kot lift a hand — not, tho’ he found me 
thus ' 

But harken ' have je met him ? hence he 
went 

To day for three days’ hunting — as he 
said — 

And so returns belike within an hour 
Mark’s way, my soul » — ^but eat not thou 
with Mark, 

Because he hates thee even more than 
fears , 

Nor dnnk and when thou passest any 
wood 

Close vuor, lest an arrow from the bash 
Should leaie me all alone wath Mark and 
hell 

My God, the measure of mj hate for 
&iark 

Is as the measure of my loie for thee ’ 

So, pluck’d one way by hate and one 
ly loie, 

Dram’d of her force, again she sat, and 
spake 

Tnstram, cs he knelt before her, 
saying, 

‘ O hunter, and O blower of the horn. 
Harper, ana thou hast been a roier too. 
For, ere I mated with my shamblmgking, 
Ye twain had fallen out about the bnde 
Of one his name is out of me — the prize. 
If pnze she were— (what man el— she 
could see) — 

Thine, friend ; and ever since m\ craven 
seeks 


To wreck thee villainously . but, O Sir 
Kmght, 

What dame or damsel have ye kneel’d to 
last?’ 

And Tnstram, ‘Last to my Queen 
Paramount, 

Here now to my Queen Paramount of lot e 
And lovehness — ay, lovelier than when 
first 

Her light feet fell on our rough Lyonnesse, 
Sailing from Ireland ’ 

Softly laugh’d Isolt, 
‘Flatter me not, for hath not our great 
Queen 

My dole of beauty trebled ?’ and he said, 
‘Her beauty is her bean^, and thine 
thine. 

And thme is more to me — soft, gracious, 
kind — 

Sav e when thy Mark is kindled on thy lips 
Most giaaoiis , but she, haughty, ern to 
him, 

Lancelot , for I have seen him wan enor 
To make one doubt if ever the great Queen 
Have yielded him her love ’ 

To whom Isolt, 
‘ Ah then, false hunter and false harper, 
thou 

Who brakest thro’ the scruple of my 
bond, 

Calling me thy white hind, and saying 
to me 

That Guinevere had sinn’d against the 
highest. 

And I — ^misyoked with such a want of 
man — 

That I could hardly sin against the lowest ' 

He answer’d, ‘O my soul, be com 
forted ' 

If this be sweet, to sin m leadmg-stnngs. 
If here be comfort, and if ours be sin. 
Crown’d warrant had we for the crowim^ 
sm 

That made ns happy but how ye greet 
me — fear 

And fault and doubt — no worn of that 
fond tale — 
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Ihy deep heart -jeirmngs, thy sweet 
memones 

Of Tnstram m that year he was away ’ 

And, saddening on the sudden, spake 
Isolt, 

‘I had forgotten all in my strong ]oy 
To see thee — ^yearnings ? — ay 1 for, hour 
by hour, 

Here in the never-ended afternoon, 

O sweeter than all memones of thee, 
Deeper than any yearnings after thee 
Seem’d those far-rolling, westward- 
smiling seas. 

Watch’d from this tower Isolt of Bntain 
dash’d 

Before Isolt of Bnttan}' on the strand. 
Would that have chill’d her bnde-kiss? 
Wedded her ? 

Fought in her father’s battles? wounded 
there ? 

The King was all fulfill’d with grateful- 
ness. 

And she, my namesake of the hands, that 
heal’d 

Thy hurt and heart with unguent and 
caress — 

Well — can I wish her any huger wrong 
Than having known thee? her too hast 
thou left 

To pine and waste in those sweet 
memories 

O were I not my Mark’s, by whom all 
men 

Are noble, 1 should hate thee more than 
loie ’ 

And Tnstram, fondhng her light hands, 
replied, 

‘Grace, Queen, for being loved she 
loved me well 

Did I love her ? the name at least I loved 
Isolt? — I fought his battles, for Isolt J 
The night W’as dark , the true star set 
Isolt ' 

The name was ruler of the dark- Isolt 7 

Care not for her ! patient, and prajerful, 
meek, 

Pale blooded, she wdl yield herself to 
God’ 


And Isolt answer’d, ‘Yea, and why 
not I? 

Mine IS the larger need, who am not meek. 

Pale -blooded, prayerful Let me tell 
thee now 

Here one black, mute midsummer night 
I sat. 

Lonely, but musmg on thee, wondering 
where, 

Murmunng a light song I had heard thee 
sing. 

And once or twice I spake thy name aloud 

Then dash’d a levin-brand , and near me 
stood. 

In fummg sulphur blue and green, a 
fiend — 

Mark’s way to steal behind one in the 
dark — 

For there was Mark “ He has wedded 
her,” he said. 

Not said, but hiss’d it then this crown 
of towers 

So shook to such a roar of all the sky. 

That here in utter dark I swoon’d away. 

And woke again m utter dark, and cried, 

“I will flee hence and give myself to 
God”— 

And thou wert lying m thy new leman’s 
arms ’ 

Then Tnstram, ever dallying with her 
hand, 

‘ May God be with thee, sweet, when old 
and gray, 

And past desire 1’ a saying that anger’d 
her 

‘ “May God be with thee, sweet, when 
thou art old. 

And sweet no more to me 1” I need 
Him now 

For when had Lancelot utter’d aught so 
gross 

Ev’n to the swineherd’s malkin in the 
mast? 

The greater man, the greater courte^r 

Far other was the Tnstram, Arthur’s 
knight ! 

But thou, thro’ ever harr 3 ’ing th> wild 
beasts — 

Save that to touch a harp, tilt with a lance 
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Becomes tlice well — irt grown wild beast 
Ihjself 

How darest thou, if lo^er, push me c\en 
In fanej from thj side, and set me far 
In the gray distance, half a life away, 
Her to be lo\ed no more? Unsay it, 
unswear ‘ 

Flatter me rather, seeing me so weak, 
Broken wath Mark and hate '•nd solitude. 
Thy marnage and mine own, that 1 
should suck 

Lies like sweet wines hetomc Ibelieae 
Will ye not he? not swear, as there ye 
kneel, 

And solemnly as when ye sware to him. 
The man of men, our King — ^My God, 
the power 

Was once m \ows when men belicaed the 
King 1 

They lied not then, who savare, and thro* 
their aows 

Tlie King prea ailing made his realm — 
1 say, 

Swear to methou wilt loa erne ea’n when 

old, 

Gray-hair’d, and past desire, and in de 
spair ’ 

Then Tnstram, pacing moodily up and 
doaaai, 

‘ Voaas • did you keep the aoaa you made 
to Mark 

More than I mine ? Lied, say y c ? Nay 
but learnt. 

The aoaa that binds too strictly snans 
Itself — ^ 

My knighthood taught me this — ^ay, beintr 
snapt — 

We run more counter to the soul thereof 
1 han had ave nea er saa om I sw ear no 
more 

I swore to the great King, and am for- 
sworn 

For once— ea’n to the height— 1 honour’d 
him 

‘■Man, IS he man at aU?” methought, 
when first 

’ b'ssr 

That aactor of the Pagan throned m hall- 


His hair, a sun that ray’d from oft a broar 
Like hillsnow high in hcaaeii, tiic steel 
blue eyes, 

Tlie golden beard that clothed his lips 
aaith light — 

Moreoacr, that weird legend of his birth, 
W ith Merlin’s mystic babble about his end 
Amazed me , then, liis foot aaas on a stool 
Shaped as ? dragon , he seem’d to me no 
man, 

But Michael trampling Satan , so 1 savare. 
Bung amazed but this aaent by — The 
aows 1 

O ay — the aaholcsomc madness of an 
hour — 

They seraed tlieir use, tlieir time, for 
caery knight 

Beliea ed himself a greater than Imiiself, 
And eaery folloaacr eyed him as a God ; 
Till he, being lifted up beyond himself, 
Did mightier deeds than elsewase he h'd 
done. 

And so the realm was madey but then 
fbeir aows — 

First mainly thro’ that sullying of om 
Queen — 

Began to gall the knighthood, asking 
whence 

Had Arthur right to bind them to himself* 
Dropt doaaai from heaaen? aa ash’d up 
from out the deep ? 

They fail’d to trace him thro' tlie flesh 
and blood 

Of our old kings aa hence tlien ? a doubt 
fill lord 

To bind them by inaaolable aoavs. 

Winch flesh and blood perforce aaould 
aaolate 

For feel this arm of mine — ^thc tide aaithin 
Red aaith free chase and heather-scented 
air, 

Pulsing full man , can Arthur make me 
pure 

As any maiden child ? lock up my tongue 
From uttenng freely aahat I freely hear? 
Bind me to one ? The aaade world 
laughs at it 

And worldlmg of the aaorld am I, and 
know^ 

The ptaru'igan that avhitens ere his hour 
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Woos his own end ; we are not angels here 
2vor shall be vows — I am woodman of 
the woods. 

And hear the garnet-headed jafnngale 
Mock them . my soul, we love but while 
we may; 

And therefore is my loi e so large for thee, 
fceemg it is not bounded save by love.’ 

Here enoing, he mored toward her, 
and she said, 

* Good . an I turn’d av ay mj love for thee 
To some one thrice as courteous as th>- 
sdf — 

For courteqr wins woman all as well 
As valour may, but he that closes both 
Is perfect, he is Lancelot — taller mdeed. 
Rosier and comelier, thou — ^but say I loved 
This knightliest of all kmghts, and cast 
thee back 

Thme own small saw, “We love but 
while we may,” 

Well then, what answer?’ 

He that whde she spake, 
Mindful of what he brought to adorn her 
with, 

The jew els, had let one finger lightlj touch 
The warm white apple of her throat, 
replied, 

‘ Press this a little closer, sweet, untd — 
Come, I am hunger’d and half-anger’d — 
meat. 

Wine, wine — and I ivdl love thee to the 
death. 

And out be} ond into the dream to come ’ 

So then, when both were brougnt to 
full accord. 

She rose, and set before him all he w lU’d , 
And after these had comforted the blood 
With meats and Aines, and satiated their 
hearts — 

Now talking of their w oodland paradise. 
The deer, the dews, the fern, the founts, 
the lawns ; 

Now mocking at the much ungamlmess. 
And craven shifts, and long crane legs of 
Mark- 

Then Tristram laughmg caught the harp, 
ard sang 


‘Ay, ay, O ay — the vnnds that bend 
the bner ' 

A star m heaven, a star w ithin the mere ' 
Ay, ay, O ay — a star was my desire. 
And one w as far apart, and one was near 
■Ay, ay, O a} — the winds that now the 
grass ' 

And one was water and one star was fire. 
And one will ev er shine and one will pass 
Ay, ay, O ay — ^the winds that move the 
mere.’ 

Then m the light’s last glimmer Tris- 
tram skew’d 

And swung the ruby carcanet. She cned, 
‘The collar of some Order, which our 
Kmg 

Hath newly founded, all for thee, my soul. 
For thee, to jield thee grace beyond thj 
peers ’ 

‘Not so, mj Queen,’ he said, ‘but the 
red ftmt 

Grown on a magic oak-tree m mid-heaven. 
And won by Tristram as a tonmey-prue. 
And hither brought bj Tnstram for hts 
last 

Love-offermg and peace-ofienng unto 
thee ’ 

He spoke, he tam’d, then, flmging 
round her neck, 

Claspt it, and cned ‘ Thine Order, O my 
Queen ’’ 

But, while he bow’a to kiss the jewell’d 
throat. 

Out of the dark, just as the lips had 
touch’d. 

Behind him rose a shadow and a shnek — 
‘Mark’s way,’ said JIark, and dove him 
thro’ the bram 

That night came Arthur home anJ 
w hile he climb’d. 

All in a death-dumb autumn -dripping 
gloom. 

The stairway to the hall, and look’d and 
saw 

The great Queen’s bower was oark, — 
about his feet 

A voice clung sobbing till he tjuesnon’d it, 
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with dust, 

He, rev erencing king’s blood in a bad man. 
Made such excuses as he might, and these 
Full knightlj without scorn , for in those 
days 

No kmght of Arthur’s noblest dealt in 
scorn , 

But, if a man w ere halt or hunch’d, in him 
By those whoiil God had made full-hmb’d 
and tall, 

Scorn was allow’d as part of his defect. 
And he was answer’d softly by the King 
And all his Table So Sir Lancelot holp 
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Then hugh'd ag-'jn, hnt faintlier, for in 
deed 

She lialf-foresa« th"t he, the subtle beast. 
Would track her guilt until he found, and 
hexs 

Would be for eiermore a name o*" scorn. 
Henceforward rarclj could she front in 
hall, 

Or elsewhere, Modred's narrow foxj face. 
Heart-hiding smile, and gra} persistent 
eye* 

Henceforward too, the Po\ cr» that tend 
the soul, 1 

To help It from the death that cannot die. 
And sale it cien in catremes, began 
To \ex and plague her Manj a time for 
hours, 

Beside the placid breathings of the King, 
In the dead night, grim faces came and 
went 

Before her, or a lague spiritual fear — 
Like to some doubtful noise of creaking 
doors, 

Heard bj the watcher in a haunted house. 
That keeps the rust of muruer on the 
wdls — 

Held her awake or if she slept, she 
dream’d 

An awful dream , for then she seem’d to 
stand 

On some i ast plain before a setting sun. 
And from the sun there sw ifil)' made at her . 
A ghastly something, and its shadow flew 
Before it, till it touch’d her, and she . 
turn’d — 

When lo > her owai, that broadening from 
her feet, ; 

And blackening, swallow’d all the land, 
and in it 

Far cities burnt, and with a cia she w oke 
And all this trouble did not pass but grew , I 
Till ev n the clear face of the guileless 
King, 

And trustful courtesies of household life. 
Became her banc, and at the last she 
said, 

‘ O Lancelot, get thee hence to thine owai 
land. 

For if thou tarrj we shall meet again. 

And if we meet again, some eval cliance 


Will make the smouldermg scandal break 
and blaze 

Before the people, and our lord the King 
And Lancelot eier promised, but re- 
main’d. 

And sUll the} met and met Again she 
said, 

‘O Lancelot, if thou love me get thee 
hence ’ 

And then the} were agreed upon a nigh* 
(^\’hen the go^ King should not be there) 
to meet 

\nd part for ev er ^ iv len, lurking. Heard 
bhe told Sir Modred Fassion-pale the} 
met 

And greeted Hands in hands, and e}c 
to eve 

Low on the border of her couch the} sat 
Stammering and staring It was their 
last hour, 

A madness of farewells And Modred 
brought • 

His creatures to the basement of the tow er 
For tcstimon} , and cr} mg with full voice 
‘Traitor, come out, }e are tiapt at last,’ 
aroused 

Lancelot, vvho rushing outward bonlike 
Leapt on him, and hurl’d him headlong, 
and he fell 

Siunn’d, and Ins creatures took and bare 
him off. 

And all was still then she, ‘ The end is 
come, 

And I am shamed for ever,’ and he said, 

‘ Mine be the shame, mine was the sm 
I but rise, 

And fl} to m) strong casUe overseas 
There w ill I hide thee, till m} life shall end, 
There hold thee with m} life against the 
! world ’ 

She answer’d, ‘Lancelot, wa’t thou hold 
me so ? 

Na} finend, for w e hav e taken ourfare wells 
^^ouId God that thou coulast hide me 
from m}self' 

Mine is the shame, for I w as vv ife, and thou 
Unwedded }et nse now, and let us fl}, 
For I will draw me into sancluai}. 

And bide my doom ’ So Lancelot got 
her horse. 
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Set her thereon, 'ind mounted on his o.vn, 
/\jid then they rode to the divided waj, 
There kiss'd, and parted weeping for 
he past. 

Love Io}al to the least wish of the Queen, 
Back to Ins land ; but she to Almesburj 
Fled all night long by glimmering waste 
and weald, 

And heard the Spirits of the waste and 
weald 

Moan as she fled, or thought she heard 
them moan 

And in herself she moan’d ‘ Too late, too 
late ' ’ 

Till m the cold wind that foreruns the 
mom, 

A blot in heaven, the Raven, fijing high. 
Croak'd, and she thought, ' He spies a 
field of death , 

For now the Heathen of the Northern Sea, 
Lured bj the crimes and frailties of the 
• court, 

Begin to slay the folk, and spoil the land ’ 

And when she came to Almcsbury she 
spake 

There to the nuns, and said, ‘Mine 
enemies 

Pursue me, but, O peaceful Sisterhood, 
Receive, and yield me sanctuary, nor ask 
Her name to whom je yield it, till her 
time 

To tell jou ’ and her beauty, grace and 
power, 

^\rought as a charm upon them, and 
they spared 
To ask It 

So the stately Queen abode 
for many a week, unknown, among the 
nuns , 

Nor with them mix’d, nor told her name, 
nor sought. 

Wrapt in her gnef, for housel or for 
shnfi. 



I This night, a rumour wildly blown abou’ 
Came, that Sir Modred had usurp’d the 
realm. 

And leagued him with the heathen, while 
the King 

Was waging war on Lancelot then she 
tnought, 

‘With what a hate the people and the 
King 

Must hate me,’ and bow’d down upon 
her hands 

Silent, until the hide maid, who brook d 
No silence, brake it, uttering ‘ Late 1 so 
late I 

Mhat hour, I wonder, now 7’ and when 
she drew 

No answer, by and by began to hum 
An air the nuns had taught her , ‘ Late, 
so late ' ’ 

W hich when she heard, the Queen look’d 
up, and said, 

‘O maiden, if indeed je list to sing, 
Sing, and unbind mj heart that I niaj 
weep ’ 

^^'hereat full wilhnglj sang the litth 
maid 

‘ Late, late, so late ' and dark tin 
night and chill ' 

Late, late, so late I but wc can enter still 
Too late, too late ' ye cannot enter now 

‘No light had we for that we do 
repent , 

And learning this, the bndegroom wall 
relent 

Too late, too late * y l cannot enter now 

‘No light so late ' and dark and chill 
the night ' 

O let us in, tliat we may find the light i 
Too late, too late ye cannot enter now 

* Have we not heard the bridegroom is 
so sweet? 

O let us in, tho’ late, to kiss his feet ' 

No, no, too late ' ye cannot enter now ’ 

So sang the novace, while full passion* 
ately, 

Her head upon btr bauds, remembering 
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And in the light the Mhile mermaidcn 
SMam, 

And strong man breasted things stood 
from the sea, 

And sent a deep sea-voicc thro’ all the 
land. 

To which the little elves of chasm and clclt 
Made answer, sounding likcadistant horn 
So said my father — ea, and furthermore, 
Next morning, while he past the. dim lit 
woods, 

Himself beheld three spirits mad with 
]oy 

Come dashing down on a tall wayside 
flower. 

That shook beneath them, as the thistle 
shakes 

When three gray linnets wrangle for tlie 
seed 

And still at e% ciiings on before his horse 
The flickering fairy -circle wheel'd and 
broke 

Flying, ard link’d again, and wheel’d and 
broke 

Flying, for all the land was full of life 
And when at last he came to Camelot, 

A wreath of mr> dancers hand-in-hand 
Ssvung round the lighted lantern of the 
hall , 

And in the hall itself was such a feast 
As never man had dream’d , for every 
knight 

Had whatsoever meat he long’d for served 
By hands unseen , and ev en as he said 
Dowti in the cellars merry bloated things 
Shoulder’d the spigot, straddling on the 
butts 

Willie the wine ran so glad were spirits 
and men 

Before the coming of the smfnl Queen ’ 

Then spake the Queen and somewhat 
bitterly, 

‘Were they so glad? ill prophets were 
they all. 

Spirits and men could none of them 
foresee, 

Not even thy wise father with his signs 
And wonders, what has fall’n upon the 
realm?’ 


To whom the nonce garrulously agair, 
‘Yea, one, a bard; of whom my father 
said. 

Full many a noble war-song had he sung, 
Ev*n in the presence of an enemy s fleet. 
Between the steep cliff and the coming 
wave , 

And many a mystic lay of life and dc.tlh 
Had chanted on the smoky mountain 
tops, 

WHien round him bent the spints of the 
hills 

With all their dewy hair blown bad like 
flame 

So said my father — and that night the bard 
Sang Arthur’s glorious wars, and sang 
the King 

As wellnigh more than man, and rail’d ii 
those 

Who call’d him the false son of Gorlois 
For there was no man knew from wbcnc* 
he came , 

But after tempest, when the long wave 
broke 

All down the thundering shores of Bude 
and Bos, 

There came a day as still as heaven, and 
then 

They found a naked child upon the sanJs 
Of dark Tintagil by the Cornish sea ; 
And that was Arthur , and tiiey foster’d 
him 

Till he by miracle was approven King 
And that his grave should be a mysteiy 
From all men, like his birth , and could 
he find 

A woman in her womanhood as great 
As he was in his manhood, then, he song. 
The twain together well might change the 
world 

But even in the middle of his song 
He falter’d, and his liand fell from the 
harp, ^ 

And pale he turn’d, and reel’d, and would 
have fall’n. 

But that they stay’d him up nor would 
he tell 

Ills vision , but what doubt that he fore 
saw 

This ev il work of Lanedot and the Queen ?' 
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Then thougi’t the Queen, ‘ Lo ! they 
hive set her on, 

Our stmple-seemmg Abbess md her nuns, 
lo play upon me,’ and bow’d her head 
nor spake 

Whereat the nonce crjang, with clasp’d 
hands. 

Shame on her owai garrulity garrulously. 
Said the good nuns would check her 
gadding tongue 

Full often, ‘ana, sweet lady, if I seem 
To vex an ear too s-’d to listen to me. 
Unmannerly , with prattling and the tales 
Which myr good father told me, check 
me too 

Nor let me shame my father’s memory, 
one 

Of noblest manners tho’ himself w ould say 
Sir Lancelot had the noblest, and he 
died. 

Kill’d m a tilt, come next, five summers 
back, 

And left me , but of others who remain. 
And of the two first-famed for courtesy — 
And pray you check me if I ask amiss — 
But pray you, which had noblest, while 
you moied 

Among tliem, Lancelot or our lord the 
ICing ?’ 

Then the pale Queen look'd up and 
answer’d her, 

‘ Sir Lancelot, as became a noble knight, 
Was gracious to all ladies, and the same 
In open battle or the tiltmg-field 
Forbore his owai advantage, and the King 
In open battle or the Ulting-field 
Forbore his owai advantage, and these 
two 

Were the most nobly manner’d men of 
all; 

For manners are not idle, but the fruit 
Of Icyal nature, and of noble mind ’ 

‘ Yea,’ said the maid, ‘be manners such 
fair fruit? 

Then Lancelot’s needs must be a thou- 
sand fold 

Less noble, b-ing, as all rumour runs, ^ 
The most disloyal fnend in all the world ’ 




I To which a mournful answer made the 
Queen 

‘ O dosed about by nanowing nunneiy- 
w alls, 

What knowest thou of the world, and all 
Its lights 

And shadows, all the wealth and all the 
woe? 

If eier Lancelot, that most noble knight, 
Were for one hour less noble than himselij 
Pray for him that he scape the doom of 
fire. 

And w eep for her w ho drew him to his 
doom ’ 

* Yea,’ said the little noiace, ‘I pray for 
both , 

But I should all as soon believe that his. 
Sir Lancelot’s, w ere as noble as the King’s, 
As I could think, sweet lady, yours 
would be 

Such as they are, were you the sinful 
Queen 

So she, like many another babbler, hurl 
Whom she would soothe, and harm’d 
where she would heal , 

For here a sudden flush of wrathful heat 
Fired all the pale face of the Queen, who 
cned, 

* Such as thou art be nei er maiden more 
For e\er ' thou their tool, set on to plague 
And play upon, and harry me, petty spy 
And traitress ’ When that storm of anger 
brake 

From Guineiere, aghast the maiden rose. 
White as her leil, and stood before the 
Queen 

As tremulously as foam upon the beach 
Stands in a wand, ready to break and fly, 
And when the Queen had added ‘Get 
thee hence,’ 

Fled fhghted Then that other left alone 
Sigh’d, and began to gather heart again. 
Saying m herself, ‘The smiple, fearful 
child 

Meant nothmg, but my own too fearful 
guilt, 

Simpler than any child betrays itself 
But help me, heaven, for surely I repent 
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Fo'" what IS true repentance but tn 
thought — 

Not e\’n in inmost thought to think again 
The sms that made the past so pleasant 
to us 

And I haie sworn ncier to see him more, 
To sec him more ’ 

And c\’nin s^jing this. 
Her memory from old habit of the mind 
Went slipping back upon the golden dajs 
In which she saivhim first, when Lancelot 
came. 

Reputed the best knight and goodliest 
man, 

Ambassador, to lead her to his lord 
Arthur, and led her forth, and far ahead 
Of his and her retinue mowng, they, 

Rapt in sweet talk or Inelj, all on lo\c 
And sport and tilts and pleasure, (for the 
time 

Was may time, and as yet no sin was 
dream’d,) 

Rode under groves that look’d a paradise 
Of blossom, over sheets of hyacinth 
That seem’d the heavens upbreaking thro* 
the earth. 


‘Not liVe my I^ncelot ’ -while she 
brooded thus 

And grew half-guilly in her thoughts 
again, 

There rode an armed w arnor to the doors. 

A murmuring whispi-r thro’ tlit. nunnery 
ran. 

Then on a sudden a crj, ‘The King’ 
She sat 

Stiff stricken, listening, hut when armed 
feet 

Tliro’ the long gallery from the outer doors 

Rang coming, grQnc/rom off^er seal «he 
fell. 

And grovell’d with her face against the 
floor 

There with her milkvvhitc arms and 
shadowy hair 

She made her face a darkness from the 
King 

And in the darkness heard his armed fee* 

Pause by’ her , then came silence, tlien 9 
voice, 

Monotonou-s and hollow like a Ghost’s 

Denouncing judgment, but Uio changed, 
the King’s 


And on from hill to hill, and every day 
Beheld at noon m some delicious dale 
The silk pavalions of King Arthur raised 
For bnef repast or afternoon repose 
By couners gone before , and on again. 
Till yet once more ere set of sun they 
saw 

The Dragon of the great Pendragonship, 
that crowai’d the slate pavalion of the 
King, 

Blaze by the rushing brook or silent well 


But when the Queen immersed in such 
a trance, 

^d movangthro’ the past unconsciously. 

Came to that point where first she saw 
the King 

Ride toward her from the city, sigh’d to 

Her journey done, glanced at him, thought 
him cold, 

High, self-contain’d, and passionless, not 
hke him, 


‘ Licst tlioii here so lov , the cnild of 
one 

I honour’d, happy, dead before thy shame’ 

Well 15 it that no child is bom of thee 

The children bom of thee are sword anu 
fire, 

Red ruin, and the breaking up of laws. 

The craft of kindred and the Godless hosts 

Of heathen swarming o’er the Northern 
Sea , 

Whom I, while yet Sir Lancelot, my right 
arm 

The mightiest of my knights, abode with 
me. 

Have everywhere about this land of Christ 

In Uv elve great battles ruining overthrow n 

And knovvest thou now from whence I 
come — from him, 

From wi^ng bitter war wath him and 
he. 

That did not shun to smite me in worse 
way. 

Had yet tlmt grace of courtesy in him left 
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He spared to lift his hand against the King 
Who made him knight but many a 
knight was slain , 

iVnd man} more, and all Ins kith and km 
Clave to him, and abode in his own land 
And many more when Modred raised 
revolt, 

Foigelful of their troth and fealty, clave 
To Modred, and a remnant stays with me 
And of this remnant v'lll I leave a part, 
True men who love me sbll, for whom I 
live, 

To guard thee in the wald hour coming on, 
Lest but a hair of this low head be harm’d 
Fear not thou shaft be guarded till my 
death 

How belt I know, if ancient prophecies 
Have err’d not, that I march to meet my 
doom 

Thou hast not made my life so sweet to 
me, 

rhat I the King should greatly care to 
live. 

For thou hast spoilt the purpose of my life 
Bear with me for the last time while 1 
show, 

Ev’n for thy sake, the sin which thou hast 
smn’d 

For when the Roman left us, and their law 
Relax’d its hold upon us, and the ways 
Were fill’d with rapine, here and there a 
deed 

Of prowess done redress’d a random 
wrong 

rBut I was first of all the kings who drew 
friie knighthood-errant of this realm and 
I all 

a^The realms together under me, their 
; Head, 

fn that fair Order of my Table Round, 

A glonous company, the flower of men. 
To serve as model for the mighty world. 
And be the fair beginning of a time 
t made them lay their hands in mine and 
^ swear 

To reverence the King, as if he were 
Ifheir conscience, and their conscience as 
their King, 

To break the heathen and uphold the 
Christ, 


To nde abroad redressing human wrongsA 
To speak no slander, no, nor listen to its 
To honour his own word as if his God’s,! 
To lead sweet lives in purest chastity, | 
To love one maiden only, cleave to her, | 
And worship her by years of noble deeds! 
Unbl they won her , for indeed I knew | 
Of no more subtle master under heaven p 
Than is the maiden passion for a maid, ' 
Not only to keep down tlie base in man,! 
But teach high thought, and amiablif 
words s 

And courtliness, and the desire of fame,o 
And love of truth, and all that makes a! 
man^ 

And all this throve before I wedded thee, 
Believing, “lo mine helpmate, one to feel 
My purpose and rejoicing in my joy ” 
Then came thy shameful sin with Lance 
lot , 

Then came the sm of Tnstram and Isolt, 
Then others, following these my mightiest 
kmghts. 

And drawing foul ensample from fair 
names, 

Smn’d also, till the loathsome opposite 
Of all my heart had destined did obtain, 
And all thro’ thee I so that this life of mine 
I guard as God’s high gift from scathe 
and wrong, 

Not greatly care to lose , but rather think 
How sad it were for Arthur, should he live. 
To sit once more within his lonely hall. 
And mj5S the wonted number of my '■ 
knights, 

And miss to hear high talk of noble deeds 
As in the golden days before thy sin 
For which of us, who might be left, could 
speak 

Of the pure heart, nor seem to glance at 
thee? 

And in thy bowers of Camelot or of Usk 
Thy shadow still would glide from room 
to room, 

And I should evermore be vext vntli thee 
In hanging robe or vacant ornament. 

Or ghostly footfall echoing on the stair 
For think not, tho’ thou wouldst not love 
thy lord. 

Thy lord has wholly lost his love for thee 
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I 'im not made of so slight elements 
Vet must I Ie'i\c thee, uoman, to thy 
shame 

I hold that mm the worst of public foes 
Who either for his oim or children’s sake, 
To sate his blood from scandal, lets the 
wife 

Whom he knows false, abide md rule the 
house 

For being thro' his cowardice allow'd 
Her station, taken e\er} where for pure, 
She like a new disease, unknown to men. 
Creeps, no precaution used, among the 
crowd. 

Makes wncked lightnings of her eyes, and 
saps 

The fealty of our fnends, and stirs the 
pulse 

With devil’s leaps, and poisons half the 
}oung 

Worst of the worst were tliat man he that 
reigns ' 

Better the King’s waste hearth and aching 
heart 

Than thou reseated in thj place of light, 
The mockery of my people, and tlieir 
bane ’ 


He paused, and in the pause she crept 
an inch 

Nearer, and laid her hands about his feet 
Far off a solitary trumpet blew 
TJien waiting by the doors the warhorse 
neigh’d 

As at a friend’s voice, and he spake again 


‘ k et think not that I come to urge tl 
enmes, 

I did not come to curse thee, Guinea er 
i; whose vast pity almost makes me die 
To see thee, lajang there thy golden hea( 
^ pnde in happier summers, at my fee 
The wrath which forced m 3 thoughts « 
that fierce law. 

The doom of treason and the flamir 
death} 

OVhen first I learnt thee hidden here) 
past ' 

The pang— winch while I weigh’d tl 
heart wath one 


Too wholly true to dream untruth in thee^ 
Made my tears burn — is also past — jv 
part 

And all is past, the sin is sinn’d, and I, 
Lo 1 I forgive thee, as Eternal God 
Forgives do thou for thine own soul the 
rest 

Rut how to take last leave of all I loved? 

0 golden hair, with which I used to play 
Not know mg 1 O imperial moulded form, 
And beaut} such as never woman wore, 
Until It came a kingdom’s curse wath 

thee — 

1 cannot touch thy lips, they are not mine, 
But Lancelot’s nay, they never were the 

King’s 

1 cannot take thy hand , that too is flesh, 
And in the flesh thou hast sinn’d ; and 
mine own flesh, 

I lere looking dow n on thine polluted, cries 
“ I loathe thee ” yet not less, O Guine 
vere, 

1 or I was ever vargm save for thee, 
kly love thro’ flesh hath vvTonght into my 
life 

So far, that my doom is, I love thee stilL 
Let no man dream but tliat 1 lov c thee still 
Perchance, and so thou punfy thy soul. 
And so thou lean on our fair father Chnst, 
Hereafter m that world where all are pure 
We two may meet before high God, and 
thou 

Wilt spring to me, and claim me thine, 
and know 

I am thme husband — not a smaller soul. 
Nor Lancelot, nor another l^ve me 
that, 

I charge thee, my last hope Now must 
I hence 

Thro’ the thick night I hear the trumpet 
blow 

Tliey summon me their King to lead mine 
hosts 

Far down to that great battle in the west. 
Where I must stnke against the man they 
call 

My sister’s son — no kin of mine, who 
leagues 

With Lords of the White Horse, heathen, 
and knights. 
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Among his wirring senses, to thy 
knights — 

To whom my false voluptuous pnde, that 
took 

Full easily all impressions from helow. 
Would not look up, or half-despised the 
height 

To which I would not or I could not 
climb — 

1 thought I could not breathe in that fine 
air 

That pure seventy of perfect hght — 

I yearn’d for uarmtli and colour uhich I 
found 

In Lancelot — ^now I see thee what thou 
art. 

Thou art the highest and most human 
too. 

Not Lancelot, nor another Is there 
none 

Will tell the King I lose him tho’ so late? 
Now — ere he goes to the great Battle? 
none 

Myself must tell him in that purer life. 
But non it ucre too danng Ah my 
God, 

WTiat might I not base made of thy fair 
uorld. 

Had I but loved thy highest creature 
here? 

It was my duty to have loved the highest 
It surely was my profit had I known 
It would hase been my pleasure had I 
seen 

We needs must love the highest when we 
see it. 

Not Lancelot, nor another ’ 

Here her hand 
Grasp d, made her vail her eyes • she 
look’d and saw 

The nonce, weeping, supphant, and said 
to her, 

\ ea, little maid, for am /not forgiven?’ 
'raen glancing up beheld the holy nuns 
All round her, weeping , and her heart 
was loosed 


‘ Ye know me then, that wicked one, 
who broke 

The \ast design and purpose of the Kmg 

0 shut me round with narrowing nunnerj' 

walls. 

Meek maidens, from the voices ciying 
“shame.” 

1 must not scorn myself he loi es me still 
Let no one dream but that he loves me 

still 

So let me, if } ou do not shudder at me, 
Nor shun to call me sister, dw'ell with 
jou. 

Wear black and white, and be a nun like 
you. 

Fist with your fasts, not feasting with 
your feasts , 

Grieve with your gnefs, not gneving at 
your joys. 

But not rejoicing , mingle with your ntes , 
Pray and be pray’d for , he before your 
shnnes , 

Do each low office of your holy house , 
Walk your dim cloister, and distnbute dole 
To poor sick people, richer in His eyes 
Who ransom’d us, and haler too than I , 
And treat their loathsome hurts and heal 
mine own , 

And so wear out in almsdeed and in prayer 
The sombre dose of that voluptuous day. 
Which wipught the ruin of my lord the 
King’ 

She said they took her to themselves, 
and she 

Still hoping, feanng ‘is it yet too late?’ 
Dwelt wuth them, till in time their Abbess 
died 

Then she, for her good deeds and her 
pure life. 

And for the power of ministration in her. 
And hkewnse for the high rank she had 
borne. 

Was chosen Abbess, there, an Abbess 
hved 

For three bnef years, and there, an 
Abbess, past 

To where beyond these voices there is 
peace 


Vithin her, and she wept wuth these and 
^aid. 

End of • The Round Table ’ 
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4/ THE PASSING OF ARTHUR. 


That story which the hold Sir Bediscrc, 
First made and latest left of all the 
knights, 

Told, when the man was no more than a 
soice 

In the white wantcr of his age, to those 
With whom he dwelt, new faces, other 
minds 

For on their march to westward, 
Bedivere, 

Wlio slowly paced among theslumhenng 
host. 

Heard in his tent the meanings of the 
King 

‘ I found Him m the shining of thestars, 
I mark’d Him m the flowenng of His 
fields. 

But m His ways w ith men I find Him not. 

I ivaged His w ars, and now I pass and die 
0 me I for why is all around us here 
As if some lesser god had made the world. 
But had not force to shape it os he would. 
Till the High God behold it from beyond, 
i\nd enter it, and make it beautiful ? 

Or else as if the world were wholly fair. 
But that these eyes of men are dense and 
dun. 

And hare not power to see it as it is 
Perch mce, because we see not to the 
close , — 

For I, being simple, thought to work His 
will. 

And have but stneken with the sword in 
vain , 

\nd all whereon I loan’d in wife and fnend 
Is traitor to my peace, and all my realm 
Reels back into the beast, and is no more 
My God, thou hast forgotten me in my 
death 

N’ay — God my Christ — I pass but shall 
not die ’ 

Then, ere tliat last weird battle in the 
west. 

There came on Arthur sleeping, Gawain 
kill’d 


In Lancelot’s war, the ghost of Gawain 
blowTi 

Along a wandenng wind, and post his ear 
Went shrilling, ‘Hollow, hollow alli 
delight I I 

Hail, King 1 to-morrow thou shall pass 
away 

Farewell 1 there is an isle of rest for thee 
And I am blown along a wandering 
wind. 

And hollow, hollow, hollow all delight ’ 
And fainter onward, like wild birds that 
change 

Their season in the night and wail their 
way 

From cloud to cloud, dosvn the long wind 
the dream 

Shrill’d , but in going mingled with dim 
cries 

Far in the moonlit haze among the hills. 
As of some lonely aty sack’d by night. 
When all is lost, and svife and child with 
wail 

Pass to new lords , and Arthur woke and 
call’d, 

I ‘Who spake? A dream O light upon 
I the wind. 

Thine, Gawain, was the voice — are these 
dim cnes 

Thme ? or doth all that haunts the wastr 
and wild 

Mourn, knowing it will go along withmeP’ 

This heard the bold Sir Bedivere and 
spake 

‘ O me, my King, let pass whatever will. 
Elves, and the harmless glamour of the 
field , 

But in their stead thy name and glory chng 
To all high places like a golden cloud 
For ever but as yet thou shalt not pass 
Light was Gaivain in life, and light in 
death 

Is Gawain, for the ghost is as the man ; 
And care not thou for dreams from him, 
but nse — 

I hear the steps of Modred m the west. 
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And with him minj of thy people, and 
knights 

Once thine, ■whom thou hast loved, but 
grosser grown 

Than heathen, spitUng at their vous and 
thee 

Right well in heart they know thee for 
the King 

Arise, go forth and conquer as of old * 

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedi- 
vere 

• Far other is this battle in the west 
Whereto we move, than when we strove 
m youth. 

And brake the petty kings, and fought 
with Rome, 

Or thrust the heathen from the Roman 
wall. 

And shook him thro’ the north III doom 
IS mine 

To war against ra} people and my knights 
The king who fights his people fights 
himself 

And thej my knights, who loved me once, 
the stroke 

That stnkes them dead is as mj death to 
me 

Fet let us hence, and find or feel a way 
Thro’ this blmd haze, which ever since 1 
saw 

One lying in the dust at Almesbuty, 

Hath folded in the passes of the world ’ 

Then rose the King and moved his host 
by night. 

And ever push’d Sir Modred, league by 
league^ 

Back to the sunset bound of Ljonnesse — 
A land of old upheav en fi'om the abyss 
By fire, to smk into the abyss again , 
Where fragments of forgotten peoples 
dwelt. 

And the long mountains ended in a coast 
Of ever-shifung sand, and far away 
The phantom circle of a moaning sea 
'Hiere the pursuer could pursue no mote, 
^d he that fled no further flv the Knur; 
And there, that day when the great lirtt 
of heaven 


Bum’d at his lowest in the rolling year. 
On the waste sand by the waste sea they 
closed 

Nor ever yet had Arthur fought a figh* 
Like this last, dim, weird battle of the 
west 

A dcathwhile mist slept over sand and 
sea 

\\ hereof the chill, to him who breathed 
it, drew 

Down with his blood, till all his heart was 
cold 

Wth formless fear , and ev’n on Arthur 
fell 

Confusion, since he saw not whom he 
fought. 

For fnend and foe were shadows m the 
mist. 

And fnend slew fnend not knowang whom 
he slew ; 

And some had vosions out of golden 
youth. 

And some beheld the faces of old ghosts 
Look in upon the battle , and in the mist 
Was many a noble deed, many a base^ 
And chance and craft and strength us 
single fights, 

And ever and anon with host to host 
Shocks, and the splintenng spear, the 
hard mail hewn. 

Shield -breakings, and the clash of brands, 
the crash 

Of battleaxes on shatter’d helms and 
shneks 

After the Christ, of those who falling down 
Look’d up for heaven, and only saw the 
mist , 

And shouts of heathen and the trutoi 
knights. 

Oaths, insult, filth, and monstrous bias 
phemies. 

Sweat, wnthings, anguish, labounng ol 
the lungs 

In that close mist, and ciyings for the 
light. 

Moans of the dying, and voices of the dead. 

Last, as by some one deathbed after 
wail 

Orsuflenng, silence follows, or thro death 
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Ot dcilhhkc s\voon, thus over all that 
shore, 

Sv e for some whisper of the se etl^ ng seas, 
A. deid hush fell , but when th^olorous 
da} 

Grew dremer toward twilight falling, 
came 

A bitter wand, clear from the North, and 
blew 

The mist aside, and wnth that wind the tide 
Rose, and the pale King glanced across 
the field 

Of battle but no man w os moving there , 
Nor an) cr}’ of Christian heard thereon, 
Nor yet of heathen ; only the wan wave 
Brake in among dead faces, to and fro 
Swa}ang the helpless hands, and up and 
down 

lumbhng the hollow helmets of the 
fallen, 

And shiscr’d brands that onceiiad fought 
wath Rome, 

And rolling far along the gloomy shores 
The voice of da}* of old and days to be 

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedi 
vere, 

And whiter than the mist that all da} long 
Had held the field of battle was the King 

‘ nearest thou this great voice that 
^ shakes the world, 

And wastes the narrow realm whereon we 
move, V 

And beats itjxin the faces of the dead, ^ 
My dead, as tho’ they had not died for 
me? — 

O Bedivere, for on my heart hath fall’n 
Confusion, till I know not what I am. 
Nor whence I am, nor whether I be King 
Behold, I seem but ICing among the dead ’ 

Then spake the bold Sir Bedivere 
‘ My King, 

King everywhere I and so the dead have 
kings, 

There also will I worship thee as King 
Yet still thy life is whole, and still I live 
VVho love thee, but who hates thee, he 
that brought 


The heathen back among us, yonder 
stands, 

Modred, unharm’d, the traitor of thine 
house ' 

Then spake the King ‘ My house hath 
been my doom 

But call not tliou this traitor of m} house 
Who hath but dwelt beneath one roof writh 
me 

My house are rather they who sware my 
vows. 

Yea, even while they brake them, own’d 
me King 

And well for thee, saying in my dark hour. 
When all the purport of my throne hath 
fail’d. 

That quick or dead thou boldest me for 
King 

King am I, whatsoever be their cry , 

And one last act of kinghood shalt thou 
see 

Yet, ere I pass ’ And uttering this the 
Kong 

Made at the man then Modred smote 
bis hege 

Hard on that helm which many a heathen 
sword 

Had beaten thin , while Arthur at one 
blow. 

Striking the last stroke with Excalibur, 
Slew him, and all but slain himself, he fell 

So all day long the noise of battle roll’d 
'^hiong the mountains by the winter sea. 
Until King Arthur’s Table, man by man. 
Had fall’n in Lyonnesse about their lord, 
ICing Arthur Then, because his wound 
was deep. 

The bold Sir Bedivere uplifted him. 

And bore him to a chapel nigh die field, 
A broken chancel with a broken cross, 
That stood on a dark strait of barren land 
On one side lay the Ocean, and on one 
Lay a great water, and the moon was full 

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedi 
vere 

‘ The sequel of to day unsolders all 
The goodliest fellowship of famous knights 
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VVIiereof this world holds record buch 
a sleep 

They sleep — the men I loved 1 think 
that we 

Shall never more, at any future time, 
Delight our souls with talk of knightly 
deeds, 

Walking about the gardens and the halls 
Of Camelot, as in the days that w ere 
I pensh hy this people which I made, — 
Tho' Merlin sware that I should come 
again 

To rule once more , hut, let what will be, 
be, 

I am so deeply smitten thro’ the helm 
That wathout help 1 cannot last till mom 
Thou therefore take my brand Excahbur, 
Which wras my pnde for thou remem 
berest how 

In those old days, one summer noon, an 
arm 

Rose up from out the bosom of the lake. 
Clothed in white samite, mystic, won 
derful. 

Holding the sword — ^and how 1 row’d 
across 

And took It, and have worn it, like a king , 
And, wheresoever I am sung or told 
In aftertime, this also shall be known 
But now delay not take Excahbur, 

And fling him far into the middle mere 
Watch what thou seest, and lightly bnng 
me word ’ i . ' 

To him replied the bold Sir Bedivere 
* It IS not meet, Sir King, to leave thee 
thus. 

Aidless, alone, and smitten thro’ the 
helm — 

A little thing may harm a w ounded man , 
Yet I thy best wll all perform at full. 
Watch what I sec, and lightly bnng thee 
word ’ 

So saying, from the ruin’d shnne he 
stept. 

And in the moon athwart the place of 
tombs. 

Where lay the mighty bones of ancient 
men. 


Old knights, and oier them the sea-wiml 
sang 

Shrill, chill, with flakes of foam He, 
stepp.ng down 

By zigzag paths, and juts of pointed rock, 
Xame on llic shining levels of the lake 

There drew he forth the brand Excah 
bur, 

And o’ei him, drawing it, the winter 
moon, 

Bnghtcning the skiits of a long cloud, 
ran forth 

And sparkled keen with frost against the 
hilt 

For all the haft twinkled with diamond 
sparks. 

Myriads of topazdights, and jacintli-work 
Of subtlest jewellery He gazed so loig 
That both his eyes were dazzled as he 
stood, 

Tills way and that dividing the sw ifl ni Jid, 
In act to throw but at the last it seem’d 
Better to lease Excahbur conceal’d 
Tlicre in the many knotted watcrflags. 
That whistled still and dry about the 
marge 

bo strode he back slow to Uie as ounded 
King 

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedi 
sere 

‘ Hast thou perform’d my mission svliidi 
1 gave? 

What IS It thou hast seen ? or svhat hast 
heard?’ 

And answer made the bold Sir Bedi- 
vere 

‘ 1 heard the npple washing in the reeds, 
And tlic wald ss ater lapping on the crag ' 

To whom replied King Arthur, faint 
and pale 

‘ Thou hast betray’d thy nature and thy 
name, 

Not rendering true ansss^er, as beseem’d 
^y fealty, nor like a noble knight 
For surer sign had follow’d, eitlier hand, 
'®’ce, or else a motion of the mere 
This IS a shameful thing for men to he 
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Yet now, I charge thee, quickly go again. 
As thou art hef and dear, and do the thing 
I bade thee, watch, and lightly bnng me 
word ’ 

Then went Sir Bedivere the second time 
Across the ridge, and paced beside the 
mere. 

Counting the dewy pebbles, fix’d m 
diought , 

But w hen he saw the wonder of tlie hilt. 
How cunously and strangely chased, he 
smote 

His palms together, and he cned aloud 

‘ And if indeed I cast the brand away. 
Surely a precious thmg, one worthy note, 
Should Aus be lost for ever from the 
earth. 

Which might have pleased the eyes of 
many men 

What good should follow this, if this were 
done? 

What harm, undone? Deep harm to 
disobc) , 

Seeing obedicnsft.js-th!e_bond-of. nile 
Were it well to obey then, if a king 
demand 

An act unprofitable, against himself? 

The King is sick, and knows not what 
he does 

What record, or what relic of my lord 
Should be to aftertime, but empty breath 
And Vumours of a doubt ? But were this 



Igngs, 

Some one might show it at a joust of arms, 

Saying, “King Arthur’s sword, Excali- 
bur. 

Wrought by the lonely maiden of the 
Lake 

Nine years she wrought it, sitting in the 
deeps 

Upon the hidden bases of the hills ” 

So might some old man speak in the after> 
time 

lo all the people, winning reverence 

But now much honour and much fame 
were lost ’ 


So spake he, clouded wuh his owm 
conceit. 

And hid Excahbur the second time. 

And so strode back slow to the wounded 
King 

Then spoke Kmg Arthur, breathing 
heavily 

‘What IS It thou hast seen? or what hast 
heard?’ 

And answer made the bold Sir Bedi 
vere ^ ' 

‘ I heard the water Japping oh the crag, 
And the long npple washmg in the reeds 

To whom replied Kmg Arthur, mud 
m w'rath , 

‘ Ah, miserable and unkind, uiynie, ^ 
Unknightly, traitor-hearted I Woe is me ' 
Authonty forgets a dpng king. 

Laid widow’d of the power in his eje 
That bow’d the will I see thee wlut 
thou art. 

For thou, the latest-left of all my knights. 

In whom should meet the offices of all, 
Thou wouldst betray me for the precious 
hilt. 

Either from lust of gold, or like a girl 
Valmng the giddy pleasure of the eyes 
Yet, for a man may fail in duty tivice, ^ 
And the third time may prosper, get thee 
hence 

But, if thou spare to fling Excahbur, 

I will anse and slay thee with my hands ’ 

Then quickly rose Sir Bedivere, and 
ran. 

And, leaping down the ridges lightly, 
plunged 

Among the bulrush beds, and dutch’d 
the sword. 

And strongly wheel’d and threw it The 
great brand 

Made lightnings in the splendour of the 
moon. 

And flashing round and round, and 
w’hirl’d in an arch. 

Shot like a streamer of tlie northern morn 
Seen where the moiing isles of winter 
shock 
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By night, with noises of the Northern Sea 
So flash’d and fell the brand Excalibur 
But ere he dipt the surface, rose an arm 
Clothed in white samite, mystic, won- 
derful, 

And caught him by the hilt, and brandish’d 
him 

Three times, and drew him under in the 
mere 

And lightly ivent the other to the King 

Then spoke King Arthur, drawing 
thicker breath 

‘ Now see I by thine eyes that this is done 
Speak out what is it thouh'ist heard, or 
seen?’ 

And answer made the bold Sir Bedi 
\ere 

'Sir King, I closed mine eyelids, lest the 
gems 

Should blind my purpose, for I never 
saw, 

Nor shall see, here or elsewhere, till I die, 
Not tho’ 1 live three lives of mortal men, 
So great a miracle as yonder hilt 
Then with both hands I flung him, wheel- 
ing him , 

But when I look’d agam, behold an arm, 
Clothed in white samite, mystic, won- 
derful. 

That caught him bj the hilt, and 
brandish’d him 

Three times, and drew him under in the 
mere.’ f 


Remorsefully regarded thro’ his tears, 
And would have spoken, but he found 
not words , 

Then took wnth care, and kneeling on 
one knee, 

O’er both his shoulders drew the languid 
hands, < 

And nsing bore him thro’ the place of 
tombs. 


But, as he walk’d. King Arthur panted 



\\’hen all the house is mute. So sigh’d 
the King, ' 

Muttenng and murmunng at his ear, 
‘ Quick, quick ' 

I fear it is too late, and I shall die.’ 

But the other sw iftly strode from ridge to 
ndge. 

Clothed with his breath, and looking, as 
he walk’d. 

Larger than human on the frozen hills 

He heard the deep behind him, and a cry 

Before His own thought drove him like 
a goad 

Dry clash’d his harness in the icy caies 

And barren chasms, and all to left and 
right 

The bare black cliff clang’d round him, 
as he based 

His feet on juts of slippery crag that rang 

Sharp -smitten wnth the dint of armed 
heels — 


And answ er made King Arthur, breath- 
ing hard 

'My end draws nigh, ’tis time that I 


were gone 

Make broad thy shoulders to receue i 
weight. 

And bear me to the margin , yet I fea 
My wound hath taken cold, and I sh 
die • 


So saying, from the pavement he h 
rose, 

on his an 

^d looking wistfiillj with wnde blue e 
AS in a picture IIu„ bir Bedwere 


And on a sudden, lo 1 the level lake. 

And the long glories of the winter moon. 

Then saw they how there hove a dusk} 
barge. 

Dark IS a funeral scarf from stem to stem, 

Beneath them , and descending they were 
ware 

That all the decks were dense with statelj 
forms, 

Black stoled, black-hooded, like i dream 
— by these 

Three Queens with crowns of gold and 
from them rose 

A cry that shiver’d to the tingling stars, 

- na, as it were one \oice, an ijjon} 
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Of lamentabon, like a wind that shnlls 
All night m a waste land, where no one 
comes, 

Or hath come, since the making of the 
world 


Then murmur d Arthur, * Place me in 
the barge ' 

So to the barge they came There those 
three Queens 

Put forth their hands, and took the King, 
and wept 

But she, that rose the tallest of them all 

And fairest, laid his head upon her lap. 

And loosed the shatter’d casque, and 
chafed his hands. 

And call’d him by his name, complauung 
loud. 

And dropping bitter tears against a brow 

Striped with dark blood for all his face 
was white 

And colourless, and hke the wither’d 
moon 

Smote by the fresh beam of the spring- 
ing east , 

And all his greaves and cuisses dash’d with 
drops 

Of onset, and the light and lustrous 
curls — 

That made his forehead like a using sun 

High from the dais^throne — were paiCh’d 
lYith dust , 

Or, clotted into pomts and hanging loose, 

Mix’d with the knightly growth that 
fringed his lips 

So like a shatter’d column lay the King , 

Not like that Arthur who, with lance in 


^^rMt, 

■From sp ur, to plunie a star of tournament. 
Shot ' thro'’ the iKts at Camelot, and 
charged 

Before the eyes of ladies and of kings 


Then loudly cried the bold Sir 
Bedivere 

Ah 1 my Lord Arthur, whither shall I go? 
Where shall I hide m> forehead and mj 
eyes? 

For now I see the true old times are 
dead, 


'Nhsn every mommg brought a noble <■ 
chance, 

And eveiy chance brought out a noble 
kmght 

Such times have been not since the light 
that led 

The holy Elders witn the gift of myrrh 
But now the whole Round Table is dis 
solved 

\^ch_w_as an jmage of the mighty world. 
And I, the last, go forth companionless. 
And the days darken round me, and the 
years. 

Among new men, strange faces, other 
minds ’ 

And slowly answer’d Arthur from the 
I barge 

‘Th^e old order changelh, jneldmgjjlace^' 
to new, 

And God fulfils himself m .many ways, £ 
Lest one good custom should corrupt the^ 
world 

Comfort th)>self what comfort is in me? 

I have hv^ my life, and that which 1 
have done 

May He within himself make pure I but 
thou. 

If thou shouldst never see my face again. 
Pray for my soul More things are 
■wrought by prayer 

Than this world ifreams of AATierefore, 
let thy \oice 

Rise like a fountain for me night and day 
For what are men better than sheep or goats 
That nounsh a blind life within the brain. 

If, knowing God, they lift not hands of 
prayer 

Both for themselves and those who call 
them fnend ? 

For so the whole round earth is e\erj waj 
Bound b> gold chains about the feet of 
God,. 

But now farewell 1 am going a long way 
With these thou seest — if indeed I go 
(For all my mind is clouded with a 
doubt) — 

To the island-\ alley of Avilion , 

Where falls not hul, or rain, onny snow, 

Nor eier wind blows loudly , but il liea 


m 


TO THE QUEEN 


Deep meadow’d, hippy, fair with orchard 
lawns 

And bow erj' hollows crown’d with summer 
sea, 

Where I will heal me of my grievous 
wound ' 

So said he, and the barge with oar and 
sail 

Moted from the bnnk, like some full- 
breasted swan 

That, fluting a wild carol ere her death. 

Ruffles her pure cold plume, and takes 
the flood 

With swarthy webs Long stood Sir 
Bedii ere 

Revolving many memones, till the hull 

Look’d one black dot against the verge of 
dawn, 

And on the mere the wailing died away 

But when that moan had past for ever- 
more, 

The stillness of the dead world’s winter 
dawn 

Amazed him, and he groan’d, ‘ The King 
IS gone ’ 

And therewithal came on him the weird 
rhyme, 

* From the great deep to the great deep 
he goes ’ 

Wiereat he slowly turn’d and slowly 
clomb 

The last hard footstep of that non 
crag, 

TO THE 

9 ™ thyself, 

^d loyal to thy land, as this to thee 

B^r witn^, that rememberable day, 

Tien, pale as yet, and fever-vvom, the 

\Vho scarce had pluck’d his flickering life 
again 

From halfway down the shadow of Uie 
grave. 


I hence mark’d the black hull mov ing yet, 
and cried, 

‘ He passes to be King among the dead, 
And after healing of his grievous wound 
He comes again , but — if he come no 
more — 

O me, £e yon dark Queens in yon black 
boat. 

Who shriek’d and wail’d, the three 
whereat we gazed 

On that high day, when, clothed witl 
living light. 

They stood before his throne in silence, 
friends 

Of Artliur, who should help him at hi' 
need?’ 

f 

Then from the d^vm it sceihTl there 
came, but faint 

As from b«^ ord the limit of the world, 
Like the last echo bom of a great cry. 
Sounds, as if some fair city were one voice 
Around a king returning from his wars, 

Thereat once more he moved about, 
and clomb 

Ev’n to the highest he could climb, and 
saw, 

Strainmg his eyes beneath an arch of hand. 
Or thought he saw, the speck that bare 
the King, 

Down that long w ater openmg on the deep 
Somewhere far off, pass on and on, and go 
From less to less and vanish into light 
And the new sun rose bringing the new 
year. 


QUEEN 

■And London roll’d one tide of joy thro’ 
all 

Her trebled millions, and loud leagues of 
man 

j^d welcome 1 witness, too, the silent cry, 

The prayer of many a race and creed, 
and dime — 

Thunderless lightnings striking under sea 

From sunset and sunnse of all Uiy realm, 

And that true North, whereof we lately 
heard 


TO THE QUEEN 


475 


A. strain to shame us ‘ keep you to your- 
selves , 

So loyal IS too costly ! fnends — your love 
Is but a burthen loose the bond, and go ’ 
Is this the tone of empire ? here the faith 
.That made us rulers? this, mdeed, “her 
voice 

And meanmg, whom the roar of Hougou- 
mont 

Left m^htiest of all peoplesunder heaven? 
What shock has fool’d her since, that she 
should speak 

So feebly? wealthier — ^ivealthicr — hour 
by hour I 

The voice of Bntain, or a sinking land, 
Some third-rate isle half-lost among her 
seas? 

There rang her voice, when the full aty 
peal’d 

Thee and thy Pnnee I The loyal to their 
crown 

Are loyal to their own far sons, who love 
Our ocean -empire wath her boundless 
homes 

For ever-broadenmg England, and her 
throne 

In our vast Onent, and one isle, one isle, 
That knows not her own greatness^ if 
she knows 

And dreads it we are fall’n But thou, 

my Queen, 

Not for Itself, but thro’ thy living love 
For one to whom I made it o’er his grave 
Sacred, accept this old imperfect tale. 
New-old, and shadowang Sense at war 
with Soul, 

Ideal manhood closed in real man. 

Rather than that gray king, whose name, 
a ghost. 

Streams like a cloud, man-shaped, from 
mountain peak, 

And cleaves to caini and cromlech still ; 

or him I 


Of Geofirey’s book, or him of Malleor’s, 
one 

Touch’d by the adulterous finger of a lime 
That hover’d behveen war and wanton- 
ness. 

And crownings and dethronements take 
withal 

Thy poet’s blessing, and his trust that 
Heaven 

Will blow the tempest in the distance back 
From thme and ours for some are scared, 
who mark. 

Or wisely or unwisely, signs of storm, 
Wavenngs of every vane with eiety ivind. 
And wordy trucUings to the transient 
hour. 

And fierce or careless looseners of the 
faith. 

And Softness breeding scorn of simple 
life. 

Or Cowardice, the child of lust for gold, 
Or Labour, wath a groan and not a voice. 
Or Art wifii poisonous honey stol’n from 
France, 

And that wmch knows, but careful foi 
itself. 

And that which knows jiot, ruling that 
which knows 

To Its own harm the goal of this great 
world 

Lies beyond sight yet — it our slowl} 
grown 

And crown’d Republic’s crowning com 
mon-sense. 

That saved her many times, not fail — 
their fears 

Are mommg shadows huger than the 
shapes 

That cast them, not those gloomier w Inch 
forego 

The darkness of th^t battle in the West 
Where all of high and holy dies away 
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Thc onginal Preface to ‘The Lo\ er s Tile ’ states tint it was composed in my niDCteenth }eir Tug 
only of the three parts then written were printed, when, feeling the imperfection of the poem, 1 with 
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bnted among our common nssocaites of that hour some copies of these tivo parts, without my know 
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and that what I had deemed scarce worthy to live is not allowed to die, may I not be pardoned if I 
suffer the whole poem at last to come into the light— accompanied with a reprint of the sequel— a 
work of my mature life—* The Golden Supper'! 

May 1879 

ARGUMENl 

Julian, wnose cousin and foster-sister, Camilla, has been wedded to hisfnend and n\al, Lionel, 
endeavours to narrate the story of his own love for her, ind the strange sequel He speaks (m Parts 
n and HI ) of having been haunted by visions and the sound of bells, tolling for a funeral, and at 
last tmging for a marriage but he breaks away, overcome, ts he approaches the Event, and a 
witness to it completes the tale. 


1 

Here fat away, seen from the topmost 
cliff, 

Filling with purple gloom the vacancies 
Between the tufted hills, the sloping seas 
Hung in mid-heaven, and half-nay down 
tare sails. 

White as white clouds, floated from sky 
to sky 

Oh* pleasant breast of waters, quiet baj. 
Like to a quiet mind in tlie loud world, 
Where the chafed breakers of the outer 
sea 

Sank powerless, as anger falls aside 
And withers on the breast of peaceful love , 
Thou didst receive the growth of pines 
that fledged 

The hills that watch’d thee, as Love 
watcheth Love, 

In thine own essence, and delight thyself 
To make it wholly thine on sunny davs. 
Keep thou tlij name of ‘ Lover’s Bay ’ 
See, sirs. 

Even now the Goddess of the Past, that 
'takes 

The heart, and sometimes touches but 
one string 

^at qmvets, and is silent, and sometimes 
iivreeps suddenly ,all its half- moulder’d 
chords 

To some old melody, begins to play 


That air whidi pleased her first I feel 
thj breath , 

I come, great Mistress of the ear and eye 
Th) breath is of the pmewood , and tho’ 
years 

Have hollow’d out a deep and stormy 
strait 

Betw ixt the native land of Love and me. 
Breathe but a little on me, and the sail 
Will draw me to the rising of the sun. 
The lucid chambers of the morning star. 
And East of Life 

Permit me, fnend, I prythe^ 
lo pass my hand across my brows, and 
muse 

On those dear hills, that never more will 
meet 

Tlie sight that throbs and aches beneath 
my touch. 

As tho’ there beat a heart in either eye , 
For when the outer lights are darken’d 
thus. 

The memory’s vision hath a keener edge 
It grows upon me now — the semicircle 
Of dark-blue w iters and tlie narrow fringe 
Of curving beach — ^its wreaths of dnppmg 
green — 

Its pale pink shells — the summerhouse 
aloft 

That open’d on the pines vvitli doors of 
glass. 
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•\ mountain nc«t — the pleasure boat that 
rock’d, 

Light*grcen w ith Us own shadow, kcU to 
keel, 

Upon the danpled dimphngs of the wave, 
That blanch’d upon us side 

O Lo\c, O Hope 1 
’l'he> come, thej crowd upon me all at 
once — 

Motctl from the cloud of unforgotlcn 
things, 

That sometimes, on the horizon of the 
mind 

Lies folded, often sweeps athwart in 
storm — 

Hash upon flash they lighten thro’ me — 
dajs 

Of dewj' dawning and the amber eves 
When thou and I, Camilla, thou and I 
Were home about the ba} or safely 
moor’d 

Beneath a low -brow’d caaem, where the 
tide 

Plash’d, sapping Us worn nbs, and all 
without 

The slowly ndging rollers on the elifts 
Clash’d, calling to each other, and thro’ 
the arch 

Down those loud water:, like a setting 
star, 

Mixt with the gorgeous vest the light- 
house shone. 

And siher smiling Venus ere she fell 
Would often loiter in her balmy blue, 

To crown it w ith herself 

Here, too, my lo\e 
Waver'd at anchor with me, when da) 
hung 

From his mid dome in Heaven’s any 
halls , 

Gleams of llie water-circles as they broke. 
Flicker’d like doubtful smiles about her 
bps, 

Quiver’d a flying glory on her hair, 

Leapt like a passing thought across her 
eyes; 

And mine with one that will not pas®, 
till earth 


A nd heav en pass too, dw elt on mj heaven, 
a face 

Most starrj'-fair, but kindled from within 
As ’twere with dawn She was dark- 
hair’d, dark eyed 

Oh, such dark eyes' a single glance of 
them 

Will govern a whole life from birth to 
death, 

Careless of all things else, led on with bght 
In trances and in visions look at them, 
You lose yourself in utter ignorance , 

You cannot find their depth , for they go 
back, 

And farther back, and still withdraw 
themselves 

Quite into the deep soul, that evermore 
Fresh springing from her fountains in the 
brain, 

Still pouring thro’, floods with redundant 
life 

Her narrow portals 

Trust me, long ago 
I should have died, if it were possible 
To die m gazing on that perfectness 
MTnch I do bear within me I had died, 
But from my farthest lapse, my latest ebb. 
Thine image, like a charm of light and 
strength 

Upon the waters, push’d me back again 
On these deserted sands of barren life 
Tho’ from the deep vault where the heart 
of Hope 

Fell into dust, and crumbled in the dark— 
Forgetting how to render beautiful 
Her countenance with qmck and health 
fill blood — 

Thou didst not sway me upward , could 
I perish 

While thou, a meteor of the sepulchre. 
Didst swathe thyself all round Hope’s 
quiet um 

For ever? He, that saith it, hath o’er 
stept 

The slippery footing of his narrow wit. 
And fall’n away from judgment Thou 
art light. 

To which my spirit leaneth all her flow ers 
And length of days, and immortality 
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Of thought, npd freshness ever self -re- 
new’d 

For Time and Grief abode too long wth 
Life, 

And, like all other friends i’ the world, at 
last 

They grew aweary of her fellowship 
bo Time and Gnef did beckon unto 
Death, 

And Death drew nigh and beat the doors 
of Life , 

But thou didst sit alone in the inner house, 
A wakeful portress, and didst parle with 
Death, — 

‘This IS a charmed dwelling which I 
hold,’ 

So Death gave back, and would no 
further come 

Yet IS my life nor m the present time, 
Nor m the present place To me alone. 
Push d from his chair of regal heritage, 

1 he Present is the vassal of the Past 
So that, in that I hccae lived, do I live. 
And cannot die, and am, in havmg been — 
A jxirtion of the pleasant yesterday, 
Thrust forward on to-day and out of 
place , 

A body journeying onward, sick ivith 
toil. 

The weight as if of age upon my limbs. 
The grasp of hopeless gnef about my 
heart. 

And all the senses weaken’d, save in that. 
Which long ago they had glean’d and 
garner’d up 

Into the grananes of memory — 

The clear brow, bulwark of the precious 
brain. 

Chink’d as you see, and seam’d — and all 
the while 

Tlie light soul twines and mingles w ith 
the growths 

Of vigorous early days, attracted, won, 
Mamed, made one with, molten into all 
The beautiful m Past of act or place. 
And hke the all-endunng camel, dnven 
Far from the diamond fountain by the 
palms, 

Who toils across the middle moonlit 
nights. 


Or when the while heals of the blinding 
noons 

Beal from the concave sand , yet m him 
keeps 

A draught of that sweet fountain that he 
loves. 

To stay his feet from falling, and Ins spirit 
From bitterness of death 

Ye ask me, friends. 
When I began to love How should I 
tell jou? 

Or from the afrer-fulness of mj heart. 
Flow back again unto my slender spnng 
And first of love, tho’ every turn and 
depth 

Between is clearer in my life than all 
Its present flow Ye know not what yc 
ask 

How should the broad and open flower 
tell 

What sort of bud it was, when, prest 
together 

In Its green sheath, dose lapt in silken 
folds, 

It seem’d to keep its sweetness to itself, 
Yet was not the less sweet for that it 
seem’d ? 

For young Life knows not when young 
Life was bom. 

But takes it all for granted neither Love 
Warm in the heart, his cradle, can re 
member 

Love m the womb, but resteth satisfied. 
Looking on her that brought him to the 
hght 

Or as men know not when they fall asleep 
Into dehcious dreams, our other life, 

So know I not when I began to love 
This IS my sum of knowledge — that rny 
love ) 

Grew ivith myself— say rather, was riiy 
growth, ' 

M} inward sap, the hold I have on earth. 
My outward ending air wherewith I 
breathe. 

Which yet upholds my life, and evermore 
Is to me daily life and daily death 
For how should I have lived and not 
have loved ? 
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Made all our tastes and fancies like, 
perhaps — 

All — all but one, and strange to me, 
and sweet, 

Sweet thro’ strange years to know that 
whatsoe’er 

Our general mother meant for me alone. 
Our mutual mother dealt to both of us 
So what was earliest mine in earliest life, 
I shared u ith her in whom myself remains 
As was our childhood, so our infancy, 
They tell me, was a very miracle 
Of fellow feeling and communion 
They tell me that w e would not be alone, — 
We cned when we were parted , when I 
wept. 

Her smile lit up the rainbow' on my tears. 
Stay’d on the cloud of sorrow , that we 
loved 

Tlie sound of one another’s voices more 
Than the gray cuckoo loves Ins name, and 
learn’d 

To lisp in tune together , that we slept 
In the same cradle always, face to face 
Heart beating time to heart, lip pressing 
hp. 

Folding each other, breathing on each 
other, 

Dreaming together (dreammg of each 
oOicr 

They should have added), till the morning 
light 

Sloped thro’ the pines, upon the dewy 
pane 

Falling, unseal’d our eyelids, andw e woke 
To ,gaze upon each other If this be 
true. 

At thought of which my whole soul 
1 languishes \ 

And faints, land hatm no pulse, no breath 
— a^tho’ \ 

A man in some still garden should infuse 
Rich atar m the bosom \)f the rose. 

Till, drunk wath its own wine, and over- 
full 

Of sweetness, and m smelling of itself, 

It fall on Its own thorns — ^if this be true — 
And that way my wish leads me evermore 
Shll to believe it— ’tis so sweet a thought. 
Why in the utter stillness of the soul 


Doth question’d memory answer not, no 
tell 

Of this our earliest, our closest drawn. 
Most loveliest, earthly -heavenliest har- 
mony? 

0 blossom d portal of the lonely house. 
Green prelude, April promise, glad new 
year 

Of Being, which with earliest violets 
And lavish carol of clear-throated larks 
Fill’d all the March of life I — I wall not 
speak of thee. 

These have not seen thee, these can never 
know thee. 

They cannot understand me Bass we 
then 

A term of eighteen years Ye w^uld but 
laugh. 

If I should tell you how I hoard in 
thought 

The faded rhymes and scraps of ancient 
crones. 

Gray rehes of the nurseries of the world, 
Which are as gems set in my memory, 
Because she learnt them with me, or 
what use 

To know her father left us just before 
The daffodil was blown? or how vve 
found 

The dead man cost upon the shore ? All 
this 

Seems to the quiet daylight of your minds 
But cloud and smoke, and in the dark of 
mine 

Is traced w ith flame Move with me to 
the event 

There came a glorious morning, such a 
one 

As dawns but once a season Mercury 
On such a morning would have flung 
himself 

From cloud to cloud, and swum with 
balanced wings 

To some tall mountain when I said to 
her, 

‘ A day for Gods to stoop,’ she answered, 

‘Ay, 

And men to soar ’ for as that other 
gazed. 

Shading his eyes till all the fiery cloud, 
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The prophet and the chanol end the 
steede, 

SjcV’d into oneness hUe i lil'lc star 

\Ycro drunh into the inmost blue, ne 
S'ood, 

When frsl ne cane from out the pines at 
noon, 

With liands for cases, nploohing "nd 
almost 

Watting to see some blessed shape in 
heaven, 

So bathed vre were tn hnlhance Net cr 
}et 

Before or after have 1 known the spring 

Pour with stich sudden deluges of light 

Into the middle summer , for tliat tlaj 

Love, rising, shook his wmgs, and clnigcd 
the wintis 

With spiced May-sweets from bound to 
bound, and blew 

Fresh fire into the sun, and from wathin 

Burst thro’ the healed buds, and sent his 
soul 

Into the songs of birds, and touch’d far- 
of? 

His mount'’in altars, his high hills, w ith 
fiarac 

Milder and purer 


Thro’ the rocks we wound 

The great pine shook vath lonclj sounds 
of joy 

That came on the sea-wand As moun- 
tain streams 

Our bloods ran free the sunshine seem’d 
to brood 

More warmlj on the heart than on the 
brow 

We often paused, and, looking back, we 
saw 

The clefts and openings in the mountains 
fill’d 

With the bine % alley and the glistening 
brooks. 

And all the low dark groics, a land of 
love ' 

A land of promise, a land of memorj , 

A land of promise flowing wath the milk 

And honey of delicious memories 1 
T 


knd down to sea, and far as eye could 
ken, 

T-ach way from verge to verge a Holy 
Land, 

Still growang holier as }ou near’d the 
ba>. 

For there the Temple stood 


WTicn we had reach’d 
The grass} platform on some hill, I 
stoop d, 

I gather’d the wild herbs, and for hei 
brows 

And mine made garlands of the selfsame 
flower, 

Winch she took smiling, and with my 
work thus 

Crown’d her clear forehead Once or 
twice she told me 

{For I remember all things) to let grow 
Tlie flowers that run poison m their veins 
She said, ‘ The eval flourish m the world 
I hen pla} fully she gave herself the he— 
’ Nothing m nature is unbeautiful , 

So, brother, pluck and spare not ’ So 
I wove 

Ev’n the dull blooded poppj-stem, 'whose 
flow er, 

Hoed with the scarlet of a fierce sunnse, 
Like to the wald )OUth of an eval prince, 
Is without sweetness, but who crowns 
himself 

Abov e the naked poisons of his heart 
In his old age ’ A graceful thought of 


ncis 

rav ’n on m} fancy * And oh, how like 
a n}anph 

«:tatcly mountain n}anph she look’d ' 
how native j 

nto the hills shi^/trod on ' MTiile I 
gazed / 

:> coronal slowU disentwaned itself 
nd fell betwe 9 ra us bqlh , tho’ while I 
gazed / 

[) spirit le-'p’d as with tliose thrills of 


show us 

That we are surely heard Methoughl a 
light 


2 I 
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Burst from the garland I had wov’n, and 
stood 

A solid glory on her bright black hair , 

A light methought broke from her dark, 
dark ejes, 

And shot itself into the singing winds , 

A mystic light flash’d ev’n from her white 
robe 

As from a glass m the sun, and fell about 
My footsteps on the mountains 

Last we came 
To what our people call ‘The Hill of 
Woe ’ ' 

A bridge is there, that, look’d at from ^ 
beneath 

Seems but a cobweb filament to hnk 
The yawning of an earthquake cloven 
chasm 

And thence one night, when all the winds 
were loud, 

A woful mm (for so the story went) 

Had thrust his wife and child and dash’d 
himself 

Into the dizzy depth below Below, 
Fierce in the strength of far descent, a 
stream 

Flies with a shatter’d foam along the 
chasm 

The path was perilous, loosely strown 
with crags 

We mounted slowly , yet to both there 
came 

The joy of life in steepness overcome, 

And victories of ascent, and looking down 
On all that had look’d down on us , and 
joy 

In breathing nearer heaven , and joy to 
me, 

High over nil the nJ^^re-clrcled earth, 

To breathe witli her as if in heaven itself. 
And more than joy that I to her became 
Her guardian and her ttng^l, raising her 
Still higher, past all penl, until she saw 
Beneath her lect the region far away. 
Beyond the nearest mountain’s bosky 
brows, 

Arise in open prospect— heath and hill, 
And hollow lined and wooded to the lips, 
Andsteep down wallsof battlemented rock 


Gilded with broom, or shatter’d mto 
spires. 

And glory of broad waters interfused. 
Whence rose as it were breath and steam 
of gold. 

And over all the great wood noting 
And climbing, streak’d or start’d at 
intervals 

With fallmg brook or blossom’d bush — 
and last. 

Framing the mighty landscape to the w est, 
A purple range of mountain -cones, be- 
tween 

Whose interspaces gush’d m blinding 
bursts 

The incorporate blaze of sun and sea 

At length 

Descending from the point and standing 
both, ^ 

There on the tremulous bndge, that from 
beneath 

Had seem’d a gossamer filament up in air. 
We paused amid the splendour All the 
west 

And ev’n unto the middle south was 
nbb’d 

And burr’d with bloom on bloom The 
sun below, 

Held for a space ’twixt cloud and wave, 
shower’d down 

Rays of a mighty circle, weaving over 
That various wnldemess a tissue of light 
Unparallel’d On the other side, the 
moon, 

Half melted into thin blue air, stood still. 
And pale and fibrous as a wither’d leaf. 
Nor yet endured in presence of His eyes 
To indue his lustre , most unloverlike, 
Since m his absence full of light and joy, 
And giiang light to others But this 
most. 

Next to her presence whom I loved so 
well, 

Spoke loudly even into my inmost heart 
As to my outward hearing the loud 
stream. 

Forth issuing from his portals in the crag 
{A visible link unto the home of my 
heart). 
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Ran amber tonard the west, and nigh 
the sea 

Parting my own Io\ed mountains uas 
received, 

Shorn of its strength, into the sympathy 
Of that small bay, which out to open 
main 

Glou’d mtermingling close beneath the 
sun. 

Spmt of Lo\e ’ that little hour was bound 
Shut in from Time, and dedicate to 
thee 

Thy fires from heaven had touch’d it, 
and the earth 

They fdl on became hallow’d evermore 

We turn’d our eyes met . hers were 
bnght, and mine 

Were dun with floating tears, that shot 
the sunset 

In hghtnings round me ; and my name 
was borne 

Upon her breath Henceforth my name 
has been 

A hallow’d memory like the names of old, 
A center’d, gloiy-circled memory, 

And a peculiar treasure, brooking not 
Exchange or currency • and m that hour 
A hope flow’d round me, like a golden 
mist 

Charm’d amid eddies of melodious airs, 

A moment, ere the onward whirlwind 
shatter it. 

Waver’d and floated — which was less 
than Hope, 

Because it lack’d the power of perfect 
Hope, 

But which was more and higher than all 
Hope, 

Because all other Hope had lower aim , 
Even that this name to which her graaous 
bps 

Did lend such gentle utterance, this one 
name. 

In some obscure hereafter, might in- 
ivreathe 

(How lovelier, nobler then I) her life, her 
love. 

With my life, love, soul, spint, and heart 
and strength. 


‘ Brother,’ she said, * let this be call’d 
henceforth 

The Hill of Hope ,’ and I rephed, ‘ 0 
sister. 

My ivill IS one ivith thine ; the Hill of 
Hope ’ 

Nevertheless, we did not change the name 

I did not speak I could not speak my 
love 

Love heth deep Love dwells not in hp- 
depths 

Love wraps his wings on either side the 
heart. 

Constraining it with kisses close and warm. 
Absorbing all the incense of sw eet thoughts 
So that they pass not to the shnne of 
sound 

Else had the life of that delighted hour 
Drunk in the largeness of the utterance 
Of Love , but how should Earthly mea 
sure mete 

The Heavenly-unmeasured or unlimited 
Love, 

Who scarce can tune his high majestic 
sense 

Unto the thundersong that wheels the 
spheres. 

Scarce Uvmg in the /Eohan harmony, 
And flowing odour of the spaaous air. 
Scarce housed within the circle of this 
Earth, 

Be cabin’d up in words and syllables. 
Which pass with that which breathes 
them 7 Sooner Earth 
Might go round Heaven, and the strait 
girth of Time 

Inswathe the fulness of Eternity, 

Than language grasp the infinite of Love. 

O day which did enwomb that happy 
hour. 

Thou art blessed in theyears, dmnest day ' 
O Genius of that hour which dost uphold 
Thy coronal of gloiy like a God, 

Amid thy melancholy mates far-seen. 
Who walk before thee, ever turning round 
To gaze upon thee till their eyes are dim 
With dwelling on the light and depth of 
thine, 
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Thy mme is c\er worshippM among 
hours 1 

ITad I died then, I Ind not seem’d to die. 
Tor bliss stood round me hhc the light of 
Heaven, — 

Had I died then, I had not 1 nown the 
death , 

Yea had tlie Power from whose right 
hand the light 

Of Life issucth, and from whose left hand ' 
floweth 

The Shadow of Death, perennial cfllii 
cnees, 

^Vhcrcof to all that draw the wholesome 
air, 

Somcwhile the one must overflow the 
other , 

Then had he stemm’d mj day ivith night, 
and dnien 

My current to the fountain whence it ' 
sprang,— 

Eien his own abiding excellence — 

On me, mcthinks, that shock of gloom 
had fall'n 

Unfell, and in this glorj' I had merged 
The other, like the sun I gared upon. 
Which seeming for the moment due to 
death. 

And dipping his head low beneath the 
verge. 

Yet beanng round about him his own day. 
In confidence of unabated strength, 
Steppeth from Heaven to Heaven, from 
light to light. 

And holdeth his iindimmed forehead far 
Into a clearer zenith, pure of cloud 

We trod the shadow of the downward 
hill. 

We past from light to dark On the 
other side 

Is scoop’d a cavern and a mountain hall. 
Which none have fathom’d If you go 
far in 

(The country people rumour) you may 
hear 

The moaning of the woman and the child, 
Shut in the secret chambers of the rock 
I too have heard a sound — ^perchance of 
streams 


Running far on within its inmost halls. 
The home of darkness , but the cavern 
mouth. 

Half ovcrtrailcd with a wanton weed, 
Ones birth to a brawling brook, that 
passing lightly 

Adowai a natural stair of tangled roots. 

Is presently received in a sweet grave 
Of cglantinus, a place of btinal 
Tat lovelier than its cradle , for unseen, 
P.111 taken w ith the sw ectness of the place, 
It makes a constant bubbling melody 
That drowais the nearer echoes Lowci 
down 

Spreads out a little lake, that, flooding, 
leaves 

Ixiw banks of yellow sand , and from the 
V oods 

That belt it rise three dark, tall cy 
presses, — 

Three cypresses, symbols of mortal woe, 
Tliat men plant over graves 

Hither wc came, 
And sitting down upon the golden moss, 
Held converse sweet and low — ^low con- 
verse sweet. 

In which our v oiccs bore least part The 
wind 

Told a lovetalc beside us, how he woo’d 
The waters, and the waters answenng 
lisp’d 

To kisses of the wand, that, sick w ilh lov e, 
Fnntcd at intervals, and grew again 
To utterance of passion Ye cannot 
shape 

Fancy so fair as is this memory 
Methought all excellence that ever was 
Had drawn herself from many thousand 
years. 

And all the separate Edens this earth. 
To centre in this place and time I 
listen’d. 

And her words stoic with most prevailing 
sweetness 

Into my heart, as Uironging fancies come 
I To boy's and girls when summer days are 
I new, 

I And soul and heart and body arc all at 
I case 
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Whaf nsanrcl tn} Cwr-jlti tola me ill '* 

It was sobapp) an hour, sosnncvI” place. 
And I vas as> the l<«otl).r of her b1x\l, 
And liy that n-'n.e I nn\cd UjX)n her 
Breath ; 

Dear rami, whieJ had too mud' of near 
ress m it 

And heralded the iLs'-ircc of ’h'S tiirc * 
At fris* her voice ivas \trj svcC and lo.\, 
sAs jf she veia draid of nttcrarci ; 

Bu' m the onnard carreni o*‘ht.’- speech, 
{As tchotr, g*" Uie hollo'\-t'''nhe'i h oohs 
Are fashion'd 1^' the c'nnnd which they 
hicph 

Her words did of their nnsisi'n:» bonrow 
*0 «d, 

iltr ci»cch, did ca'ch the colour of hi' 
wo'ds. 

I heard ard trembled, jtl I could but 
hear ; 

My heart paused — mj raised cjilids 
noula rot fall, 

lie, still I kept roy c} cs 1 pon the skj 
I siamt’d the only narl of Time s'oott still, 
And saw the irotion of ••11 other things , 
'NTidc her words, sjllaVe liy sjBablc, 
■Like water, drop b^, diop, ujion aiv c'r 
Fell; and I s'lsh’d, jii waih'd her not 
to speak , 

But she spal e on, for I did name no wash, 
\ihat nan el my' Camilla told me all 
Her maiden dignities of I lope and Loa e — 
‘Perchance,’ she said, ‘ return’d ’ Kim 
then the sJan 

Did trcmhle in thur stations ns I gazed , 
But she spaJ c on, for I did name no w ish, 
Now ish — nohope Hope w as not wholly 
, dc'^d. 

But hreatlmg hard at tlic approach of 
Death, — 

Camilla, my Camilla, who was mine 
No longer m the dearest sense of nunc — 
For all ihi seertt of her inmost heart. 
And all the maiden empire of her mmd, 
Lay hkc a map before me, and I saw 
There, where I hoped myself to reign as 
kmg, 

There, avhere that day I crown’d myself 
as king, 

There in my realm and cv cn on my throne. 


0^1 r't then it seem’d as tho’ a link 
Of some tight chain watliin my inmost 
fr.ame 

W as ri\ cn in tw am that life I heeded not 
Flow’d from me, -nd the darkness of the 
gra\e. 

The darkness of the graae and utter night, 
Did swallow up my \ision , at her feet, 
Lain the feet of her I loacd, I fell, 
bmit with exceeding sonrow unto Death 

Then had the earth beneath me yawn- 
mg cloacn 

\V th such a sound as when an icebcig 
splits 

hrom cope to base — had Heaven from 
all her doors, 

\\i*h ill her golden thresholds clashing, 
roll’d 

Her leanest thunder — I haa lam as 
dead 

Mute, blind and motionless as then I lay , 
Dead, for henceforth there was no life 
for me * 

Mute, for henccfortli what use were 
w ords to me ' 

BHnd, for the day was as the night to 
me ' 

The night to me was kinder than the 

The night m pity took away my day, 
Because my' grief as yet was newly bom 
Of eyes too weak to look upon the light. 
And thro’ the hasty notice of the ear 
Frail Life was startled from the tender 

Of him she brooded over Would I had 
lam 

Until the plaited uy-tress had wound 
Round my worn limbs, and the wald bner 
had driven 

Its knotted thorns thro’ my impaimng 
brows. 

Leaning its roses on my faded eyes 
The wand had blown above me, and tne 

Had fall’n upon me, and the gilded snake 
Had nestled m this bosom-throne ot 
Love, 

But I had been at rest for evermore 
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I/jngbmeentrancementhddtnc All 
too soon 

Life (like a wanton too officious fncnd, 
Who will not hear denial, ^a^n and rude 
With proffer of unwish’d-for services) ^ 
Entcnng all the avenues of sense j 

Past thro’ into his citadel, the brain. 

With hated warmth of apprehensiveness. 
And first the dullness of the sprinkled 
brook 

Smote on my brows, and then I seem’d 
to hear 

Its murmur, as the drowning seaman 
hears. 

Who with his head below the surface 
dropt 

Listens the mufllcd booming indistinct 
Of the confused floods, and dimly knows 
His head shall nsc no more and then 
came in 

The white light of the weary’ moon 
above, 

Diffused and molten into flaky cloud 
Was my sight drunk that it did shape to 
me 

Him who should own that name ? %% ere 
It not well 

If so be that the echo of that name 
Ringing within the fancy had updravvn 
A fashion and a phantasm of the form 
It should attach to? Phantom I — had 
the ghastliest 

That ever lusted for a body, sucking 
The foul steam of the grave to thicken 
by It, 

There in the shuddering moonlight 
brought its face 

And what it has for ejes as close to 
mine 

As he did — better that than his, than he 
The fnend, the neighbour, Lionel, the 
beloved. 

The loved, the lover, the happy Lionel, 
The low-voiced, tender spirited Lionel, 
All joy, to whom my agony was a joy 
O how her choice did leap forth from his 
eyes J 

O how her love did clothe itself in smiles 
About his lips ' and — not one moment’s 
grace — 


Then when the cfTcct weigh’d seas upon 
my head 

To come my way 1 to twat me with the 
cause I 

Was not the land as free thro* all her 
ways 

To him as me? Was not his wont to 
walk 

Between the going light and growing 
night ? 

Had I not learnt my loss before he came ? 
Could that be more because he came my 
way? 

Why should he not come my way if he 
would? 

And yet to night, to night — when all my 
wealth 

Flash’d from me in a moment and I fell 
Beggar’d for ever — why sJouM he come 
my way 

Robed in those robes of light I must not 
wear. 

With that great crown of beams about his 
brows — 

Come like an angel to a damned soul. 
To tell him of the bliss he had with 
God- 

Come like a careless and a greedy heir 
Tliat scarce can wait the reading of the 
wall 

Before he takes possession 7 Was mine 
a mood 

To be invaded rudely, and not rather 
A sacred, secret, unapproached w oe, 
Unspeakable? I was shut up witli 
Grief, 

She took the body of my past delight, 
Narded and swathed and balm’d it for 
herself, 

1 And laid it in a sepulchre of rock 
j Never to nse again I was led mute 
Into her temple like a sacrifice , 

I was the High Pnest in her holiest 
place, 

Not to be loudly broken in upon 

Oh friend, tlioughts deep and heavy’ as 
these well-nigh 

O’eibore the limits of my btam but he 
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“P- on the sense, nd 

^ dress’d 






> w« 2 ^*vy XI XU iJtt IVIC 

the red rose there n pale one — and her 
c>es — 

I saAV fte moonlight glitter on tlieir 
tears — 

And some few drops of that distressful 
ram 


■r.„„ „ - , . w«y 'vas i 10 oarKen men pure love 

Fell on my face, and her long ringlets If, as I found, they tivo did fove each 
niovccl^ - *■* — 


dead. 

No bud, no leaf, no flower, no fruit for 
me 

^et who had done, or who had suffer’d 
wrong? 

And why was I to darken then pure love. 

T ^ .* » 


Droopii^ and beaten by the breeze, and Because my ’own was darken’d? Why 


brush'd 

My fallen forehead in their to and fro, 
For m the sudden anguish of her heart 


was I 

To cross between their happy star and 
them? 


- — v»i iix<i mejD r 

Loosed from their simple thrall they had To stand a shadow by their shimne doors 

nou**/! nUrnnA A_J .l _ • . ! 


flow’d abroad, 

^d floated on and parted round her neck. 


And vex them wath my darkness? Did 
I love her ? 


AVIWUU ixvx I 4 X.W 4 WI I i AUVC MCJT f 

Mantling her form halfway She, when Ye know that I did love her, to this 
I w’oke, • ' * 


j present 

something she ask’d, I know not what, My full-orb’d love has waned not Did 

2 in 4 ^ fiel M T 1 T 


and ask’d, 


I love her, 


— X lUVC UCl, 

Unansw-er’d, since I spake not , for the And could I look upon her tearful eyes ? 


sound 

Of that dear voice so musically low. 


What had she done to weep? Wliy 
should she w eep ? 


uvcu avi iiiudivjuu^ ikiW) ailuulu sue v>cepr 

And now first heard with any sense of O innocent of spint — let my heart 

T^«tYliw x1._ —1.1 A 


pain. 

As It had taken life away before, 


Break rather — ^whom the gentlest airs of 
Heaven 


... ....VI laivcu me aw ly ucturc, 1 izcaven 

Choked all the ^llablcs, tliat strove to I Should kiss wath an unwonted gentleness. 

' Her love did murder mine? What then? 
She deem’d 


nse 

From my full heart 


The blissful lover, too. 

From his great hoard of happiness dis> 
till’d 

Some drops of solace, like a vain rich 

man, — — — — — — „ — .g. — , 

That, having always prosper’d in the awhile 

w orld, In battle with the glooms of m} dark w ill, 

Folding his hands, deals comfortable 
words 


I wore a brother’s mind she call’d me 
brother 

She told me all her love she shall not 
weep 

The bnghtness of a burning thought, 
awhile 


To hearts wounded for ever, yet, in 
truth, 

Fair speech was Ins and dehcate of 
phrase. 


Moonhke emerged, and to itself lit up 
There on the depth of an unfathom’d woe 
Reflex of action Starting up at once, 
As from a dismal dieam of my own death, 
I, for I loved her, lost my love in Love; 
I, for I lovedher, graspt thehand she lov’d. 
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And laid it in her own, and sent mj ctj 
Thro’ the blank night to Him who loting 
made 

The happy and the unhappy love, that He 
Would hold thchandof blessingov erthcm, 
Lionel, the happy, and her, and her, his 
bride ' 

Let them so lote that men and boys may 
say, 

• Lo ’ how they love each otlier I’ till 
their love 

Shall ripen to a proverb, unto all 
Known, when their faces arc forgot in 
the land — 

One golden dream of love, from which 
may death 

Awake them with heaven’s music in a life 
More living to some happier happiness, 
Swallowing its precedent in vactory 
And as for me, Camilla, as for me, — 

The dew of tears is an unwholesome dtvv, 
They will but sicken the sick plant the i 
more 

Deem that I love thee but as brothers do. 
So shall thou love me still as sisters do , 
Or if thou dream aught farther, dream 
but how 

1 could have loved thee, had there been 
none else 

To love as lovers, loved again by thee 

Or this, or somewhat like to this, 1 
spake. 

When I beheld her weep so ruefully , 

For sure my love should ne’er indue the 
front 

And mask of Hate, who lives on others’ 
moans 

Shall Love pledge Hatred in her bitter 
draughts. 

And batten on her pmsons? Love forbid’ 
Love passeth not the threshold of coid 
Hate, 

And Hate is strange beneath the roof of 
Love 

O Love, if thou be’st Love, diy up these 
tears 

Shed for the love of Love, for tho’ mine 
image. 

The subject of thy power, be cold in her. 


Yet, like cold snow, it meltcth in the 
source 

Of these sad tears, and feeds their down 
ward flow 

So Love, arraign’d to judgment and to 
death, 

Received unto himself a part of blame, 
IJeing guiltkss, as an innocent prisoner. 
Who, when the woful sentence hath been 
pxst, 

And all tin. cltariicss of his fame hath gone 
Reneath the shadow of the curse of man, 
First falls asleep in swoon, wherefrom 
awaked. 

And looking round upon his tearful friends, 
Forthwath and in his agony conceives 
A shameful sense as of a cleavang crime — 
For whence without some guilt should 
such gnef be? 

So died that hour, and fell into the 
abysm 

Of forms outw om, but not to me outwoffl, 
Who never hail’d another — was there 
one? • 

There might be one — one other, worth 
1 the life 

That made it sensible So that hour died 
Like odour rapt into the vv ingcd wand 
I Borne into alien lands and far away 

There be some hearts so ainly built, 
that they, 

They — when their love is wreck’d — if 
Love can wreck — 

On that sharp ridge of utmost doom nde 
highly 

Above the pcnlous seas of Change and 
Chance , 

Nay, more, hold out the lights of cheer 
fulness , 

As the tall ship, that many a dreary year 
Knit to some dismal sandbank far at sea. 
All thro’ the livelong hours of utter dark, 
Showers slanting light upon the dolorous 
wave 

Forme — what light, what gleam on those 
black ways 

Where Love could walk with banish’d 
Hope no more? 
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It -IS ill-done to p'lrt j ou, Si^tCTS for , 

Lome’s itnis were wrc'ithM about the 
neck of Hope, 

And Hope kiss’d Lo\i., and I^^c dro\ 
in her breath 

In that close kiss, and drank her 
aihispcr’d tales 

Thej <aid that Lo\c would die when 
Hope was Ronc, ^ 

And Love mourn’d long, and sorrow a 
after Hope ; 

At last she sought out Aleraorj , and tntj 

^*■0^ , V A 

The same old paths where Love had 
walk’d with Hope, 

And Mcmoij fed tin, soul of Love wiUi 
tears 


H 


Prom that time forth I would not see 

her more , ^ 

But manj weary moons I lived 
Alone, and in the heart of the great forest 
Somebmes upon the lulls beside sea 
Alldayl watch’d the floatmgislcsof shad^ 
And sometimes on the shore, upon 
sands 

Insensiblv I drew her name, unUl 
The meaning of the letters shot 
Mj brain, anon Uie wanton 
Them ovm, till they fcded hU my 1^ 
The hollow caverns heard me— the black 

brooks , (Y 

Of the midforest heard me— the so 

■wands, , ,, -r 

Laden wath thistlcdowai and seeds 

flowers, 

Paused m their course to hear me, lor my 

Was all'onhee the merry linnet knew 

The squirrel knew me, and the dragonfly 

Shot by me like a flash 

The rough brier tore my bleeding p 

the hemlock, j 1 

Brow -high, did strike my forehead . 

Yet trod I not the waldflovver m my path, 
Nor bruised the w ildbird s egg 


Was this the end? 
Why grew we then together m one plot? 
Why fed wc from one fountain? drew 
one sun ? 

WHiy were our mothers’ branches of one 
stem? 

\Mi} were wc one in all things, save m 
that 

WTiere to have been one had been the 
cope and crown 

Of all I hoped and fear’d ?— if that same 
nearness 

Were father to this distance, and that 

Vauntcouncr to this double i if affection 
Living slew Love, and Sympathy hew d 

out 1 , s 

The bosom-sepulchre of Sympathy e 

Chieflv I sought the cavern and the hill 
Wliere last we roam’d together, for the 

Of the loud sUcam was pleasant, and the 

Came vvomngly with vvoodbme smells 
Sometimes , 

All dav I sat within the cavern-mouth, 

"Img my =ym » ■»»' 

That spue “above the wood, and with 
mad hand 

Teanng the bright leaves of the ivy 
scree > noisv brook beneath, 

BeneatlTthe tiwer of wreathed eglan 

VTid nll^tlmfragmenU of the living rock 
Had 0“ moimtam, till they 

D,a I ■Se'tae ot all Ihe S»M“ 
Xtmvtfh Ihe dashrog immel m the 

Had iS them all ove. I. ■«» 
brain 
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The spint seem’d to flag from thought to 
thought, 

As moouhgnt \vandermg thro’ a mist, mj 
blood 

Crept like marsh diuins thro’ all my lan- 
guid limbs ; 

The motions of my heart seem’d far 
vnthm me, 

Unfrequent, low, as tho’ it told its pulses , 
And jet it shook me, that my frame 
■would shudder. 

As if ’were drawn asunder by the rack 
But over the deep graves of Hope and 
Fear, 

And all the broken palaces of the Fast, ! 
Brooded one master-passion eiermore, j 
Like to a low-hung and a fiery skj 
Above some fair metropolis, earth- 
shock’d, — ' 

Hung round with rj^ed nms and burn- 
ing folds, — 

Embathing all with wild and woful hues. 
Great hills of rams, and collapsed masses 
Of thundershaken columns indistmct. 

And fused together m the tyr'innous 
hght — 

Rums, the rum of all my hfe and me 1 

Sometimes I thought Camilla was no 
more. 

Some one had told me she was dead, 
and ask’d 

If I would see her bunal then I seem’d 
To nse, and through the forest-shadow 
borne 

With more than mortal swiftness, I ran 
down 

The steepj sea-bank, till I came upon 
The rear of a procession, curvmg round 
The silver-shee-ed bay in front of which 
Six stately \Trgins, all in white, upbare 
A broad earth sweepmg pall of whitest 
lawn. 

Wreathed round the hier with garlands 
m the distance, 

From out the jellow woods upon the 
hill 

Look’d forth the summit and the pmna- 
cles 

Of a giaj steeple — ^thence at intervals 


A low bell tolling All the pageantij, 
Sate those sux virgins which upheld the 
bie', 

Were staled from head to foot in flowing 
black , 

One walk d abreast wath me, and veil’d 
his brow. 

And he was loud m weeping and in praise 
Of her, we follow’d a strong sjmipathj 
Shook all my soul 1 flung myself upon 
him 

In tears and cries * I told hun all my lot e, 
How I had loved her from the first, 
whereat 

He shrank and howl’d, and from his brow 
drew back 

His hand to push me from him ; and the 
face. 

The teiy face and form of Lionel 
Flash’d thro’ mj ejes into my mnennos’ 
brur. 

And at his feet I seem’d to faint and fall, 
To fall and me aw aj I could not nse 

Albeit 1 strove to follow They past on 
The lordly Phantasms ' m their floating 
folds 

Th^ past and were no more • bnt I had 
fallen 

Prone by the dashmg tunnel on the grass. 

Al'way the inaudible invisible thought, 
Artificer and subject, lord and slaxe. 
Shaped bj the audible and visiole, 
Moulded the audible and visible , 

All ensped sounds of wa\e and leaf and 
wand, 

Flatterd the fan(W of mj fadmg brain ; 
The cloud-pawlion d element, the wood, 
The monntaui, the three cj’presses, the 
caae, 

Storm, sunset, glows and glones of the 
moon 

Below black firs, when silent -creeping 
wmds 

Laid the long night in silacr streaks and 
bais. 

Were wrought mto the tissue of mj 
dream 

The moanmgs in the forest, tlie loua 
brook, 
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Cnes of the piilndge IJkc ;v rusty ktj 
Turn’d in n lock, oul-nhoop and dor- 
h-wk*nhirr 

Awoke me not, but were i ptrl of steep, 
And voices in the distance mlhng to me 
And in m} ^ ision bidding me dri-im on, 
Like sounds without the t\. ilight rcilm 
of dreams, 

\Much wandci round the bases of the 
lulls, 

And murmur at the low dropt caics of 
sleep, 

Half-cntenrg the portals. Oricnlimi.s 
The vision had fair prelude, m tlu. end 
Opening on darkness, stalelj vestibules 
To caves and shows of Death whuher 
the m nd, 

With some revenge — even to itself un- 
known, — 

Made strange division of its suffering 
With her, whom to have s.iffenng view’d 
had been 

Extremest pain, or that the clear-ejed 
Spirit, 

Being blunted in the Present, grew at 
length 

Prophet’cal and prtsaent of vvhatc’er 
The Future had in store or that winch 
most 

Enchains belief, tlie sorrow of m) spirit 
Was of so wide a compass it took in 
All I had loved, and my dull agonj. 
Ideally to her transferr’d, became 
Anguish intolerable 

The day waned , 
Alone 1 sat wath her about my brow 
Her warm breath floated in the utterance 
Of silver-chorded tones her lips were 
sunder’d 

With smiles of tranquil bliss, which broke 
in light 

Like morning from her eyes — her elo 
quent eyes, 

(As I have seen them many a hundred 
times) 

Fill’d all with pure clear fire, thro’ mine 
dowai rain’d 

Their spirit-searching splendours As a 
vasion 


Unto a haggard prisoner, iron-stay’d 
In damp and dismal dungeons under- 
ground, 

Confined on points of faith, vilien strength 
is shock’d 

With torment, and expectancy of worse 
Upon the morrow, thro’ the ragged walls, 
All unawares before liis half-shut eyes, 
Comes in upon him in the dead of night. 
And with the excess of sweetness and of 
awe, 

Makes the heart tremble, and the sight 
run over 

Ujion his steely gyves ; so those fair eyes 
Shone on my darkness, forms which ever 
stood 

\\ ithin the magic cirque of memory, 
Invisible but deathless, waiting still 
The edict of the wall to reassume 
The semblance of those rare realities 
Ofwhidi they were the mirrors Now 
the light 

WTiichwas their life, burst tlirough the 
cloud of tliought 
Keen, irrepressible 

It w'as a room 

Within the summer-house of which I spake. 
Hung round with paintings of the sea, 
and one 

A vessel in mid-occan, her heaved prow 
Clambcnng, the mast bent and the ravin 
wind 

In her sail roaring From the outer day. 
Betwixt the close set ivies came a broad 
And solid beam of isolated light. 

Crowded with driving atomies, and fell 
Slanting upon tliat picture, from prime 
youth 

Well known well loved She drew it 
long ago 

Forthgazing on the waste and open sea. 
One morning when the upblown billow 
rui 

Shoieward beneath red douds, and I had 
pour’d 

Into the shadowing pencil’s naked forms 
Colour and life it w is a bond and seal 
Of friendship, spoken of with tearful 
smiles , 
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A monument of childhood and of lo\e , 
The poe^ of childhood , mj lost love 
Symbol’d in storm We gazed on it 
togetlicr 

In mute and glad remembrance, and 
each heart 

Grew closer to the other, and the eye 
Was meted and chann-bouna, gazing 
hi e 

The Indian on a still eyed snake, low- 
couch’d — 

A beauty which is death; when all at 
once 

That pamted vessel, as with mner life. 
Began to heave upon that painted sea , 
An earthouake, mj loud heart-beats, 
made the ground 

Reel under us, and all at once, soul, life 
And breath and motion, past and flow’d 
?waj 

To those unreal billows * round and 
round 

A whirlwind caught and bore us , mighty 
gyres 

Rapid and vast, of hissmg spray wind- 
dnven 

Fii thro' the dizzy dark Aloud she 
shnek'd , 

My heart was clov en with pain , I w ound 
my arms 

About her w e w hirl’d g-ddily , the wind 
Sung, but I clisp’d her without fear 
her w eight 

Shrank in mj grasp, and over my dim 
eyes. 

And parted lips which drank her breath, 
down*hung 

The jaws of Death- I, groaning, from 
me flung 

Her empty phantom all the sway and 
whirl 

Of the storm dropt to windless calm, and I 
Down welter’d thro’ the dark ever and 
ever 

HI 

I CA’lE one day -md sat among the 
stones 

Strewn in the entry of the moaning 
cave , 


A morning air, sweet after nun, ran 
over 

The tippling levels of the lake, and 
blew 

Coolness and moisture and all smdis of 
bud 

And foliage from the dark and dnppmg 
woods 

Upon my fever’d hrows that shook and 
throbb’d 

From temple unto temple. To what 
height 

The day had growr I I now not Then 
came on me 

The hollow toUmg of the bell, and all 

The vision of the bier As heretofore 

I walk’d behind with one who veil’d his 
brow 

Methought by- slow degrees the sullen 
bell 

Toll’d qmcker, and the breakers on the 
shore 

Sloped into louder surf those that went 
with me. 

And those that held the bier before my 
face, 

Moved with one spint round about the 
bay. 

Trod swifter steps , and while 1 walk’d 
with these 

In marvel at that gradual change, 1 
thougat 

Four bells instead of one began to rmg. 

Four mercy bells, four merry marriage- 
bells, 

In clanging cadence jangling peal on 
peal — 

A long loud (dash of rapid marriage 
bells 

Then those who led the van, and those 
in rear. 

Rush’d into dance, and like wild Bac 
chanals 

Fled onward to the steeple in the 
woods 

I, too, was borne along and felt the 
blast 

Beat on my heated eyehds- all at once 

The front rani nade a sudden halt , the 
bells 
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lAp'"cd into fni^htfol sttUncss « Uic 
fell 

From thunder into uhispcts, those six 
mnids 

With shncLs 'ind ringing laughter on the 
sand 

Tnrew do\.n the h.er , the i\oods upon 
tlie hill 

Waved with a sudden gu't that sweeping 
down 

Took the edges of the pall, -nd blew it 
far 

UnUl It hung, a little silver cloud 
Over the sounding seas I turnd m> 
heart , 

Shtanlt in me, like a snowHake in tlie 

hard, 

Waiting to see the settled countenance 
Of her 1 loved, adom’d walh fading 
flowers 

But she from out her dcalh-lil e ch^ salts, 
She from her bier as into fresher life, 

My sister, -nd my cousin, and mj 

Leapt lightly clad in bndal white— her 
hair 

Studded walh one nch Provence rose— a 
light , 

Of smiling welcome round her lips— ncr 

And cheeks as bright as when she climb d 
the hill 

One hand she reach’d to those that came 

behind, , , 

And while I mused nor jct endured t 

So rich a^pnze, the man who stood with 

Stept gaily forward, throwing down his 

And claspt her hand in his again the 

Janglcd'tld clangd again the stormy 

Cmsh’d^Tifthe shingle and the whirling 

Led by^Aose two rush’d into dance, and 

ded , the 

Wind -footed to the steeple 

woods. 


Till they were swallow’d m the leafy 
bovvers. 

And I stood sole beside the vacant hier 

There, there, my latest vision — then the 
event ' 

IV 

THE GOIDEN SUPPER.^ 

{Another speaks ) 

IlE flies the event he leaves the event 
to me 

Poor Jnhan— how he rush’d away, the 
bells. , 

Tliosc marnagc-bclls, echoing m ear and 

heart — 

But cast a parting glance at me, JO« saw, 
iss who should say ‘ConUnue Veil 

One golden hour— of tnumph shall I say? 
Solace at least— before he left his home 

Would you had seen him in that hour 

of his' ^ ,, , 

H- moved thro’ all of it majestically- 
Restnam’d himself quite to the close 
but now — 


Whether they wwr his lady’s marnage 

Or prophets of them m his dmt^. 

T nev er ask’d but Lionel and the girl 
rfd«l. »»a our Jul.™ 

Bud. to'te molte’s house umoug the 

But thesTSetr gloom, the motmtums end 

The uhol'e’tad t.=«h’4 h.m do«. us 

The Gi^^o*f Mythology he wotdd 

^S.IdTeleth’eluudform=r,u»dhml 

surely. W fa u 
Some warning — sent divaneiy 
seem’d 

, 1 This porm IS founded upon a story m Boc 

1 cacao Scclntroducuon,p 476 
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By that which follow’d — hut of this I 
deem 

As of the visions that he told — the event 
Glanced back upon them in his after 
hfe, 

And partly made them — tho’ he knew it 
not 

And thus he stay’d and would not look 
at her — 

No not for months but, when the 
eleventh moon 

After their marriage lit the lover’s Bay, 
Heard yet once more the tolling bell, and 
said, 

Would you could toll me out of life, but 
found — 

All softlj as his mother broke it to him — 
A crueller reason than a craij ear, j 

For that low knell tolling his lady dead — 
Dead — and had lam three days without 
a pulse 

All that look’d on her had pronounced 
her dead 

And so they bore her (for m Julian’s land 
They never nail a dumb head up in 
elm). 

Bore her free faced to the free airs of 
heav en. 

And laid her in the vault of her own kin 

What did he then ? not die he is here 
and hale — 

Not plunge headforemost from the moun 
tain there, 

And leave the name of Lover’s Leap 
not he 

He knew the meamng of the w hisper now , 
Thought that he knew it ‘ This, I stay’d 

for this , 

0 love, I have not seen you for so long 
Now, now , vv ill I go down into the grave, 

1 will be all alone with all I love. 

And kiss her on the lips She is his no 
more 

1 he dead returns to me, and I go dowat 
To kiss the dead ’ 

The fancy stirr’d him so 
He rose and went, and entermg the dim 
vault. 


And, making there a sudden light, beheld 
All round about him that which all will 
be 

The light was but a flash, and v tnt again 
ihen at the far end of the vault he saw 
Ills lady with the moonlight on her face, 
Her breast as in a sliadow -prison, bars 
Of black and bands of silver, which the 
moon 

Struck from an open grating overhead 
High in the wall, and all the rest of her 
Drown’d in the gloom and horror of the 
vault 

‘ It was my wish,’ he said, ‘ to pass, to 
sleep. 

To rest, to be wnh her — till the great 
day 

Peal’d on ns with that music which rights 
all. 

And raised us hand m hand ’ And 
kneeling there 

Down in the dre-’dful dust that once was 
man, 

Dust, as he said, that once was lovang 
hearts, 

Hearts that had beat with such a love as 
mine — 

Not such as mine, no, nor for such as 
her — 

He softly pul his arm about her neck 
And kiss’d her more than once, till help 
less death 

And silence made him bold — nay, but I 
v\ rong him, 

, He reverenced his dear lady even in 
j death , 

But, placing his true hand upon her 
heart, 

‘O, you warm heart,’ he moan’d, ‘not 
even death 

Can chill you all at once ’ then starting, 
thought 

His dreams had come again ‘Do I 
wake or sleep? 

Or am I made immortal, or my love 
Mortal once more ?’ It beat — the heart 
— it heat 

Faint — but it beat at winch his own 
began 
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To pulse with such a \ehemence that it 
droivn’d 

The feebler motion underneath his hand 
But when at last his doubts were satisfied, 
He raised her softly from the sepulchre, 
And, ivrappmg her all oi er with the cloak 
He came in, and now stndmg fast, and 
now 

Sitting awhile to rest, but evermore 
Holding his golden burthen in his arms. 
So bore her thro* the solitary land 
Back to the mother’s house where she 
was bom 


‘Stay then a little,’ answer’d Julian, 
‘ here, 

And keep yourself, none knowing, to 
yourself. 

And I wall do your will I may not stay. 

No, not an hour , but send me notice of 
him 

When he returns, and then will I return, 

And I wall make a solemn offenng of jou 

To him you love ’ And faintly she 
replied, 

* And I wall do your will, and none shall 
know ’ 


There the good mother’s kindly nums- 
tenng. 

With half a night’s apphances, recall’d 

Her fluttering life she rais’d an eye that 
ask’d 

‘Wliere'’ till the things familiar to her 
youth 

Had made a silent answer then she spoke 

‘Here’ and how came I here?' and 
learnmg it 

(They told her somewhat rashly as I 
think) 

At once began to wander and to wail, 

‘Ay, but you know that you meet give 
me back 

Send ' bid him come ,’ but Lionel was 
away — 

Stung by his loss had vanish'd, none 
knew where. 

‘ He casts me out,’ she wept, ‘ and goes ’ 
— a wail 

That seeming something, yet was nothing, 
born 

Not from beheving mmd, but shatter’d 
nerve, 

Yet hauntmg Julian, as her own reproof 

At some precipitance m her burial 

Then, when her own true spirit had 
return’d, 

‘Oh yes, and you,’ she said, ‘and none 
but you ? 

For you have given me life and love again. 

And none but you yourself shall tell him 
of It, 

And you shall give me back when he 
returns ’ 


Not know ? wath such a secret to be 
known 

But all their house was old and loied 
them both, 

And all the house had known the loves 
of both , 

Had died almost to serve them any way, 
And all the land was waste and solitary 
And then he rode away , but after this, 
An hour or two, Camilla’s travail came 
Upon her, and that day a boy was bom, 
Heir of his face and land, to Lionel 


And thus our lonely lover rode away, 
And pausing at a hostel m a marsh, 

There feier seized upon him myself was 


then 

Travelling that land, and meant to rest 
an hour , 

And sitting down to such a base repast, 
It makes me angry yet to speak of it— 

I heard a groaning overhead, and chmb tt 
The moulder’d stairs (for everything was 


vile) 

i in a loft, with none to wait on Iiim, 
ind, as It seem’d, a skeleton alone, 
nag of dead men’s dust and beating 


dismal hostel m a dismal land, 
t msdanan world of reed and rush 
there from fever and my care of him 
ng up a friendship Uiat may help us 

while we roam’d along the dreary 
coast, 
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And waited for her mcssagci piece by piece 
1 learnt the drearier storj of bis life , 

And, iho’ he loved and honour’d Lionel, ! 
Found that the sudden wail his lady 
made ! 

Dwelt in his fancy did be know her ! 
avorlh, 

Herbeaiitj even? should hcnot be taught, 
Ev’n b> the price that others set upon it. 
The value of that jewel he had to guard? 

Suddenlj came her notice and we past, 

T with our lover to his native Bay 

This love IS of the brain, the mnd, the I 
soul 

That makes the sequel pure , tho’ some 
of us 

Beginning at the sequel know no more 
Not such am I and yet I say the bird 
That wall not hear my call, however 
sweet. 

But if my neighbour whistle answers 
him — 

What matter? there are others m the 
wood 

Yet when I saw her (and I thought him 
crazed, 

Tho’ not with such a craziness as needs 
A cell and keeper), those dark eyes of 
hers — 

Oh I such dark eyes I and not her eyes 
alone. 

But all from these to where she touch’d 
on earth. 

For such a craziness as Julian’s look’d 
No less than one divanc apolc^ 

So sweetly and so modestly she came 
To greet us, her young hero in her arms 
‘Kiss him,’ she said ‘You gave me 
life again 

He, but for you, had never seen it once 
His other father you ' Kiss him, and then 
Forgive him, if his name be Julian too ’ 

Talk of lost hopes and broken heart > 
his own 

Sent such a flame into his face, I knew 
Some sudden vavid pleasure hit him 
there 


But he was all the more resolved to go, 
And sent at once to Lionel, praying him 
By that great love they both had borne 
the dead. 

To come and revel for one hour watli hiir 
Before he left the land for evermore , 
And then to friends — ^they were not many 
— vvho lived 

Scatleringly about tliat lonely land of 
his. 

And bad them to a banquet of farewells- 

And Julian made a solemn feast 1 
never 

Sat at a costlier , for all round his hall 
From column on to column, as in a 
wood. 

Not such as here — an cquatonal one, 
Great garlands svvaing and blossom’d} 
and beneath. 

Heirlooms, and ancient miracles of Art, 
Chalice and salver, wanes that, Heaven 
knows when. 

Had suck'd the fire of some forgotten 
sun. 

And kept it thro’ a hundred years o' 
gloom. 

Yet glowang in a heart of ruby — cups 
Where nymph and god ran ever round ic 
gold- 

others of glass as costly — some with 
gems 

Mo cable and resettable at will. 

And trebling all the rest in value — Ah 
heavens' 

Wliy need I tell you all? — sufHcc to say 
1 hat vvhatsoever such a house as his. 
And Ins was old, has m it rare or fair 
Was brought before the guest and they 
the guests, 

Wonder’d at some strange light in Julian’s 
eyes 

(I told y ou that he had his golden hour). 
And such a feast, ilLsuitcd as it seem’d 
To such a time, to Lionel’s loss and his 
And that resolved self-exile from a land 
! He never would revisit, such a feast 
So nch, so strange, and stranger ev*!; 
than nch. 

But nch as for the nuptials of a king 
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And stringer ict, at one end of vhi 
hrJl 

Twogreat funereilcunim«, looping down. 
Pitted a hiile ct; they n’et Uie floor, 
AboJt a picture of his hiU, nVen 
Some jeits before, and fiUit'g hid the 
frame. 

And just above the p-rting w i-s i limp 
So the street figure folded round with 
night 

Seem'd s'cpping out of ditkncss with i 
smile. 

Well then — o .r solemn fci.sl — we ite 
and drank. 

And night — the wines being of such 
nobleness — 

H-tve jested ilso, but for Julian's cj-cs, 
j\nd smcthing weird and wild about it 
all 

What ivas it ? for our loi er seldom spoke, 
Scarce loach’d the meals ; but cier ind 
anon 

A pnceless goblet with a pncclcss wine 
Ansmg, show d he drank bej ond his U'O , 
And when the feast wis near in end, he 
said 

•There is a custom in the Onent, 
fnends — 

1 read of it in Persia — when i min 
Will honour those who feist with him, 
he brings 

And shows them w hatsoever he accounts 
Of all his treasures the most beautiful, 
Gold, jewels, arms, whateier it mj be 
This custom ’ 

PaiiSing here a moment, all 
The guests broke in upon bim with 
meeting hands 

And cnes about the banquet — ‘ Beautiful 
Who could desire more beaulj at a feast 

The lover answer d, ‘There is more 
than one 

Here sitting who desires it Laud me not 
Before mj tune, but hear me to tlm cIom 
T his custom steps yet farther when the 
guest 

Is loved and honour'd to the uttermost 
T 


For after he hath ■show n him gems or gold, 
lie brings and sets before him in rich 
gui«e 

That which i" thnee as beautiful as these, 
The be.aut) that is dearest to his heart — 
“ O mj heart’s lord, woula I could show 
you, ’ he says, 

“Ev’n mj he.art too ” iVnd I propose 
lo-mght 

To chow you wh-’t IS dearest to my heart, 
And my heart too 


* But solve me first a doubt 
I knew a man, nor many years ago , 
lie bad a faithful servant, one who loved 
Ills master more than all on earth beside 
He falling sick, and seeming close on 
death, 

Ills master would not wait until he died, 
But bad his menials bear him from the 
door 

And leave him in tnc public way to die 
I knew another, not so long ago, 

Who found the dying servant, took him 
home. 

And fed, and diensh’d him, and saved 
his life 

I ask you novv, should this first master 
claira 

Ills service, whom docs it belong to 
him 

Wlio thrust him out, or him who saved 
his life r ’ 


This question, so flung down before 
the guests, 

.\nd balanced either way by each, at 
length 

WTien some were doubtful how' the law 
would hold, 

Was handed over by consent of all 

To one who had not spoken, Lionel 


lit speech was his, and delicate of 

he^b«inmng languidly— his loss 
Th’d on him yet— but warming as he 

went, . , 

iced at the point of law , to pass it by , 
jning that as long as either lived, 

2 K 
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alt the laws ono\cimlnntJi'!tK-.c, I ‘ juinn 'you rrc 
The service of the pit, so 'savid w*i n.tt j Ik 'OurM now 

VU lo the si\xr — •uWinp:, wi‘h a stu'lc, i I-v’n to tlit m her bcbol'l 

The first for xnarv wccV.s-~ a 'cmi snul*; , 01 '’ll inj tit'-urc' tin. most lieaulafKli 
As at 1 strong conclusion — M kkH niid > Dr'll! thi igs up n ftlh the rk 'ires* tome ’ 
<;oj 1 I T! ft K -• Ign to oiu'clvc*, 

Andhfcandliiiilis, nlllmlowo.I lii-.w 1' ’ laC'l Ins uesr hdv to clrJr of s'ate 

1 And I, Irt 1 'on<-l sitting, ftw l.js fsre 
Then Juhnn made n 'icrtt 'ign to me ' 1 irt, * 10 '! tVsal oil t.s ind nil ‘ire rjinm 
To bring C''mill'v uo in N ‘li'e tn ir *11 1 Thrict in * •' loo'I, kit him ttm blc <00, 

And cro'sing htt oil n pir'mi is s Lc-inc, } And liLittt !im muttering, 'So like, eo 
A nd lool ing ns nuch loiclur "s 1 tr >• If ' III t 

Is loieher thnn "'ll o'ht-rc — on hi.r hind • Sht nc tr I"'! f 'I'ttr 1 knew none 
A dinmond crclct, nnu from under this Some ro 'sm of l,is ’•id Vets — O Oofl, so 
\ vul, tlint scensd no more tlmn phkJ nit 

nir, \nl then lit fuddcuU n«k’d her tf rhe 

Flying bi cnch line en», nn IX' tern g-n/r .'ttc 

With seeds of goll — 'o, with tin' grnct Mn shool, an! cast b“t ciis down, nnd 
of hers, V ■'s tii'mb 

Slow moling ns nw'ic n^'inst thci tnd, | And thtn i mit o'hcr rji eSiion’d if sb" 


That flings n mwl Itlund it in the <un - 
xVnd licnnng high ni '’Tins thi rnighty b'be, 
Tht joungtr Julnn, i ho hinr-lf iin' 
crown’d 

With ro^es, 'lonc so ro ) as liini'ilf 
And over nil her bnbe nnd lur the jciitb 
Of mnnj gtncrntions of lus bo -t 
Spnti led n id flxsh’d, for he Ir I tkcl td 
tiicm out 

A-s for n solemn sscrifite of loie — 

So she canc m — 1 am long in itlling u 
I never vet beheld a thing so s'rnngc, 
Snd, sweet, nndsirnngt together — flon cd 
in — 

Willie all the g;uc'*s in mute nmnrcmcnt 
rose — 

And slowlj pncing to the middle hnll, 
Before the bonrd, there paused nnd stood, 
her brexst 

Hnrd hem ing, nnd her cj cs upon her feet, 
Not dnnng jtt to glnncc at Lionel 
But him she carried, bim ,ior lights nor 
fexst 

Dazed or nmazed, nor ejes of men , who 
enred 

Only to use his on n, and staring wide 
And hungenng for the gilt and jeiicll'd 
, world 

About him, look’d, ns hi. is like to prove, 
Wien Julian goes, the lord of all he saw 


came 

1 ro’ai foreign 1-nds m d r'llS si e tiid no 
S'lCl 

Afo'h.r, if the boi i irc herj bat i-hc 
T«» nil tile r flufus ar',wcrM not a word, 
Whicti m",’" the 'uinrcritnl more, tilt 
one of ibcni 

S”!!, sbuodmnp 'Htr spectre'’ B' 
his frill'd 

Riplicd, ,n I alf n vvbiipor, ‘No’ at l''ns* 
lit, spectre that Mill 'pen, if spul t,n to 
Tcrribk jiuj , if one 'o Ih.ci tifi 1 
Trove, ns 1 almost rlrt'd to find her, 
dn lib J 

but JuUnn, sitting bj her, rnswcr’ii nil 
‘ Sno IS but dumb, Ix-cau'e in litr yon 
sec 

Tlint faithful servant whom we spole 
about, 

OlKdient to htr second master now , 
Which will not Inst I have htre to-mght 
a guest 

So bound lo me b} common love and 
loss — 

What ' sbnll I bind him more ? in hts 
behalf. 

Shall I c' cccd the Persian giv mg him 
That which of all things is the dearest to 
me, 
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Not only showing? and he himself pro- 
nounced 

That my nch gift is wholly mine to give 

‘ Now all be dumb, and promise all of 
you 

Not to break in on what I say by word 
Or whisper, uhtle I show jou all my 
heart ’ 

And then began the story of his love 
As here to day, but not so wordily — 

The passionate moment would not suffer 
that — 

Past thro’ his visions to the bunal , thence 
Down to this last strange hour m his owti 
haU, 

And then rose up, and with him all his 
guests 

Once more as by enchantment , all but he, 
Lionel, who fain had nsen, but fell again, 
■^d sat as if m chams — ^to whom he said 

'Take my free gift, my cousin, for 
youi ivife , 

And were it only for the giver’s sake, 
And tho’ she seem so like ttie one you lost, 
Yet cast her not away so suddenly. 

Lest there be none left here to bnng her 
back 

I leave this land for ever ’ Here he 
ceased 

Then taking his dear lad} by one hand. 
And bearing on one arm the noble babe, 
He slowly brought them both to Lionel 
And there the widower husband and dead 
wife 

Rush’d each at each wnth a cry, that rather 
seem’d 

Forsomencw’deaththan for a liferenew’d , 
Whereat the very babe began to wail , 

At once they turn’d, and caught and 
brought him in 

To Sheir charm’d cucle, and, half kilhng 
him 

With kisses, round him closed and claspt 
again 

But Lionel, when at last he fieed himself 
From wife and child, and lifted up a face 
All over glow mg with the sun of life. 
And love, and boundless thanks the 
sight of this 


So frighted our good friend, that turmng 
to me 

And saying, ‘ It is over let us go ' — 

There were our horses ready at the 
doors — 

We bad them no farewell, but mounting 
these 

He past for ever from his natne land , 

And I with him, my Julian, back to mme 


TO ALFRED TENNYSON 

MY GRANDSON 

Goujen-hahsd Ally whose name is one with 
mine. 

Crazy with laughter and habhle and earth’s new 
wme, 

Now that the flower of a year and a half is thine, 

0 little blossom, O mine, and mine of mine. 
Glorious poet who ne\er hast written a Ime, 
Laugh, for the name at the head of my veree is 

thine. 

Ma/st thou never be wrong’d by the name that 
IS mine I 

THE FIRST QUARREL 

(IN THE ISLE OF WIGHT ) 

I 

’ Wait a little,’ >ou say, ‘you are sure 
it ’ll all come right,’ 

But the boy was bom i’ trouble, an’ looks 
so wan an’ so white 

Wait' an’ once I ha’ waited — I hadn’t 
to wait for long 

Now I wait, wait, wait for Harry —No, 
no, you are doing me wrong ' 
Harry and I were mimed the boy can 
hold up his head, 

*Ilie boy was bom m wedlock, but after 
my man was dead , 

1 hi’ work’d for him fifteen years, in’ I 

work an’ I wait to the end 
I am all alone m the world, an’ you are 
my only friend 
il 

Doctor, ifjwe can wait. I’ll tell you the 
tale o’ my life 

When Harry an’ I were children, he call a 
me his own little wife , 
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I wsis happy when I was with him, on’ 
Sony when he w-is away, 

An’ when we play’d together, I loved him 
better than play , 

He workt me the daisy chain— he made 
me the cowslip ball, | 

He fought the boys that were rude, an’ I 
loved him better than all 
Passionate girl tho’ I was, an’ often at 
home in disgrace, 

I never could quanel with Harry — I had 
but to look in his face 
HI 

There was a farmer in Dorset of Harry’s 
kin, that had need 

Of a good stout lad at his farm , he sent, 
an’ the father agreed , 

So Harry was bound to the Dorsetshire 
farm for years an’ for years , 

I walked with him down to the quay, 
poor lad, an’ we parted in tears 
The boat was beginning to more, we 
heard them a-nnging the bell, 

•I’ll never lore any but you, God bless 
you, my owm httle Nell ’ 

IV 

I rvas a child, an’ he was a child, an’ he 
came to harm , 

There was a girl, a hussy, that rrorkt wath 
him up at the farm. 

One had deceived her an’ left her alone 
with her sin an’ her shame. 

And so she was rvicked with Harry , the 
girl was the most to blame 
V 

And years rvent orer till I that was little 
had grorvn so tall. 

The men would say of the maids, ‘Our 
Nelly’s the florver of ’em all ’ 

I didn’t take heed o’ them, but I taught 
myself all I could 

To make a good rvife for Harry, when 
Harry came home for good. 

■VI 

Often I seem’d unhappy, and often as 
happy too. 

For I heard it abroad in the fields ‘I’ll 
never love any but you ,’ 


‘ I’ll nerer lore any but you’ the mommg 
song of the lark, 

* I’ll never love any but you’ the nightin- 
gale’s hymn in the dark 

VII 

And Harry came home at last, but he 
look’d at me sidelong and shy, 
Vext me a bit, till he told me that so 
many years had gone by, 

I had grown so handsome and tall — thal 
I might ha* forgot him somehow — 
For he thought — there were other lads — 
he w as fear’d to look at me now 

VIII 

Hard was the frost in the field, we were 
married o’ Christmas day, 
ilamed among the red bemes, an’ all as 
merry as May — 

Those were the pleasant times, my house 
an’ my man were my pnde. 

We seem’d like ships i’ the Channel a 
sailing with wand an’ tide 

l\ 

But work was scant in the Isle, tho’ he 
tried the villages round. 

So Hariy went over the Solent to see if 
work could be found , 

An’ he wTOte ‘I ha’ six weeks’ work, 
little wafe, so far as I know , 

I’ll come for an hour to-morrow, an’ kiss 
you before I go ’ 

i. 

So I set to righting the house, for waisn’t 
he coming that day ? 

An’ I hit on an old deal-box that was 
push’d in a comer away. 

It was full of old odds an’ ends, an’ a 
letter along wi’ the rest, 

I had better ha’ put my naked hand in a 
hornets’ nest 

\I 

‘Sweetheart’ — this was the letter — this 
I was the letter I read — 

I ‘ You promised to find me work near you, 

1 an’ I wish I was dead — 
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Ma’t you kiss me "ktC promise? >ou 
haven't done it, m> lad, 

\n’ I almost died o’ >our going aimj, 
an’ I wish th"t I had ’ 

Ml. 

I too wish that 1 had — in tie pleasant 
times that had past, 

Before I quancird with Haiij — i* 
quarrel — the first an’ the last 

Mil 

For Hany came in, an’ I flung him the 
lettu that droie me wnld, 

An’ he told it me all at once, as simple as 
an} child, 

‘ Wlut can It matter, my lass, v hat I aid 
ivi’ mj smglc life ? 

I ha’ been as true to you as ever a man to 
his vafe , 

An' s^i v> asn't one o’ the v orst ' ‘ Then, ’ 
I said, * I’m none o’ the best ’ 

An’ he smiled at me, ‘ Ain’t you, my love? 

Come, come, little v^e, let it rest I 
The man isn’t like the woman, no need 
to make such a stir ' 

But he anger'd me all the more, an' I said 
• You were keeping with her, 
When 1 .\as a-lo\ing you all along an’ the 
same as before ' 

An’ he didn’t speak for a while an' he 
anger’d me more and more 
Then he patted my hand in his gentle 
way, ‘Let bygones be 1* 

‘ Bygones I you kept yours hush’d,' I said, 
‘ when you married me I 
By-goncs ma’ be come agains , an’ she — 
in hci shame an’ her sin — 

You’ll have her to nurse my child, if I 
die o’ my lying in ! 

You’ll make her its second mother I I 
hate her — an' I hate you ' ’ ^ 

Ah, Harry, my man, you had better ha 
beaten me black an' blue 
Thim ha’ spoken as kind as you did, 
when I were so crary wi’ spite, 

* Wait a little, my lass, I am sure it 'ill 
all come nght ’ 

XfV 

An’ he took three turns in the ram, an I 
watch’d him, an’ when he came in 
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I felt tiiat my heart was hard, he was all 
wet thro' to the skin, 

An’ 1 never said ‘ off wi’ the wet,* I never 
said on wi* the dry,’ 

So I knew my heart was hard, when he 
came to bid me goodbye 
‘You said tliat you hated me, Ellen, but 
that isn’t true, you know ; 

I am going to leave you a bit — ^you’U kiss 
me before I go?’ 

XV 

‘ Going 1 you’re going to her — ^kiss her — 
if you wall,’ I said — 

I was near my time wi’ the boy, I must 
ha’ been light i’ my head — 

‘ I had sooner be cursed than kiss’d 1* — I 
didn’t know well what I meant, 
But I turn’d my face from him, an’ he 
turn’d hs face an’ he went 

XVI 

And then he sent me a letter, ‘ I’ve gotten 
my work to do , 

You wouldn’t kiss me, my lass, an I 
never loved any but you , 

I am sorry for all the quarrel an’ sorry for 
what she wrote, 

I ha' SIX weeks' work m Jersey an’ go to- 
night by the boat ’ 

xvtr 

An’ the vnnd bi^ to rise, an’ I thought 
of him out at sea. 

An' I felt I had been to blame , he was 
always kind to me 

‘Wart a little, my lass, I am sure it 'ill 
all come nght’ — 

An’ the boat went down that mght — the 
boat went down that night. 

RIZPAH. 

17 — 

I 

Wailing, wailing, wailing, the wind 
over land and sea — 

And Willy’s voice in the wind, ‘ O mother, 
come out to me ’ 
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Why should he call me lo night, vrhen he 
knovTS that I cannot go? 

For the downs are as bnght as day, and 
the full moon stares at the snow 

ir 

We should be seen, my dear , they would 
spy ns out of the town. 

The loud black nights for us, and the 
storm rushing oier the down, 

When I cannot see my own hand, but am 
led by the crrak of the chain. 

And grovel and grope for mj sotf till I 
find myself drenched with the ram 

III 

Anything fallen again? nay — what was 
there left to fall ? 

I haia: taken them home, I have number’d 
the bones, I hate hidden them all 

IVhat am I saymg ? and what are yoti t 
do you come as a spy ? 

Falls? what falls? who knows? As the 
tree falls so must it lie 

IV 

Who let her in ? how long has she been ? 
you — what have you heard? 

Why did you sit so quiet? you neier have 
spoken a word 

O — ^to pray with me — yes — a lady — ^none 
of their spies — 

But the night has crept into my heart, 
and begun to darken my eyes 

V 

Ah — ^you, that have hved so soft, what 
should you know of the night. 

The blast and the burning shame and the 
bitter ftost and the fright ? 

I have done it, while you were asleep — 
you were only made for the day 

I have gather’d my baby togetlier — and 
now you may go your way 

VI 

Nay — ^for it’s kmd of you. Madam, to sit 
by an old dying w^e 

But say nothing hard of my boy, I have 
only on hour of life 


I kiss’d my boy in the pnson, before he 
went out to die. 

‘ They dared me to do it,’ he said, and he 
never has told me a he 
I whipt him for robbing an orchard once 
when he was but a child — 

‘The farmer dared me to do it,’ he said, 
he was always so wild — 

And idle^ — and couldn’t be idle — my 
Willy — ^he never could rest 
Tlie King should hat e made him a soldier, 
he would have been one of his best 

VII 

But he hved wath a lot of wald mate^ and 
they never would let him be good , 
They swore that he dare not rob the mail, 
and he swore that he would , 

And he took no life, but he took one 
purse, and when all was done 
He flung It among his fellows — 1 11 none 
of It, said my son 

vni 

I came >nto court to the Judge and the 
lawyers I told them my tale, 
God’s own truth — but they kill’d him, 
they kill’d himforrobbing themail 
They hang’d him in chains for a show~ 
w chad alw a) sbomcagoodname — 
To be hang’d for a thief — and then pul 
away — ^isn’t that enough shame? 
Bust to dust — low down — let us bide' 
but they set him so high 
That all the ships of the world could 
stare at him, passing by, 

God ’ll! pardon the hell-black raven and 
horrible fowls of the air. 

But not the black heart of the lawyer who 
kill’d him and hang’d him there 

IV 

And the jailer forced me away I had 
bid him my last goodbye , 

They had fasten’d the door of his cell 
‘ O mother ' ’ I heard him cry 
I couldn’t get back tho’ 1 tried, he had 
something further to say. 

And now I never shall know it The 
jailer forced me away. 
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X 

Then since I couldn't but heir tint crj 
of my boy tbit u is dead, 

They seized me and shut me up they 
fasten'd me down on mj bed 
‘ Mother, O mother J ’ — he tail'd m the 
dark to me jear after jear — 

They beat mt for that, they beat me — 
jou knoi\ that I couldn't but heir , 
And then at the last they found I hid 
gioun so stupid and stil' 

They let me abroad again — but the 
creatures had worked their will 


Flesh of my flesh w as gone, but bone of 
my bone was left — 

I stole them all from the lawyers — and 
you, will you call it a thtfl? — 

My baby , the bones that had suck'd me, 
the bones that had laughed and 
had cned — 

Theirs’ 0 no ’ they arc mine — not 
theirs — they’haa moved in my side 

XII 

Do you think I was scared by the bones ? 

I kiss'd ’em, I buned 'em all 
I can’t dig deep, I am old-v-m the night 
by the churchyard wall 
My Willy 'ill rise up whole when the 
trumpet of judgment 'ill sound, 
But I charge you never to say tha’ I laid 
him m holy ground 

XIII 

They would scratch him up — they would 
hang him again on the cursed tree 
Sin? O yes — ^we are sinners, I know 
let all that he, 

And read me a Bible verse of the Lord s 
good will toward men — ^ 

* Full of compassion and mercy, the Lord 
— let me hear it again , 

'Full of compassion and mercy long- 
sufienng ’ Yes, O yes 1 
For the lawyer is bom but to murder 
the Saviour bves but to bless 


/fr’ll neter put on the black cap except 
for the worst of the wmrst, 
i\nd the first may be last — I have heard it 
m church — and the last may be 
first 

Sufienng — 0 long suffenng — ^yes, as the 
Lord must know , 

Year after year m the mist and the wind 
and the shower and the snow 


MV 

Heard, ha\e you? what? they have told 
you he never repented his sm 
How do tliey know it? are they his 
mother? aiejwr of his km? 
Heard ' have you ever heard, when the 
storm on the downs began, 

The wind that ill wail like a child and 
the sea that 'ill moan like a man 1 

\v 

Election, Llection and Reprobation— it’s 
all very well . t t. « 

But I go to night to my boy, and I shall 
not find him in Hell 

Foi I cared so much for my boy that the 
Lord has look’d into my caie. 
And He means me I’m sure to be happy 
with Willy, I know not where 

XVI 

And if he be lost— but to save my soul, 
that is all your desire 
Do you think that I care for my soul if 
my boy be gone to the hre ? 

I have been with God m the dark-go, 
go, v'ou may leave me alone — 
You never have borne a child— you are 
just as hard as a stone 


XVII 

1 I beg your pardon ' I thmk 
tliat you mean to be kind, 

I cannot hear what you say for my 
Willy's voice in the wind— 
snow and the sky so bright— he used 
but to call m the dark, 
he calls to me now from the church 

and not fromthegibbet— for bark 1 
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Nay — you can hear jt yourself — it is 
coming — shaking the walls — 

Vfilly — ^the moon’s in a cloud Good 

night I am going He calls 

THE NORTHERN COBBLER 

I 

Waait till our Sally cooms in, fur thou 
mun a’ sights ^ to tell 
Eh, but I be maain glad to seea tha sa 
’arty an’ n ell 

‘Cast anaay on a disolut land wi’ a 
\artical soon- ’’ 

Strange fur to goa fur to think what 
saailois a’ seean an’ a’ doon , 

‘ Summat to dnnk — sa’ ’ot?’ I ’a nont 
but Adam’s n me 

What’s the ’eat o’ this little ’ill side to 
the ’cat o’ the line ? i 

i 

II 

‘ What’s i’ tha bottle a-stanmng theer ?’ 
I’ll tell tha. Gin 

But if thou Wants thy grog, tha mun goa 
fur It down to die inn 
Naay — ^fur I be maain glad, but than tha 
was ner sa dry, 

Thou gits nan gin fro’ the bottle theer, 
an’ I’ll tell tha nhy 

III 

Mea an’ thy sister nas married, when 
nair it? back-end o’ June, 

Ten year sin’, and wa ’greed as nell as a 
fiddle i’ tune 

I could fettle and clump ond booots and 
shoes wi’ the best on ’em all, 

As fer as fro’ Thursby thum hup to 
Harmsby and Hutterby Hall 

1 The vow els at. pronounced sepixatelj though 
in the closest conjunction, best tender the sound 
of the long > and J in this dialect But since such 
words as cndtn, datm. what, at (1), etc., look 
awkward except in a page of express phonetics, 
I have thought it better to leave the simple i and 
) , and to trust that my readers will g» e them the 
broader pronunciation 
s The eo short, as in ' wood. 


We \sas busy as beeas i’ the bloom an’ as 
’appy as ’art could think, 

An’ then the bahhy v.ur hum, and then 
I taakes to the dnnk 

IV 

An’ I neant gaainsaay it, my lad, thaw I 
be hafe shaamed on it now. 

We could sing a good song at the Plow, ^^e 
cotild singagoodsongatthePlon , 
Thaw once of a frosty night I slither’d an’ 
hurled my buck, ^ 

An’ I coom’d neck -an -crop soomtimes 
slaape down i’ the squad an’ tlie 
muck 

An’ once I fowl wi the Taailor — ^not hafe 
ov a man, my lad — 

Fur he scrawm’d an’ scratted my faace 
like a cat, an’ it maadc ’er sa mad 
That Sally she turn’d a tongue-banger,- 
an’ mated ma, ‘ Sottm’ thy braams 
Guzdin’ an’ soakin’ an’ smoakin’ an’ 
hawmin’-* about i' the laanes, 

Soa sow droonk that tha doesn not touch 
thy ’at to the Sqmre ,’ 

An’ I loook’d cock-eyed at my noase an' 
1 secad ’im a gittin’ o' fire , 

But sin’ I wur hallus i’ liquor an’ hallus 
as droonk as a king, 

Foalks’ coostom flitted awaay like a kite 
w’ a brokken stnng 

V 

An’ Sally she wesh’d foalks’ cloaths to 
keep the wolf fro' the door, 

Eh but the moor she riled me, she druv 
me to drmk the moor. 

Fur I fun’, when ’er back wur turn’d, 
wheer Sally’s owd stockin’ wur ’id, 
An’ I grabb’d the munny she maade, and 
I wear’d it o’ liquor, 1 did 

VI 

An’ one mght I cooms ’oam bke a bull 
gotten loose at a faair. 

An’ she wur a-waaitin’ fo’mma, an’ cryin 
and teann’ ’er ’aair, 

* Hip * Scold 
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An’ I turntnlcd athurt die cmadle m* 
s\i ear’d ns I’d break i\ry stick 
0’ fumitur ’ore i’ the ’ouse, an’ I ped 
our Snll) a kick, 

\n' I mash’d the tanblcs an’ chnirs, nn’ 
she nn’ the bnbbj bcal’d,* 

I'ur I knaiv’d nnw moor what I did nor 
a mortal beast o’ the fcald 

vn. 

An’ M hen 1 w naked i’ the mumin’ I ceend 
that our Sniiv went laaincd 
Cos’ o’ the kick as I gicd ’er, an’ I ivur 
dreadful nshaamed ; 

An’ Sallj \vnr sloom} " an' draggle taail’d 
m an oiid turn gonn, 

An’ the babbj’s fnace iMim’l wesh’d an’ 
the ’o'c 'ouse hupside down 

nm. 

An’ then I minded our Sallj sa pralty 
an’ neat an’ sweeat, 

Straat as a pole an’ clean as a flower fro’ 
’cad to feeat ♦ 

An’ then 1 minded the fust kiss I gied 
’er by Thursby thum , 

Theer wur a lark a-singm’ 'is best of a 
Sunday at murn, 

Couldn’t see ’im, we 'card ’im a-mountin’ 
oop ’igher an’ ’ighcr, 

An’ then ’e turn’d to the sun, an’ ’c 
sinned like a sparkle o’ fire 
‘ Doesn’t tha see ’ira,’ she axes, ‘ fur I 
can see ’im ?’ an’ I 

Secad nobbut the smile o’ the sun as 
danced m ’er pratty blue eye , 

An’ I STjs * I mun gie tha a kiss,’ an’ 
Sally says ‘ Noa, thou meant,’ 

But I gied ’er a kiss, an’ then anoother, 
an’ Sally sajs ‘ doant •’ 

IV 

An’ when we coom’d into Meeatin’, at 
fust she wur all in a tew , 

2ut, arter, we sing’d the ’ymn togither 
hke birds on a beugh , 

I Bellowed, cnedout 
* Sluggish, out of spmts 
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An’ Muggins ’e preach’d o’ Hell-fire an’ 
the loov o’ God fur men, 

An’ then upo’ coomm’ awaay Sally gied 
me a kiss ov 'ersen, 

X 

Hecr wur a fall fro’ a kiss to a kick like 
Saalan as fell 

Down out o’ hea\en i’ Hell -fire — thaw 
thecr’s naw dnnkin’ i’ Hell , 

Mca fur to kick our Sally as kep the wolf 
fro’ the door, 

All along o’ the drink, fur I loo\’d 'er 
as well as afoor 

XI. 

Sa like a great nnm-cumpus I blubber’d 
awaay o’ the bed — 

‘W'cant niver do it naw' moor,’ an’ 
Sally loookt up an’ she said, 

‘I’ll upowdit* tlia weant, thou’rt hke 
the rest o’ the men, 

Thou’ll goa sniffin’ about the tap till tha 
does It agean 

Thecr’s tliy hennemy, man, an’ I knaws, 
as knav/s tha sa well. 

That, if tha seeas ’nn an’ smells ’im tha’ll 
foller 'im slick into Hell * 

Ml 

‘Naay,’ says I, ‘for I weant goa sniffin’ 
about the tap ’ 

‘Weant tha?’ she says, an’ mysen I 
thowt i’ mysen ‘mayhap ’ 

‘ Noa ’ an’ I started awaay like a shot, 
an’ down to the Hum, 

An’ I browt what tha seeas stanmn’ theer, 
yon big black bottle o’ gin 

XIII 

‘That caps owt,’® says Sally, an’ saw she 
begins to cry, 

Bat I puts It inter ’er ’ands an’ I says to 
•er, ‘ Sally,’ says I, , 

‘ Stan’ ’im theer i’ the naame o’ the Lord 
an’ the power ov ’is Graace, 

Stan’ ’im theer, fur I’ll loook my hennemy 

strait i’ the faace, 

1 Illuidioldit 
S That’s beyond everything 
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h 2HE^Rj:yEMGr, 

A BAUIAII 0> TiP n YFI , 

At Flores m Arprc'? Sir K cl Td 
Grennl'e h\ , 

Ard r pinnace, lil < n fii t'cr d '•’I’-d, c"mc 
fl«ng fro n f-'r a\\ 'j . 

‘Spanish ship'? of war rt sen ' wc iinnc 
Slighted fifi>*thrt.e *’ 

Thea swnre Lord Iiiptt's Ilovnru 
* Tore Go^i I nm no cow nitl , 

Bat I cannot inee* them here, for ni> 
sh'ps arc OJt of penr, 

And the half inj men ■"re ? ck I must 
Bj, but folios ciuic’i 

We arc SIX ship? of t'c line, enn we 
6ght with fiflj -ihrec 

II 

Tlien spake Sir Riclr'd Grenville *I 
know jon arc no cor’td . 

You By them for t» mom.n* to fight wnin 
them again 

But I've ninety men and mote tint art 
IjingsicV nshoic 

1 should count inysclf the co>v"rii if I left 
them, my Lord Howard, 

^ these Inquisition , doe? awlA**® devil 
domsofbpain' 

III 

So Lord Howard past awnj s nh five 
ships of wit tint da), 

Till he meltefl like a clo'id in llii- silent 
summer heaven , 

But Sir Rich-rd bote in band all his sick 
men from the land 
Very carefully and slow, 

Wen of Bidefoid in Devon, 

And i/e laid them on the ballast down 
below ; 

For •we brought them all aboard, 

And they blest him m iheir pain, that they 
were not left to Spain, 

To the thumbscrew and the stake, for the 
glory of the Lord 


IV 

He had onl) a hundred seamen to work 
the ship and to fight, 

And he saded awi) from Flores till the 
Spaniard came in sight, 

\\i»h his huge sea castles heaving upon 
the weather bow 
‘ Shall we fight or shall we fly ? 

Oood Sir Richard, tell us now, 

I or to fignt IS but to die 1 
There II tie little of us left by the time 
this sun be set ’ 

\nd Sit Richard said again * We be all 
gooel English men 

Ixl us bang these nogs of Seville, the 
children of Uic devil, 
hot r never turn d my back upon Don or 
devil )et ’ 

V 

Sir Richard spoke and he laugh’d, and 
we roar'd a hurrah, and so 
The little Revenge ran on sheer into the 
hc’’rt of the foe, 

\N ith her hundred fighters on deck, and 
her ninct) sick below , 

For half of their fleet to the right and 
half to the left were seen, 

\r.d the little Revenge ran on thro’ the 
long sea lane between 

VI 

Thousands of their soldiers look’d down 
from their decks and laugh’d. 
Thousands of their seamen made mock at 
the mad little craft 
Running on and on, ull delay’d 
By their mountain-hke San Philip mat, 
of fifteen hundred tons, 

And up -shadowing high above us with 
her j awning tiers of guns, 

Took the breath from out sails, ard we 
stay’d. 

VII 

And while now the great San Philip hung 
above us like a cloud 
Whence the thunderbolt will fall 
Ixing and loud, 
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Four galleons drev avray 
From tht Spanish fleet that day 
And two upon the larboard and tuo upon 
the starboard 1'’), 

And the battle thunder biohc from them 
all 

VIII 

But anon the great San Philip, she Iw 
thought hersdf and went 
HaMng that uatliin her uonib that had 
left her ill content , 

And the rest tlicy came aboard us, and 
they fought us hand to hand, 

1 or a dozen times the} came u ith their 
pikes and musquetcers, 

And a dozen umes ue shock ’em off as a 
dog that shakes his ears 
When he leaps from the u atcr to the land 

IX 

And the sun went doum, and the stars 
came out far o\er the summer se i. 
But neaer a moment ceased tlie fight of 
the one and the^tiAj three 
Ship after ship, the whole night long, 
their high built galleons came. 
Ship after ship, the whole night long, 
with her battle-thunder and flame , 
Ship after ship, the whole nightlong, drew 
back wath her dead and her shame. 
For some were sunk and many w ere shat 
ter’d, and so could fight us no 
more — 

God of battle:,, was c\cr a battle like this 
in the V orld before? 

X 

For he said • Fight on ' fight on ’ 

Tho’ his aessel was all but a wreck , 

And It chanced that, when half of the 
short summer night was gone. 
With a gnsly wound to be drest he had 
left the deck. 

But a bullet struck him that was dressmg 
It suddenly dead. 

And himself he was wounded again in the 
side and the head, 

And he said ‘ Fight on 1 figlit on 1’ 


XI 

And the night went down, and the sub 
smilwi out far oaerthi. summer sea, 
And the Spanish fleet wath broken sides 
laj round us all in a nng , 

But ihcj dared not touch us again, for 
they fear d tliat we still could sting. 
So the} watch'd what the end would he 
And we Ird not fought them in a-un, 

But in jictilous jilignt were wo. 

Seeing fort} of our poor hundred were 
shin, 

And half of the icst of us njaiin’d for life 
In the c*a'h of die cannonades and the 
despuraic ••trifu , 

.(\nd the sick men dowai in the hold were 
most of them stark and cold, 

Vnd the jjjJves were all broken or litnt, 
and the pow der w as all of it spent ; 
And the masts ana the ngging were liing 
o\cr the side ; 

But Sir Richard cned m his English pnde, 
‘We have fought such a fight fora day 
and a night 

As ma} never be fought again ! 

We have won great glor}, my men ’ 

And a aa} less or more 
At sta or ashore. 

We die — does it matter when ? 

Sink me the ship. Master Gunner — sink 
her, S}vht her in twam ' 

Fall into the hands of God, -not mto-the 
hand^f Spam ’’ 

MI 

And the gunner said * A}, a},’ but tlie 
seamen made repl} 

‘We have children, we have waves. 

And the Lord hath spared our lives 
We wall make the Spamatd promise, if 
we }aeld, to let us go ; 

We shall hve to fight again and to strike 
another blow ’ 

And the bon there lay dymg, and they 
yielded to the foe. 

xni 

And the stately Spanish men to their 
flogs^ bore him then. 
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Where th^’ laid him by the mast, old 
Sir Richard caught at last, 

And they praised him to his face with 
their courtly foreign grace , 

But he rose upon their decks, and he cried 
*1 have fought for Queen and Faith like 
a valiant man and true , 

I have only done my duty as a man is 
bound to do • 

With a joyful spint I Sir Richard Gren- 
ville die r 

And he fell upon their decks, and he died 
XIV 

And they stared at the dead that had 
been so valiant and true, 

And had holden the power and glory of 
Spain so dieap 

That he dared her with one little ship 
and his English feu , 

Was he devul or man? He was deni 
for aught they knew, 

But they sank his body with honour doum 
into the deep, 

And they mann’d the Revenge with a 
swarthier alien crew, 

And away she sail’d with her loss and 
long’d for her own ; 

When a wind from the lands they had 
rum’d awoke from sleep, 

And the water began to heave and the 
weather to moan. 

And or ever that evemng ended a great 
gale blew. 

And a wave like tlie wave that is raised 
by an earthquake grew. 

Till it smote on their hulls and their sails 
and their masts and their flags, 
And the whole sea plunged and fell on 
the shot-sbatter’d navy of Spain, 
And the little Revenge herself went down 
by the island crags 
To be lost evermore in the main 

THE SISTERS 

Thpy have left the doors ajar ; and by 
their clash. 

And prelude on the keys, I know the 
song, 


Their favounte — ^which I call ‘The Tables 
Turned ’ 

Evelyn begins it * O divmer Air ’ 
EVELYN 

O divaner Air, 

Thro’ the heat, tlie drowth, the dust, the 
glare, 

Far from out the west m shadowang 
shouers, 

Ov’er all the meadow baked and bare, 

Making fresh and fair 

All the bowers and the flowers, 

Famtmg flowers, faded bowers, 

Over all this weary world of ours, 
Breathe, divmer Air I 

A sweet voice that — you scarce could 
better that 

Now follows Edith echoing Evelyn 
EDITH 

O diviner hght. 

Thro’ the cloud that roofs our noon with 
night, 

Thro’ the blotUng mist, the blinding 
showers, 

Far from out a sky for ever bright, 

Over all the woodland’s floodcu bowers, 
Over all the meadow’s drowning flowers. 
Over all this ruin’d world of ours. 

Break, divmer hght I 

Marvellously like, their v oices— and them 
selves ! 

Tho’ one is somewhat deeper than the 
other. 

As one is somewhat graver than the other— 
Edith than Evelyn. Your good Uncle, 
whom 

You count the father of your fortune, 
longs 

For this alliance let me ask you then, 
Which voice most takes joj ? for I do 
not doubt 

Being a watchful parent, you are taken 
WitlT one or other* tho’ somebmes I 
fear 

You may be flickering, fluttenng in a 
doubt 
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Bctvveen the tivo — ^wlndi mu’H not he — 
■i^hich might 

Be death to one the) both are beautiful 
Eaeljui IS gajer, \Mlticr, prc'ticr, sajs 
The common aoice, if one maj tru=it it 
she? 

Ko ! but the paler and the gra\«.r, Ldith 
Woo her and gain her tlien no m Ber- 
ing, bo} t 

The grai cr is perhaps the one for you 
Who jest and laugh so casdj and ‘■o w ell 
For loae Mill go by contrast, as bj likes 

No sisters ever pnzed each other more 
Not so their mother and her <istcr lo\ed 
More passionaiclj still 

But that mj liest 
And oldest fnend, jour Uncle, Mishes it. 
And that I knon jou north} eicryw’j 
To be mj son, I might, perchance, be ioa»h 
To part them, or part from them and 
a et one 

Should mairj, or all the broad lands in 
jour viCM 

From this baj nindon — nhich our house 
has hold 

Three hundred jears — nail pass colhter 
ally 

My father Milh a child on either knee, 
A hand upon the head of either child. 
Smoothing their locks, as golden as his 

OMTl 

Were silver, ‘get them nedded’ Mould 
he saj 

And once mv prattling Edith ask’d him 
‘mIij ?’ 

Aj, Mhy? said he, ‘ for mIij should I go 
lame?’ 

Then told them of his wars, and of hts 
Mound 

For see — this Mine — the grape from 
whence it flow’d 

Was blackemng on the slopes of Portugal, 
llTien that bmv e soldier, down the terrible 
ndge 

Plunged in the last fierce charge at 
Waterloo, 

And caught the laming bullet He left 
me this. 


Wlncb yet rclmns a memory of its jrouth, 
As I of mine, and my first passion. 
Come ’ 

Here’s to y our happ^ union Math my child 1 

Yet mu't you change your name, no 
fault of mine • 

You say that you can do it as Malhngly 
As binJs make rcaay for Uictr bnnal* 
time 

By change of leather for all that, my 
Ixiy, 

Some birds arc sick and 'alien when they 
moult 

An old and worthy name * but mine that 
stirr d 

Among our avil Mats and earlier too 
Among the Ro-cs, the more venerable. 

/ care not for a name — no fault of mine. 
Once more — a happier mamagt. than my 
own I 

You sec y on Lombard jioplai on the 
plain. 

Tlic highway running 1^ it leaves a breadth 
Of sward to left and nght, wncre, long 
ago. 

One bright May morning m a world of 
song, 

I lay at leLsurc, watching overhead 
The acnal poplar wave, an amber spire. 

I dozed , I woke An open landaulet 
Whirl’d by, which, •'fttr it luid past me, 
sbov ’d 

Turning my way, the loveliest face on 
earth 

rhe face of one there sitting opposite, 
On whom I brought a strange unhappi 
ness, 

Tliat time 1 did not see 

Love at first sight 
May seem — with goodly rhyme and 
reason for it — 

Possible — at first glimpse, and for a face 
Gone in a moment — strange Yet once, 

when first 

I came on lake Llanbems in the dark, 

A moonless night w ilh storm — one light- 
ning-fork 
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FiTsh’d out the lake ; and tho’ I loiter’d 
there 

The full dij after, jet in rctro’sj'ect 
That less than monentarj thunder ikelcli 
Oflafcs and mountain conouerr all theaaj 

The Sun himself has limn d the face 
for me 

Not qm*e so quicklj , no, nor h-lf as n ell 
For look jou here — the shadoi, s arc too 
deep. 

And like the critic’s blutnni; comment 
make 

Tlie tcnesi beauties of the work appear 
The da’^kest faults the sateciejes frown 
the lips 

Swm but a gash klj so^e mciuor'il 
Of Edith — no, the other, — both indeed 

So tliat bright face was flash d thro’ 
sense and soul 

And bj the poplar aainish’d — to be found 
^ng after as it seem’d, beneath the tall 
TreC'boivers, and those long-sweeping 
beechen boughs 

01 our Nuv rorest I at as there alone 
^le phantom of Uie w hirling landaulct 
lorctcr past me by when one quick 
peal 

Of laughter drea% me thro’ the glimmer- 
ing glaacs 

Down to the snow like sparkle of a cloth 
On fern and foxgloa e. Lo, tlie face again, 

Rosalmd in this Arden— Edith— all 
One bloom of joulh, health, beautj, 
happiness, 

And moved to merriment at a passing jest 

There one of those about her knowang 
me 

Call’d me to join them , so with these I 
spent 

Wiat seem’d my croavning hour, my day 
of daj’s 

I woo’d her then, nor unsuccessfully, 
Thewrorse for her, forme * was I content ? 
— no, not quite , for now and then I 
thought 

Laziness, vague love longings, the bright 
May, 


IXad made a heaten haze to rnagnify 
^le charm of Edith— that a man’s ideal 
Is high m Heaven, and lodged with 
Plato’s God, 

Not fmdable here — content, and not con 
tent. 

In some such fashion as a man may be 
Tliat having had the portrait of his friend 
Drawn bj an artist, looks at it, and says. 
‘Good ' verj' like ' not altogether he ’ 

As jet I had not bound myself by 
words, 

Onh, believing I loved Edith, made 
Edith love Then came the day 
when I, 

Flattering mj’self that all my doubts were 
fools 

Bom of the fool this Age that doubts of 
all— 

Not I that daj of Edith’s love or mine — 
Had braced mj purpose to declare mj 
self 

! I stood upon the stairs of Paradise 
The golden gates would open at a word 
I spoke it — told her of my passion, seen 
And lost and found again, had got so far, 
Had caught her hand, her ejehdsfell — I 
heard 

WTicels, and a noise of welcome at tlie 
doors — 

On a sudden after two Italian years 
Had set the blossom of her health again. 
The jounger sister, Eveljm, enter’d — 
there, 

There w as the face, and altogether she 
The mother fell about the daughter’s 
neck, 

The sisters closed m one another’s arms, 
Their people throng’d about them from 
the hall, 

And in the thick of question and rsplj 
I fled the house, driven by one angel face, 
And all the Furies 

I was bound to her, 

I could not free mj'self in honour — bound 
Not by the sounded letter of the w ord, 

But countcipressures of the yielded hand 
That timoiouslj and faintly echoed mine, 
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Quick bluehes, the sweet dwelling of her 
e>cs 

Upon me when she thought I did not 
see — 

Were these not bonds? nij, n?j, but 
could I wed her 

Irving the other? do her tint grcit 
WTong ? 

Il-id 1 not dream’d I lo\«l her j ester- 
mom? 

Had I no* known where Lo\c, at first a 
fear, i 

Grew after marnage to full height and 
form? 

Yet after mamage, that mock-SLstcr 
there — 

Brother in law — the fiery nearness of it — 
Unlawful ana dis1o}al brotherhood — 
What end but darkness coulu ensue from 
this 

For all the three ? So Loa e and Honour 
jarr’d 

Tho' Love and Honour join’d to raise 
the full 

High -tide of doubt that sisayV me up 
and dowai 

Advancing nor retreating 

Edith wrote 

‘ My mother bids me ask ' (I did not tell 
jou — 

A widow wath less guile than man) a child 
God help the waankled children that arc 
Chnsl's 

As w ell as the plump cheek — she wrought 
us harm. 

Poor soul, not knowang) ‘are jou ill?’ 
(so ran 

The letter) ‘you base not been here of 
late. 

You will not find me here. At last I go 
On that long-promised sasil to the North 
I told )our wajside storj to m> mother 
And Etcljm. She remembers jou 
rarewoll 

Praj come and see mj mother Almost 
blind 

^^th ever cataract, yet she thinks 

She sees you ^vhcn she hear? Acain 
farewell ’ 


Cold words from one I had hoped to 
warm «o far 

That I could stamp my image on her 
heart * 

* Pray come and sec mj mother, and 
farewell ’ 

Cold, but as welcome as free airs ol 
heaven 

After a dungeons closeness. Selfish, 
strange ' 

Wliat dwarfs arc men ! mj stranglca 
a amt) 

Utter’d a stifled cry — to have vext myself 
And all in van for her — cold heart or 
none — 

No hndc for me Yet so m) paili was 
clear 

To w n the sjster 

Whom I V oo’d and won 

For Evc1)ti knew not of mj former suit, 
Because the simple mother work’d upon 
l!) Edith pr-’>’d me not to whisper of it 
And Edith wojH !« bridesmaid on the 
oa) 

But on that d”), not being all at ease, 
I from the altar glancing liack upon her, 
Before the first * I w ill ’ w as utter’d, saw 
The bnncsmaid pale, statuelike, passion- 
less — 

‘ No harm, no harm 1 turn’d again, and 
pheed 

M) ring upon the finger of my bndc. 

So, when we parted, Edith spoke no 
word, 

She wept no tear, hut round mj Evelyn 
clung 

In utter silence for so long, I thought 
[ ‘ Wliat, w ill she nev er set her sister free?’ 

I 

We left her, happy each m each, and 
tlicn, 

As iho’ the happiness of each in cacn 
Were not enough, must fain have torrents, 
lakes. 

Hills, the great things of Nature and the 
fair, 

To lift us as it were from commonplace, 
And help us to our jov Better have 
sent 
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Ou' Edith thro’ the glories of the earth, 
To change with her honron, if tnic Loie 
tVere not his own imperial all-m all 

Far off we went Mj God. I would 
not Ine 

Sa\e that 1 Uiink this gross hard seeming 
world 

Is our misshaping vision of the Powers 
Behind the world, that make our griefs 
our gams 

For on the dark night of our marriage 
da} 

Tlie great Tractdian, that had quench d 
herself 

In tiiat assumption of the bndesmatd— 
she 

That loied me — our Hue Edith — her 
brain broke 

ilh 0 % cr-acting, till she rose and fled 
Bcurath a piMless rush of Autumn ram 
To tlie deaf church — to be let m— to pra) 
Be^o'e that altar — so 1 think , and there 
They found her beating the hard Protest- 
ant doors 

She died and she was buned ere we 
knew 

I learnt it first I bad to speak At 
once 

The bright quick smile of Evel)ai, th^’t 
had sunn’d 

The morning of our marni^e, past away 
And on our home return the dail) want 
Of Edith m the house, the garden, still 
Haunted us like her ghost , and by and 

_ ^ by. 

Either from that necessit} for talk 
^^hlch lives wnlh blindness, or plain 
innocence 

Of nature, or desire that her lost child 
Should earn from both the praise of 
heroism. 

The mother brole her promise to the 
dead, 

And told the livmsr daughter vvath what 
love 

Edith had w elcomed my bnef wooirg of 
her, 

And all her sweet self sacrifice and death 
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Henceforth that mjstic bond betwixt 
the twins — 

Did 1 not tell jou the} were twins ^ — 
previil’d 

So far that no caress could win my wife 
Back to that passionate answer of full 
heart 

I had from her at first Not that her lov e, 
Tho’ scarce as great as Edith’s power of 
love, 

Had lessen’d, but the mother’s garrulous 
vvail 

For ever woke the unhappy Past i^am. 
Till that dead bndesmaid, meant to lie 
m} bnde. 

Put forth cold hands between us, and I 
fear'd 

The ver} fountains of her life were 
chill’d . 

So look her thence, and brought her 
here, and here 
She Dore a child, whom reverent!} we 
call’d 

Edith , and m the second }ear was bom 
A second — this I named from her own 
self, 

Evcl}ii , then two weeks — no more — she 
joined. 

In and beyond the grave, that one she 
'oved 

Now m this quiet of declining life. 
Thro’ dreams b} night and trances of the 
day, 

The sisters glide about me hand m hand. 
Both beautiful alike nor can I tel! 

One from the other, no, nor care to tell 
One from the other, only know the} 
come, 

They smile upon me, till, remembering 
all 

The love the} both have borne me, and 
the love 

I bore them both — div ided as I am 
From either b} the stillness of the grav e — 

1 know not which of these I love the 
best 

But you love Edith , and her own true 
. e>es 

I Are traitors to her , our quick Evel}n— 

2 L 
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The mcrncr, prettier, Mitdcr, "u. the> • 
, talk, 

A.nd not without good rcnscm, mj good 
ion — 

Is >ct Aintouch'd and I ihit hold them 
Ixith 

Dearest of all things — well, I am not 
sure — 

Ihit if there lie a preference eithenn}, 

And in the rich \ocahuhr> ofLoie 
‘ Most deaitst ’ be a true superlalne — 

1 think I likewise loae >our Ddilh most 

THE AHLLAGE WIFE, OR. 
THE ENTMLi 

I 

'Ouse kteitii sent iha mj lass, fur Kew 
Squire coom’d last night 
llulter an’ heggs — jis — jis. I’ll goa \\a’ 
tha back all nglit , 

Butter I warrants Iw prime, an’ I war 
rants the heggs be as well, 

Ilafe a pint o’ milk runs out when )a 
breaks the shell 

II 

Sit thjscn down fur a bit hc\ a glass o’ 
co« slip wine 1 

I liked the owd Squire an' 'is gclls as 
thaw they was gells o' mine, 

Fur then we was all cs one, the Squire 
an' ’is darteia an’ me. 

Hall but Miss Annie, the boldest, I niver 
not took to she 

But Nelly, the last of the cietch,- 1 liked 
’er the fust on ’em all. 

Fur hoffens we talkt o’ mj darter es died 
o’ the feier at fall 

An’ I thowt ’twur the will o’ the Lord, but 
bliss Annie she said it wnr draains, 
Fur she hedn’t naw coomfut in ’cr an’ 
ant’d naw thanks fur 'er paains 
Eh ' thebbe all wi’ the Lord mj childer, 

I han’t gotten none ' 

Sa new Squire’s coom’d wa’ ’is taail in ’is 
’and, an’ owd Squire’s gone 

t See note to * Northeni Cotihler * 

a A brood of duebens. I 


in 

Fur 'stn.ue he i’ taail, m) lass tha dom 
knaw what that be ’ 

Hut 1 knaws the law, I docs, for the 
Iaw>cr ha lowd it me 
•When theer's naw ’ciil to a ’Ouse b) 
the fai It o* tint ere maale — 

Ilie gells lhc> counts fur nowt, and Inc 
ncN.t un he la ikes the taail ’ 

i\ 

WTiat be the next un like’ can tha tell 
oil) harm on 'iri lass'^ — 

Naas Mt (iowai — naw 'urra — sa cowd'— 
bet another glae^ * 

Straange an' coud fur the time ' «t nia) 
hapjicn a fall o' snaw — 

Not cs I ca-cs fur to hear onj harm, but 
1 likes to knaw 

An' 1 ’oaps ts ’t be*ant lioooklarn’d but 
’t dosn’ not coom fro’ tbt *hc:e , 
\\c’d anew o’ tb it wi’ the Squire, an’ wc 
haates boooklamin’ ere 

V 

Fur Squire wur a Varsiij scholard, an 
m\cr lookt artcr ibc land — 
WTioats or tonujjs or laatcs — ’e 'cd ballus 
a boook i’ IS aiul, 

tlallus aloan wi is Ixiooks, thaw nigh 
upo’stvcntj )eir 

An’ boooks, what’s lioooks? thou knaws 
thebbe naither ’ere nor theer 

\ t 

An’ the gells, thc> hcdn’l naw taails, an 
the lawjer he towd it me 
That ’is taail were sot. tied up cs he 
couldn’t cut down a tree ' 

‘ Drat the trees,’ sa)s I, to be sewer 1 
haates ’em, my lass, 

Fur we puts the muck o’ the land an’ 
they sucks the muck fro’ the grass. 

VII 

An’ Squire wur hallus a smilin’, an’ gied 
to the tramps gpm’ b) — 

An’ all o’ the waist i’ the pansh — Wi’ 
hoffens a drop m ’is eye 
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W Ml»= , dalkcu ■ S die™ '0 .,. - '■''' " 

aV a.bavin’ new cloiilici, > 

WJuk 'c sit hi c a gre.>t ghiinier gow t - [ 

^ ’«sgl-tss^ athurt is nox'O, 

An* *13 noasc sa gruficd wi’ snuff es it 
coul Jn t be scroob d aw 'av 
Fur ''tween ’is readm’ an* wn*iu’'’e snifft 
up a box m a Uaa) , 

’e micr n.an’d artcr the fox, net 
artcr tbs birds wa’ 'is gi n, 
c ui\cT not SI30* ore ''rc, but c 
leaved it to Cliarlie is son, 
e nner not fish d *is aivn ponas, but 
Charlie *c colcVd the pike, 

For c warn t no« bum to the land, an ’e 
didn’t take kind to it hku , 
nut I cats es ed gie fur a hovij® owd 
f , ihiitty pourd •'n' moor, 

An e’d wrote an owd book, his asm sen. , 
salimaw’dcs e’dcocmtobepoor, I 
An u gied — I be fear’d fur to tell lha 'ow * 

^ much — fur an owd scratted stoan. 

An e digg'd up a loomp 1’ the land an’ 

'e got a brown pot an* a boan. 

An *ebowt owd money, eswouldn’lgoa, 
wi' good gow d o’ the Queen, 

An’ *e bowt little statutes all-naakt an' 

^ which was a shaame to be seen 
But ’e niver loookt ower a bill, nor ’e 

An’ ’eniser knawd nowt hut ooooks, an’ 
boooks, as thou knaw s, beam nowt 


’Er "n* *er blessed darter — thej mver 
derken’d mj door 

L\ 

\n Squire ’c smiled an’ ’e smiled till ’e’d 
gotten a fright at last, 
x\n ’e calls fur ’is son, fur the ’tumey’s 
letters thej foller’d sa fast , 

But Squire wur afear’d o’ ’is son, an’ ’e 
'aj>s to 'im, meek as a mouse, 

‘ Lad, thou mun cut off th> taad, or the 
gells ’nil goa to the ’Ouse, 

Fur I finds es I be that i’ debt, es I ’caps 
es thou 11 ’elp me a bit. 

An if thou’ll ’gree to cut off thj' taail I 
may saave mysen pt ’ 


Mil 

Bui owd Squire’s laadj es long es she 
h\ed slie kep ’em all clear, 

Thaw es long es «he h\ed I mver hed 
none of ’ct darters ’ere , 

But alter she died we was all es one, the 
diilder an’ me. 

An’ sarvints runn’d in an’ out, an' offens 
we hed ’em to lea 

Lawk ' ’ow I laugh’d when the lasses *ud 
talk o’ their Missis’s waajs, 

* Overdtest m gay coloats * OwL 
3 Filthy 


But Charlie 'e sets back ’is ears, an’ ’e 
swears, an’ 'e says to ’im ‘Noa 
I’ve gotten the ’staate by the taail an’ 
be dang’d if I ivcr let goa • 

Coom ' coom ' feyther,’ ’e says, ‘ why 
shouldn’t tbj boooks be sow d ’ 

I hears es soom 0 ’ thy boooks mebbe 
worth their weight i’ gowd ’ 

XI 

Heaps an' heaps o’ boooks, I ha’ see’d 
’em, belong’d to the Squire, 

But the lasses 'ed teard out leav es i’ the 
middle to kindle the fire , 

Sa raoast on ’is owd big boooks fetch’d 
nigh to now t at the saale, 

And Squire were at Charlie agean to g't 
'im to cut off ’is taaiL 

XII 

Ya wouldn’t find Charlie’s likes — ’e were 
that outdacious at ’oam. 

Not thaw ya went fur to make out Hell 
wa’ a small-tooth coamb — 

Droonk wi’ the Quoloty’swme.an’ droonk 
in’ the farmer’s aale. 

Mad w 1 ’ the lasses an’ all — an’ ’e w ouldn’t 
cut off the taail 
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Tliou’s coom'd oop by the beck , and a 
thurn be a-grawm’ theer, 

I m\er ha seed it sa white the Many 
es I see'd it to-year — 

Theerabouts Charhe joompt — and it gied 
me a scare tother night, 

Fur I thowt It wur Charlie’s ghoast i’ 
the derk, fur it loookt sa white 
‘Billj,’ says ’e, ‘hev a joomp ’’ — thaw 
the bani^ o’ the beck ^ sa high, 
Far he ca’d ’is ’erse Billj-rough-un, thaw 
nner a hair war awry , 

But Billy fell bakkuds o’ Charlie, an’ 
Charlie ’e brok ’is neck, 

Sa theer war a hend o’ the taail, fur ’e 
lost ’is taail i’ the beck. 

Sa ’is taail wair lost an 'is boooks war 
gone an’ ’is boj war dead, 

■kn’ Squire ’e smiled an’ *e smiled, bat 'e 
mver not lift oop ’is ’ead 
Hallus a soft an Squire ' an’ ’e smiled, 
fiit ’e hedn’t naw fhend, 
Safeyther an’ son was buned togither, 
an’ this war the hend 

XV 

An’ Parson as hesn’t the call, nor the 
mooney, but bes the pnde, 

’E reads of a sewer an’ sartan ’oap o’ the 
tother side , 

But I beant that sewer es the Lord, how- 
si\er they piaay’d an’ praaj’d, 
Lets them inter ’eaven easy es leaves their 
debts to be paaid 

Sner the mou’ds rattled down upo’ poor 
owd Squire i’ the wood. 

An’ 1 cried along wn’ the gells, fur thej 
weant ni\er coom to naw good. 

XVI. 

Fur Molly the long un she wralkt awaay 
wi’ a hofiicer lad. 

An’ nawbody ’eard on ’er sm, sa o’ coorse 
she be gone to the bad ' 

An’ Luiy wur laame o one leg, sw eet 
’arts she nner ’ed none — 


Stiaange an’ unheppen ^ Miss Lucy • we 
naamed her ‘ Dot an’ gaw one ’’ 
An’ Hett) wur weak i’ the hatucs, wt out 
ony harm i’ the legs. 

An’ the feier ’ed baaked Jinny’s ’ead as 
bald as one o’ them heggs. 

An’ Nelly wur up fro’ the craadle as big 
i’ the mouth as a cow. 

An’ saw she mun hammergrate,® lass, or 
she weant git a maate onyhow ’ 
An’ es for Miss Annie es call’d me afoor 
my awn foalks to my faace 
‘ A hignorant nllage wife as ’ud hev to 
be lam’d her awn plaace,’ 

Hes fur Miss Hanme the heldest hes now 
be a-grawm’ sa howd, 

1 knaws that mooch o’ shea, es it beant 
not fit to be towd 1 

XVII 

Sa I didn’t not taake it kindly ov owd 
Miss Annie to saay 

Es I should be talkin agean 'em, es soon 
es they went awaay, 

Fur, lawks ' ’ow I cned when they went, 
an’ our Nelly she gied me ’er ’and. 
Fur I’d ha done ow t for the Squire an’ ’is 
gells es bdong’d to the land , 
Boooks, es I said afoor, thebbe ne;^er 
’ere nor theer ' 

But I sarved ’em wi’ butter an’ heggs fur 
huppuds o’ twenty year 

xvm 

An’ they hallus paaid what I hax’d, sa I 
hallus deal’d wi’ the Hall, 

An’ they knaw ’d w hat butter wur, an’ they 
knaw’d what a hegg wur an’ all , 
Hugger-mugger they li\ed, but they 
wasn’t that easy to please. 

Till I gied ’em Hinjian cum, an’ they 
laaid big heggs es tha seeas , 

An’ I niver puts saame^ i’ my butter, 
they does it at Willis’s farm, 
Taaste another drop o’ the wine — tweant 
do tha naw harm 

t Ungamlr, ai^Lward 
- Enusiate 3 Laid 


liV Tllh CHILDREN'S HOSPITAL 
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XIX 

bs new Squjre’s coom'd wi’ 'is tnil in ’is 
''ind, 'll!' owd Squire’s gone , 

I heird ’im 1 roomlin’ bj , but arter ms 
nightcap w ur on ; 

Sa I han’t clapt cj es on ’1111 3 it, fur he 
coom’d hst night sa hate — 
Pluksh 1 ' ’t the hens i’ the I'eas ' tth3 
didn’t thi hesp the gaatc? 

IN THE CHILDREN’S 
HOSPITAL 

FMMIE. 


And he handled him gently enough , out 
hisa oice and his face were not kind, 
And it was but a hopeless case, he had 
seen it and made up his mind, 
And he said to me roughly ‘ The lad will 
need little more of your care ’ 
‘All the more need,’ I told him, ‘ to seek 
the Lord Jesus in prayer , 

Tlicy arc all his children here, and I pray 
for them all as my owm ’ 

But he turn’d to me, ‘ Ay, good woman, 
can pra)'er set a broken bone?’ 
Then he mutter’d half to himself, but I 
know that I heard him say 
‘All very well — ^but the good Lord Jesus 
I has had his day ’ 


I 

Ot,R doctor had call’d in another, I ncvei 
had seen him before, 

Bat he sent a chill to my heart when I 
saw him come in at tlic door, 
Fresh from the surgery -schools of France 
and of other lands — 

Harsh red hair, big voice, big chest, big 
mcraless hands ’ 

Wonderful cures he had done, O 3 cs, but 
they said too of him 
He was happier using the knife than m 
trying to save the limb, 

And that I can well believe, for he look’d 
so coarse and so red, 

I could think he was one of those who 
w ould break their jests on thedead, 
And mangle the living dog that had loved 
him and fawn’d at his knee — 
Drench’d with the hellish oorali' — that 
ever such things should be 1 

ri 

Here w as a bo3 — I am sure that some of 
our children would die 
But for the voice of Love, and the smile, 
and the comforting ej'C— 

Here was a boy in the w ard, every bone 
seem’d out of its place — 

Caught in a mill and crush’d — it was all 
hut a hopeless case 

t A cry -iccompanicd bl a cHppmK of Itvnds to 
scare trespassing fowl 


III 

Had ? has it come ? It has only dawn’d 
It will come by and by 
O how could 1 serve m the wards if the 
hope of the world were a he ? 
How could I bear with the sights and the 
loathsome smells of disease 
But that He said ‘Ye do it to me, when 
ye do It to these ’? 


IV 


So he went And we past to this ward 
where the younger children are I aid 
Here is the cot of our orphan, our dar- 
ling, our meek little maid , 
Empty you see just now I We have lost 
her who loved her so much 


tient of pain tho’ as quick as a sensitive 
plant to the touch , 

;rs was the prettiest prattle, it often 
moved me to tears, 

‘rs was the gratefullest heart I have 
found m a ch Id of her years— 
ly you remember our Emmie , you used 
to send her the flowers , 
jvv she would smile at ’em, play with 
’em, talk to ’em hours after hours I 
ley that can wander at will where the 
works of the Lord are reveal d 
tde guess what joy can be got from a 
cowslip out of the field , 
ovvers to these ‘ spirits m prison are all 
they can know of the spring. 
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DEDICATORY POEM TO THE PRINCESS ALICE 


T 


Thej freshen and sweeten the wards like 
the waft of an Angel’s wing , 

And she laj with a flo^^ er in one hand and 
herthmhandscrostonher breast — 
Wan, but as pretty as heart can desire, 
and we thought her at rest. 

Quietly sleeping — so quiet, our doctor ^ 
said ‘ Poor little dear, 

Nurse, I must do it to-morrow , she’ll 
never live thro’ it, I fear ’ 

V 

I walk’d with our kindly old doctor as 
far as the head of the stair, 

Then I return’d to the ward , the child 
didn’t see I was there 

VI 

Never since I was nurse, had I been so 
grieved and so vext 1 
Emmie, liad heard him Softly she call’d 
from her cot to the next, 

‘He says I shall never live thro’ it, O 
Anme, what shall I do?’ 

Annie consider’d ‘ If I,’ said the wise 
little Annie, ‘ was you, 

I should cry to the dear Lord Jesus to 
help me, for, Emmie, you see. 

It’s all m the picture there “ Little 
children should come to me ” ’ 
(Meaning the pnnt that you gave us, I 
find that it always can please 
Our children, the dear Lord Jesus with 
children about his knees ) 

‘ Yes, and I will,’ said Emmie, ‘ but then 
if I call to the Lord, 

How should he know that it’s me ? such 
a lot of beds in the ward 1 ’ 

That was a puzzle for Annie Again she 
consider’d and said 

' Emmie, you put out your arms, and you 
lea\e ’em outside on the bed — 
The Lord has so much to see to ! but, 
Emmie, you tell it him plain. 

It’s the little girl with her arms lying out 
on the counterpane ’ 

VII 

I had sat three nights by the child — I 
could not watch her for four — 


My brain had begun to reel — I fell 1 
could do it no more 

That was my sleeping night, but I tliought 
that It never would pass. 

There w’as a thunderclap once, and a 
clatter of hail on the glass, 

And there was a phantom cry that 1 heard 
as I tost about, 

The mothe'-lcss bleat of a lamb in the 
storm and the darkness without, 
Mj sleep was broken besides woth dreams 
of the dreadful knife 

And fears for our delicate Emmie who 
scarce would escape wath her life. 
Then in the gray of the morning it seem’d 
she stood by me and smiled. 

And the doctor came at his hour, and we 
went to see to the cluld 

VlII 

He had brought his ghastly tools we 
believed her asleep again — 

Her dear, long, lean, little arms lying out 
on the counterpane , 

Say that His day is done • Ah why should 
we care what they say? 

The Lord of the children had heard her, 
and Emmie had past away 

DEDICATORY POEM TO THE 
PRINCESS ALICE 

Dead Princess, living Power, if that, 
which lived 

True life, live on — and if the fatal kiss. 
Bom of true hfe and love, divorce thee 
not 

From earthly love and life — if what we call 
The spirit flash not all at once from out 
This shadow into Substance — then perhaps 
The mellow’d murmur of the people’s 
praise 

From &me own State, and all our 
breadth of realm, 

Where Love and Longing dress thy deeds 
in light. 

Ascends to thee , and this March mom 
that sees 

Thy Soldier-brnther’s bridal orange-bloom 
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THE DEFENCE OF LUCKNOW 


Storm at the Water gate ' Siorm at die 
Bade) -gate ' storm, and it ran 
Surging and swaying all round us, as 
ocean on every side 

Plunges and heaves at a bank that is 
daily devour’d by the tide — 

So many thousands that if they be bold 
enough, who shall escape’ 

Kill or be kill’d, live or die, they shall 
know we are soldiers and men ' 
Ready I take aim at their leaders — their 
masses are gapp’d w ith our grape — 
Backward they reel like the wave, hke 
the wave flinging forward again, 
Flyang and foil’d at the last by the hand- 
ful thev could not subdue , 

And ever upon the topmost roof our 
banner of England blew 

IV ■ 

Handful of men as we were we were ■ 
English in heart and in limb, 
Suong vvath the strength of the race to ' 
command, to obey, to endure. 
Each of us fought as if hope for the garn 
son hung but on him , 

Still — could we watch at all points? we 
were every day fewer and fewer 
There was a whisper among us, but only 
a whisper that past 

‘ Children and wves — ^if the tigers leap 
into the fold unawares — 

Every man die at his post — and the foe 
may outlive us at last — 

Better to fall by the hands that they love, 
than to fall into theirs ' ’ 

Roar upon roar in a moment two mines 
by the enemy sprung 
Clove into penlous chasms our walls and 
our poor palisades 

Rifleman, true is your heart, but be sure 
that your hand be as true ' 

Sharp is the fire of assault, better aimed 
are your flank fusillades — 

Twice do we hurl them to earth from the 
ladders to which they' had clung, 
Twuce from the ditch where they shelter 
w e driv e them wuth hand-grenades , 
And ever upon the topmost roof our 
baimet of England blew 


V 

Then on another w-ild morning another 
w lid earthquake out-tore 
Clean from our lines of defence ten or 
twelve good paces or more 
Rifleman, high on the roof, hidden there 
from the light of the sun — 

One has leapt up on the breach, crying 
out ‘ Follow me, follow me ' ’ — 
Mark him — ^lie falls ' then another, and 
htm too, and dow n goes he. 

Had they been bold enough then, who 
can tell but the traitors had won? 
Boardings and rafters and doors — an em 
brasure t make way for the gun ' 
Now double charge it with grape 1 It is 
charged and we fire, and they 
run 

Praise to our Indian brothers, and let the 
dark face have his due ' 

Thanks to the kindly dark faces who 
fought with us, faithful and few, 
Fought with the bravest among us, and 
drove them, and smote them, and 
slew. 

That ever upon the topmost roof our 
banner in India blew 

VI 

Men will forget what we suffer and not 
what we do We can fight • 

But to be soldier all day and be sentmel 
all thro' the night — 

Ever the mine and assault, our sallies, 
their lying alarms. 

Bugles and drums in the darkness, and 
shoutings and soundings to arms. 
Ever the labour of fifty that had to be 
done by five. 

Ever the marvel among us that one should 
be left alive, 

Ever the day vvath its traitorous death 
from the loopholes around. 

Ever the night with its coffinless corpse 
to be laid in the ground, 

Heat like the mouth of a hell, or a deluge 
of cataract skies. 

Stench of old offal decaying, and infinite 
torment of flies. 


SIR OLDCASTLE, LORD COBH.-,M 


Thoagfats of ihc bieszes of Miy 

O'e-an Engl>!.h fiaW. 

Choler'i, scum, and fe\-er, ihe ^\oand 
that T.v-/'’/ not bw heal'd 
Looping aw aj of the I’mb bj the rilifnl 
pitiless knife, — 

Tdare and ’rouble in ^-am, — for u neier 
could sa\e us a life 


SIR JOHN* OLDCASTLE. LORD 
COBHAil 

{IN WALES ) 

Ml fncnd should meet me somewhere 
I^treabout 


VaJoarcrdchcate women w no tended the 1 ‘o tl’at hiding in the hills 


hospi’al bed, | 

Horro' cf women in faiail among the ) 
^ *100 dead, j 


r hate b'uke their cage, no gilded one, 
I trow — 


tod and intffab’e weariness faltering , ^ cheer, c 

hopes o*" rcl’cf, ' nonCi 

Hat clock baiEed, or beaten, or butcher’d ^ emptier than a fnars brans ; 

for all that we knew m this wilderness, 

Then day and night, dii ma night, coming foam-chum 

dow-n on the still shatter d v-i!Is “S chasms— 

'lilkoas of muskel-bullets, and thoJsana« *^*“ ® "ind hope of bettei 

of cannon balls — things. 

''£nn« of EngiaSrS ^ 


'blkoas of muskel-bullets, and thoJsana« *‘^*“ ® "ind hope of better 

of cannon balls — things. 

''£nn« of EngiaSrS ^ "“to gletS!'" 

•\ jj Not now — I hope to do it — some scatter d 

tniewhat Some ears for Chnst in this i ild field of 
^ v-as told bj the scout, Wales— 

ejam md clod breaking their wa) Bat, bread, merely for bread This 

Sureh tSl t ‘ w" ? tong;ie that wagg-d 

* P* Europe is nnging Xhe\ said with such heretical arrogance 

AL nn ' Against the proud archbishop Arundel — 

gamson utter a jubi- go n,nch God’s cause was fluent m it — is 
tint shout 2 iere 

clock sglonous Highlanders answer 33 , Latin Bible to the crowd ; 
cl cheers, ‘Bara”— what use? The Shepherd, 

‘ ^ fhe hospital echo them, women ^^hen i gpcTj,^ 

ni . children come oat, 1 Vaihmr a sudden eiehd wath his hard 


— ws-iLii^u c<^inc oui, 

essmg the wholesome white faces of 
„ _ Havelock’s good fusilecrs 
issing the war- harden’d hand of the 
Highlander wet waih their tears ' 
ance to the p.broch’ — saved' we are 
e saved * — is it you ? is it } ou ? 

5 ved In the valour of Havelock, saved 
,,, fhe blessing of Heaven ' 

‘Old It for fifteen days ' ’ we have held 
, , for eight j -seven ! 


i Vailing a sudden evehd with his hard 

‘Dim Saesneg’ passes, WTOth at things 
of old— 

No fault of mine Had he God s word 
m Welsh 

He might be kindlier happily come the 
day' 

Not least art thou, thou little Bethle- 
hem 

In Judah, for m thee the Lord was bom; 

^1 T 


« lor eight>-se%en 1 In Judah, lor in thee the L-ora was Domj 

"fi ever aloft on the palace roof the old j Nor thou m Britain, little Lutterworth, 
banner of F.pgland blew I Least, for m thee the word was bom again. 
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1-Tea\ eft- sweet Evaftgel, ever living 
word, 

Who whilome spakesl to the South in 
Greek 

About the soft Mediterranean shores, 

And then in Latin to the Latin crowd, 

As good need was — ^thou hast come to 
talk our isle 

Hereafter thou, fulfilling Pentecost, 

Must learn to use the tongues of all the 
world 

Yet art thou thine own witness that thou 
bnngest 

Not peace, a sword, a fire 

What did he say. 
My frighted Wiclif-preacher whom I 
crost 

In flying hither ? that one night a crowd 
Throng’d the waste field about the aty 
gates 

The kmg was on them suddenly with a 
host 

Why there? they came to hear their 
preacher Then 

Some cried on Cobham, on the good 
Lord Cobham , 

Ay, for they love me 1 but the kmg — ^nor 
voice 

Nor finger raised s^inst him — ^took and 
bang’d. 

Took, hang’d and burnt — how' many — 
thirty nine — 

Call’d it rebellion — hang’d, poor friends, 
as rebels 

And bum’d alive as heretics 1 for your 
Pnest 

Labels — to take the king along with 
him — 

All heresy, treason but to call men 
traitors 

May make men traitors 

Rose of Lancaster, 
Red in thy birth, redder with household 
war. 

Now reddest with the blood of holy men, 
Redder to be, red ro^e of Lancaster — 

If somewhere in the North, as Rumour 
sang 

Fluttering the hawks of this crown-lust- 
ing line — 


By firth and loch thy silver sister grow,' 
That were my rose, there my allegiance 
due. 

Self- starved, they say — nay, murder’d 
doubtless dead 

So to this king I cleaved my friend was 
he. 

Once my fast fnend I would have given 
my life 

To help his own from scathe, a thousand 
lives 

To save his soul He might have come 
to learn 

Our WichPs learning but the worldly 
Priests 

Who fear the king’s hard common-sense 
should find 

What rotten piles uphold their mason 
work. 

Urge him to foreign war O had he 
will’d 

I might have stricken a lusty stroke for 
him. 

But he would not, far hever led my 
fnend 

Back to the pure and universal church. 
But he would not whether that heirless 
flaw 

In his throne’s title make him feel so 
frail. 

He leans on Antichrist , or that his mind, 
So quick, so capable in soldiership. 

In matters of tlie faith, alas the while ' 
More Y^orth than all the kingdoms of 
this world, 

Runs in the rut, a coward to the Pnest 

Burnt — good Sir Roger Acton, my 
dear fnend ’ 

Burnt too, my faitliful preacher, Beverley ' 
Lord give thou power to thy two wit- 
nesses’ 

Lest the false faith make merry over 
them I 

Two — ^nay but thirty nine have nsen and 
stand. 

Dark with the ^moke of human sacrifice, 
Before thy light, and cry continually — 
Cry — against whom ? 

' Richard II 


S/A' /0//X OLDCASTLE^ LORD COBIiAiV 
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Him whr "should Ixar the sttord 
OfJu«nce — whit 5 tlic kmgljjkindU boj 
^"ho look the vorld "so casilj' heretofore, 
Mj boon companion. ta\em'felio\v —him 
^-^Tio gibed and japed — m manj a meny 
talc 

That shool our sides — at Pardoner®, 
Sumnioner®, 

Fnars, ab®o’ution sellers, monkeries 
Andnunnenes, aihcn the wild hour and 
the nine 

Had set the vats aflame. 

Harr) of Monmouth, 
Or Amurath of the East ? 

Better to sink 
Th) fleurs de Ij-s in slime again, and fl ng 
Th\ rojailtj back into the notous fits 
Of ime and harlotry — tlij shame, and 
mine, 

Thy comrade — than to persecute the 
Lord, 

And plaj the Saul that ne\ cr w lU be Paul 

Burnt, bumf and i\liile tins mitred 
Arundel 

Dooms our unlicensed preacher to the 
flame. 

The mitre -sanction’d harlot draus his 
clerks 

Into the suburb — their hard celibacy, 
Sworn to be \ enest ice of pureness, molten 
Into adulterous living, or such crimes 
As holy Paul — a shame to speak of 
them — 

Among the heathen— | 

Sanctuary granted 

To bandit, thielj assassin — ^yca to him 
Who hacks his mother’s throat — denied 
to him. 

Who finds the Savnour in his mother 
tongue 

The Gospel, the Priest’s pearl, flung 
down to swine — 

The swine, lay>men, lay-women, who 
wiU come, 

God willing, to outlcam the filthy fnar 
Ah rather, Lord, than that thy Gospel, 
meant 

To course and range thro’ all the world, 
should be 


Tether’d to these dead pillars of the 
Church — 

Rather than so, if thou wilt base it so, 

Burst \cin, snap smew, and crack heart, 
and life 

Pass in the fire of Babylon' but hov 
long, 

O Lord, how long ' 

My friend should meet me here 

Here is the copse, the fountain and — a 
Cross 1 

To thee, dead wood, I bow not head nor 
knees 

Rather to thee, green boscage, work of 
God, 

Black hollj, and white-flow er’d wayfat 
mg tree ' 

Rather to thee thou living water, drawm 

By this good Wiclif mountain down from 
heaven, 

And speaking clearly m thy native 
tongue — 

No Labn— He that thirsteth, come and 
dnnk ' 


Eh ' how I anger’d Arundel asking me 
, worship Holy Cross 1 I spread mine 

od’s work, I said, a cross of flesh and 
hlood , 

nd holier That was heresy (My good 

friend . . . 

y this time should be with me I 

‘Images?’ 

3ury them as God’s truer images 

re lily buned ' ‘ Heresj -Penance? 

nirshirt smd scourge— nay, let a man 

o penSrm his heart, God hears him ’ 

bt shrlvSrnotlved ?' ‘ AVhat profits 

etwaen^SmyGod? I would not 

;ood c^’S'el of good friends, but shrne 
myself y 

lo, not to an Apostle’ ‘H«esy 

My fnend is Jong m coming ) 
grimages ? ’ 
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• Drink, bagpipes, revelling, devil's- 
dances, vice 

The poor mans money gone to fat the 
fnar 

Who reads of begging saints in Scripture? * 
— ‘ Heresy ’ — 

(Hath he been here — not found me— gone 
again ? 

Have I misleamt our place of meebng?) 
' Bread — 

Bread left after the blessing ?’ hovr they 
stared, 

That was their mam test -question — 
glared at me 1 

‘ He veil’d Himself in flesh, and now He 
veils 

His flesh m bread, body and bread 
together ’ 

Then rose the howl of all the cassock’d 
nolves, 

* No bread, no breao God’s body 1’ 
Archbishop, Bishop, 

Priors, Canons, Fnars, bellringers. 
Parish clerks — 

‘No bread, no bread I’— ‘ Authonty of 
the Church, 

Power of the keys 1’ — ^Then I, God help 
me, I 

So mock'd, so spum’d, so baited two 
whole days — 

I lost myself and fell from evenness, 

And rail’d at all the Popes, that ever since 

Sylvester shed the venom of world-wealth 

Into the church, had only prov’n them- 
selves 

Poisoners, murderers Well — God par 

don all — 

Me, them, and all the world — yea, that 
proud Pnest, 

That mock meek mouth of utter Anti 
Christ, 

That traitor to King Richard and the 
truth. 

Who rose and doom’d me to the fire 

Amen I 

Nay, I can bum, so that the Lord of life 

Be 1^ me in my death. 

Those three I the fourth 

Was like the Son of God ' Not burnt 
were they 


On them the smell of burning had not 
past 

That was a miracle to convert the king 
These Pharisees, tins Caiaphas-Arundel 
WTiat miracle could turn? Re here 
again. 

He thwarting their traditions of Him 
self. 

He would be found a heretic to Himself, 
And doom’d to burn alive 

So, caught, I bum 
Bum ? heathen men have borne as much 
as this. 

For freedom, or the sake of those they 
loved. 

Or some less cause, some cause far less 
than mine , 

For every other cause is less than mine 
The moth will singe her wings, and 
singed return, 

Her love of light quenching her fear oi 
pain — 

IIow now, my soul, we do not heed the 
fire? 

Faint - hearted ? tut J — faint - stomach’d ! 
faint as I am, 

God willing, I ivill burn for Him 

WTio comes ? 

A thousand marks are set upon my 
head 

Fnend? — foe perhaps — a tussle for it 
then 1 

Nay, but mj fnend Thou art so wdl 
disguised, 

I knew thee not Hast thou brought 
bread with thee ? 

I have not broken bread for fifty houis 
None? I am damn’d already by the 
Priest 

For holding there W’as bread w'here bread 
was none — 

No bread. My friends await me yonder ? 
Yes 

Lead on then Uj the mountain? Is 
it far ? 

Not far Climb first and reach me down 
thy hand 

I am not like to die for lack of bread 
For T must live to testify by fire ^ 

1 He wns burnt on Chnitmas Da>, 1417 
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COLUMBUS. 

Chains, my good lord in jour raised 
brows I read 

' Some Monder at our chamber ornaments 

We brought this iron from our isles of 
gold 

Does the king know you deign to iisit 
him 

Whom once he rose from off his throne 
to greet 

Before his people, like his brother king ? 

I saw j’our face that morning in the crow d 

At Barcelona — ^tho’ j’ou were not tlien 

So bearded Yes The city deck’d 
herself 

To meet me, roar’d my name , the king, 
the queen 

Bad me be seated, speak, and tell them all 

The stoij of mj loj'age, and while I 
spoke 

The crowd’s roar fell as at the ‘Peace, 
be still 1’ 

^nd when I ceased to speak, the king, 
the queen. 

Sank from their thrones, and melted into 
tears. 

And knelt, and lifted hand and heart and 
voice 

In praise to God who led me thro’ the 
waste 

And then the great ‘ Laudamus ’ rose to 
heaven. 

Chains for the Admiral of the Ocean * 
chains 

For him who gave a new heaven, a new 
earth, 

^ holy John had prophesied of me, 

Gaie glory and more empire to the kings 

Of Spam than all their battles ' chains 
for him 

iVho push’d his prows into the setting sun. 

And made "West Bast, and sail’d the 
Dragon’s mouth, 

And came upon the Mountain of the 
World, 

And saw the nvers roll from Paradise ‘ 


Chains ' we are Admirals of the Ocean, 
we, 

We and our sons for ever Ferdinand 
Hath sign’d it and our Holy Cathohe 
queen — 

Of the Ocean — of the Indies — ^Admirals 
we — 

Our title, which we never mean to jueld, 
Our guerdon not alone for what we did. 
But our amends for all we might have 
done — 

The vast occasion of our stronger life — 
Eighteen long jears oi waste, seien in 
your Spain, 

Lost, showing courts and kings a truth 
the babe 

Will suck m wnth his milk hereafter- 
earth 
A sphere 

Were yott at Salamanca ? No 
We fronted there the learning of all 
Spam, 

All their cosmogonies, their astronomies 
Guess-work they guess’d it, but the 
golden guess 

Is moming-star to the full round of truth 
No guess-work ' I was certain of my goal , 
Some thought it heresy, but that would 
not hold 

King Dawd call'd the heavens a hide, a 
tent 

Spread oier earth, and so this earth was 
flat 

Some cited old Lactantius could it be 
That trees grew doivnward, ram fell up- 
ward, men 

Walk’d like the fly on ceilings ? and be 
sides, 

The great Augustine wrote that none 
could breathe 

Within the zone of heat , so might there 
be 

Two Adams, two mankinds, and that 
was clean 

Against God’s word thus was I beaten 
back, 

And chieflj to my sorrow by the Church, 
And thought to turn my face from Spam 
appeal 
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Once more to France or England , but 
our Queen 

Recall’d me, for at last their nignncs«es 
Were half assured this earth might be a 
sphere 

All glory to the alt hlcs"ed Trinitj, 

All glorj to the mother of our Lord, 

And llol> Church, from whom 1 iiescr 
s\v creed 

Not e\cn V)> one hau’s bieadth of here-), 
I lia\e accomplish’d what I came to do 

Not )et — not all — last night a dream — 
I sail’d 

On my first soy age, harass’d by tiic fnght!> 
Of my first crew, their curses end their 
groans 

The great flame-banner oome by Tone 
nffe, 

The compass, like an old friend false at last 
In our most need, appall'd them, and the 
wind 

StiU westward, and the s.tcdy »cas — at 
length 

The landbird, and the branch with berries 
on It, 

The caiaen staff — and last the light, the 
light 

On GuanahazL ’ but I changed the name , 
San Salsador I calld it , and the light 
Grew as I gazed, and brought out a broad 
sky 

Of dawning o\er — not those alien palms, 
The mars el of that fair ness nature — not 
That Indian isle, hut our most ancient 
Last 

Monah with Jerusalem , and I sass 
The glory of the Lord flash up, and beat 
Thro’ all the homely tossn from yasper, 
sapphire, 

Chalcedony, emerald, sardonyx, sardius. 
Chrysolite, beryl, topaz, chrysoprase, 
Jacymth, and amethyst — and those tsselsc 
gates. 

Pearl — and I woke, and thought — death 
— I shall die — 

1 am ss-nlten m the Lamb’s own Book 
of Life 

To walk wrilhin the glory of the Lord 


Smiles and moonless, utter lighi—hat 
no’ 

The Lord had sent this bright, strange 
dream to me 

lo mind n c of the secret sow I made 
When Spam s as waging war against 
the Moor— 

I strose myself with fcjnm against the 
Moor 

There came (sso soiccs from the Sqiul 
chtc, 

Two friars cry'ng that if ispain 'lioi’Id 
emst 

Ihw Nloslem from lur limit, Tic, the fierce 
Soldan of I'gypt, wiinld break down and 
rare 

T he blesscil tomb of Christ , ss hereon 1 
sow'd 

Th't, if oir Princes harken’d to my 
prayer, 

WTntcs er w eallh 1 bitmght from that nevt 
ss orld 

Should, in tins old, lie consecrate to lead 
A new cru'ade against the Saracen, 

And free the Holy Sepulchre from thrall 

Gold? I had brought your Princes 
gold enough 

If left alone ' Being hut a Genoscse, 

I am handlctl s otsc than had 1 been a 
Moor, 

And breach’d the lieltmg w all of Cambalu, 
And gisen the Great Khan's palaces to 
the Moor, 

Or clutch’d the sacked cross-n of Prcstei 
John, 

knd cast it lo the Moot but had I 
brought 

From Solomon’s now-rccoser’d Ophirall 
The gold that Solomon’s iiasics earned 
home, 

W oiild that ha' c gilded me f Blue blood 
of Spain, 

Tho’ quartering your own royal arms of 
Spam, 

I base not blue blood and black blood 
of Spam, 

The noble and the consict of Castile, 
Howl’d me from Hispaniola, for you 
knosv 
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The flies at home, that ever s^\arm about 
And cloud the highest heads, and murmur 
dowTi 

Trutli m the distance — these outburz’d 
me so 

That e\en our prudent king, our righteous 
queen — 

I pmyd them being so calumniated 
Thcj would commission one of weight 
and worth 

To judge between my slander’d self and 
me — * 

Fonseca my main enemy at their court, 
They sent me out /hj tool, Boiadilla, one 
As Ignorant and impolitic as a beast — 
Blockish irreverence, brainless greed — 
who sack’d 

My dwelling, seized upon my papers, 
loosed 

My captiaes, feed the rebels of tne crown. 
Sold the crown-farms for all but nothing, 
gaie 

All but free leave for all to worK the 
mines. 

Drove me and my good brothers home m 
chains, 

And gathermg ruthless gold — a single 
piece 

Weigh’d nigh four thousand Castillanos 

— so 

Thej tell me — weigh’d him down into the 
abysm — 

* The hurricane of the latitude on him fell. 
The seas of our discos enng over-roll 
Him and his gold , the frailer caravel, 
With what was mine, came happil) to the 
shore 

Thtre was a glimmering of God’s hand 

And God 

Hath more than glimmer’d on me O 
my lord, 

1 swear to you I heard his voice between 
The thunders m the black Veragua 
nights, 

‘0 soul of little faith, slow to believe ' 
Have I riot been about thee from thj- 
birth ? 

Diven thee the keys of the great Ocean 
sea’ 


Set thee in light till time shall be nc 
more ? 

Is It I who have deceived thee or the 
w orld ? 

Endure ' thou hast done so well for men, 
that men 

Cry out against thee was it otherwise 
With mine own Son ’ ’ 

And more than once in days 
Of doubt and cloud and storm, vvhen 
drow ning hope 

Sank all but out of sight, I heard his 
voice, 

‘ Be not cast down I lead thee by the 
hand. 

Fear not ' Ana I shall hear his voice 
again — 

I know that he has led me all my Me, 

I am not yet too old to work his will 
His voice again 

Still for ail that, my lord, 

I lying here bedridden and alore. 

Cast off, put by, scouted by court and 

The first discoverer starves— his followers. 

Flower into fortune — our worlds way 
and I, 

Without a roof that 1 can call mine owm. 
With scarce a com to buy a meal witha , 
And seeing vfbat a door for scoundre 

I open’d to the West, thro’ which the lust, 
Villany, vaolence, avarice, of your Sp^ 
Pour’d m on all those happy naked isl^ 
Then kindly native pnnces slam or slaved. 
Their wives and children Spanish concu- 

Their mnoSnt hospitaliUes quench’d in 

Some d^d°tf hunger, some beneath the 

Some mSfbour’d, some by their own 

Yea, the^dear mothers, crazing Nature, 

Their tobies at the breast foi hate of 
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Ah God, the nanniess people wnoTti wt, ‘ A>, tmt the chws, do thn mcar 
found ! — ? " 

In llispimola’s isnnd I’itam<c ' j 1 sono% for lint Kindlj child of Spain 

Who took us ft>t the 'urj Gods Irom * ^^'ho then mil ln^(. to answer, ‘These 
Heaven sami, chain-. 

And we have sent them stt) ficntis from 1 Bound thee wrat bones hacl thro the 
Hell , ’ Vilantir -ea, 

And I injself, m>s<.l{ not hlamcles:, 1 Which he unchatn’il for all the world to 
Could somettines wish I had never ltd ^ come ' 

the w a> , 

j O Queen of I leaven w ho 'CC't the souls 
Only the ghost Ji our ^rtat Catholic i m 

Qut-cn , And putgaiorj, I sufTf all as much 

Smiles on mt, saying, ‘ Be thou com do— for the momtn' Slay, my 

foiled ' I 5on 

ThiS crctdlcss people will he brought to . anon nij »on will speaJ- for me 

f^nrist \hhtr than I car in the-vt spasms that 

And own ,hc hoij governance of Koine ' ‘ grint. 

, , 1’ one against bone \ou will not One 

But who coulo dream that we, who ' word 

bore the Cross 


riuther, were exconimunicalcd there 
For curbing crimes trat '■candalised the 
Cro'S, 


Vou move aimiu the I'o u,, I pray you 
tell 


. Kmc Ter Jinan Jw no plays with me, tha 
By aim, the Cata'onian Minontc, j ^ ' 

Rome’s Vica- m our Indies? who believe 

These hard memorials of our truth to ' ‘ ' 

Spam Hiualgos — shipwiecVs, f-mines, fevers, 

Clung closer to us lO' a longer tem, ” 

mn any friend of ours at Court? and ya ,rcaelianes-wmi ’d at, and 

Pardon — n,u narsh, unjust I am rack'd conooned 

with pains Tnat I am loyal to him till the death, 

You see that I hw,c hung them bv my ready iho our Holy Catholic, 

bed, Queen. 

And 1 wall have them our ed in my grave ^Yllo fam had pledged her jewels on niv 

first Voyage, 

Sir, m that fhgiit of ages whicn -re ' Wnove nope was nime to spreao the 
God's Catholic faiUi, 

Own voice to justify the dead — oetenmec ! Who wept with me vhen I rcturn’n lo 
Spam once the mos' chivalnc race on ■ chains, 

enrth, • Who "iits beside the blessed \ irgin now. 

Spam then the nighties , wealthiest realm To whom 1 send mv prayer by night and 
on earth, > nay — 

oo made by mt, may seek to unbury me, * She is gone — ^but you will teh the King, 
To lay me m some shnne of this old Spam, j that I, 

Or m that vaster Spam I learn to Spam j Rack’d as I am with gout, and wtench’a 

Tien some one standing by my grave j with pains 

will say, { Gam’d in the service of His Highness, 

‘ Behold the bones of Christopher * j'Ct 

Colon * Vtn ready to sail forth on ont last voyage 
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And readier, if ihe King w ould hear, to 
lead 

One last crusade against the Saracen, 

And save the Holy Sepulchre from 
tnrall 

Gomg? I am old and slighted. }ou 
have dared 

bomeivhat perhaps incoming? my pooi 
thanks I 

I am but an alien and a Genovese 


THE VOYAGE OF MAELDUNE 

(founded on an IRISH LEGEND 
A, D 700 ) 

I 

I WAS the chief of tlie race — he hao 
stricken my father dead — 

But I gather’d mj fellows together, I 
_ swore I would strike off lus head 
«ch of them look d like a king, and was 
noble m birth as in worth, 

And each of them boasted he sprang from 
the oldest race upon earth 
tach was as brave in the fight as the 
bravest hero of song, 

And each of them liefer had died than 
have done one another a wrong 
■mr hved on an isle in the ocean — ^we 
sail'd on a Fnday morn — 

He that had slam my father the day 1 
before I was bom 

11 

And we came to the isle m the ocean, 
and there on the shore was he 
But a sudden blast blew us out and aw ay 
thro’ a boundless sea. 

in 

And we came to the Silent Isle that v e 
. never had touch’d at before, 

'here a silent ocean always broke on a 
silent shore, [ 

And the brooks ghtter’a on in the ligh« | 
without sound, and the long j 
waterfalls 


Pour d in a thunderless plunge to the base 
of the mountain walls. 

And the poplar and cypress unshaken by 
storm flounsh’d up beyond sight. 
And the pine shot aloft from the crag to 
an unbelievable height. 

And high m the heaven above it there 
flicker’d a songless lark. 

And the cock couldn’t crow, and the bull 
couldn’t low, and the dog couldn’t 
bark 

And round it we went, and thro’ it, but 
never a murmur, a breath — 

It was alt of It fair as life, it was all of it 
quiet as death, 

And we hated the beautiful Isle, for 
whenever we strove to speak 
Our voices were thinner and fainter than 
any ilittermouse-shnek , 

And the men that were mighty of tongue 
and could raise su(£ a battle cry 
That a hundred who heard it would rush 
on a thousand lances and die — 

O they to be dumb’d by the charm ' — so 
fluster’d wnth anger were they 
They almost fell on each other , but after 
we sail’d away 

IV 

And we came to the Isle of Shoutmg, we 
landed, a score of wild birds 
Cned from the topmost sammit with 
human voices and words , 

Once m an hour they cned, and whenever 
theur voices peal’d 

The steer fell down at the plow and the 
harvest died from the field. 

And the men dropt dead m the valleys 
and half of the cattle went lame, 
And the roof sank m on the hearth, and 
the dwelling broke into flame , 

And the shouung of these wild birds ran 
into the hearts of my ciew , 

Till they shouted along with tlie shout 
ing and^ seized one another and 
slew . 

jjul I drew them the one from the other , 

I saw that we could not stay. 

And we left the dead to the birds and we 
sail d with our wounded away 
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And we cirne to ilic l«le of I Iowcr-> 
ilieir b’cith met u<i out on the 
Tor tlic Spunq md the inuldlt Summc' 
•sit cicb on thu Hp of ilic lirtc/c , 
And the red pa'-non flower to the cl.fTs, 
and the dark Wae clematis, cliiiip. 
And Starr d aiith t manad Idoasom the 
lonj!; cons oU ulus hum; , 

And tlu topmost sjnn, of the mountain 
was hhi^ in Iim of snoi\. 

And the hhts like j'lacisr-) winded down, 
runnint; o it below 

Thro' tl e lire vf ihe tulip and pojipj the 
blare of •'■ore, and tnt blu' i 
Of mill on-> of io-.es that sprant; without 
leal or a thorp from the luNh , 
And the while '>lt-side flashmt; down 
from the peak without e'er a tree 
Swept Id c a torrent of gems from the ‘ks 
to the blue of the sea , 

And we roll d ujon c^iks of crocus and 
\aunted o ir 1 ilh and our Vin, 

And wc wallow d in beds o' lilies, and 
chanted the tiiumph of Tinn, 

Till each like •* golden image was pollen d 
from ht id to feet 

And each wxs as drj as a cnckct, witJi 
tiiirst in the middle da) heat 
Blossom and blossom, and promise of 
blossom, but nc' or a fruit 1 
And we luted the Flowering Isle, as we 
hatid the isle that was mute. 

And wc lore up the flowers b> the million 
and flung them in bight and ba), 
i\nd wc left but a naked rock, and in 
anger wc sail d aw a) 

' 1 

And w e came to the Isle of Fniits all 
round from the clilTs and the capes, 
Purple or amber, dangled a hundred 
fathom of grapes. 

And the warm melon la) like a little sun 
on the taw n) sand, 

And the fig ran up from the beach and 
rio.ed O'er the land. 

And the mountain arose like a jewcll’d 
throne thro’ tie fragrant air, 


Olnwing With colour'd pleirs "rd will 
golden masses of pear, 

An'i the crimson and scarlet of berriec 
that flamea upon bine '•nd sine 
But in t'c*) lerr)* and fnut ws li '' 
j,Oi'onous ple-sutc of wine , 

\nd the j'< 'k of ‘he tnoi ntain "ni apples, 
the hugest that e'er were <cen, 
Arc! the) pic't, as the) grew , ontacb othei 
with h’tdl) a leaflet lict'veen, 
And •'ll of them redder than rosiest licalth 
or ll m uttcresl shame, 

Vnd setting, "hen F'eii dc'cended. the 
'era SI n'ci aflame , 

And we sia)M thnii da's, and we gorged 
ard wc ni'docn'd, till c'crj one 
drew 

Ihs sword on hts fellow to sla) him, and 
c'cr tlic) struck and the) s'c' , 
Vnd m)sclf, I had eaten bi.t spare'), '•rd 
fought till I sunder d the fra), 
Then 1 Ind them itmcmlrtr m) fathers 
death, and wc sail'd aw') 

Ml 

\ndwccametoth. Islcof Fire we were 
lured b) the bglu from afrr, 

1 or the p.ak sent up one league of fitt 
to the Isoiihern Star , 

I Lured b) tl c glare .and the blare, bet 
j seated) could stand upngnt, 

1 I or tbc V hole isle sbtulder't’ end shod 
j like a man in a mortal afTr gbt , 

1 We were gidd) lie.Mi'es with thcfrui^swe 
had gorgcil, and so cra»ed tint at 
Kst 

riicrc were some Icap’d in o the luc, 
and aw a) wc sail’d, and "C past 
O'er that undersea isle, where the water 
IS clearer than air 

Down "C look’d "lui - garden ' O 
bliss, "hat n Paradise there ' 
Towers of a happier time, low down in 
a rainbow deep 

Silent palaces, quiet Adds of ctemnl 
sleep ' 

And three of the gentlest and beat of ni) 
people, "haleer 1 could sa). 
Plunged head down in the sea, and tlic 
Paradise trembled awray 
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^nd vre carae to the Bounteous Isle, where 
the heavens lean low on the land, 
And ever at dawn from the cloud glitter d 
o’er us a sunbnght hand, 

Then it open’d and dropt at the side of 
each man, as he rose from his 
rest. 

Bread enough for his need till the hbour 
less day oipt under the W'est ; 
And ue wander'd about it and thro’ it 
0 never was time so good * 

And we sang of the tnumphs of Finn, and 
the boast of our ancient blood, 
“^nd we gazed at the wandering wave as 
we sat by the gurgle of springs. 
And we chanted the songs of the Bards 
and the glories of fairy kings , 

Bat at length we began to be vreary, to 
sigh, and to stretch and javrn, 

Till we hated the Bounteous Isle and the 
sunbnght hand of the dawn. 

For there was not an enemy near, but the 
whole green Isle was our own. 
And we took to plaj ing at ball, and w e 
took to throvring the stone. 

And we took to playing at battle, but 
that was a penlous play. 

For the passion of battle was m us, w e 
slew and we sail’d away 

IX 

^d we past to the Isle of Witches and 
heard their musical civ — 

‘Come to us, O come, come’ in the 
stormj red of a skj 

Hashing the fires and the shadows of 
dawn on the beautiful shapes. 

For a wild witch naked as heaven stood 
on each of the loftiest capes. 

And a hundred ranged on the rock like 
white sea-birds in a row. 

And a hundred gamboll’d and pranced 
on the wrecks in the sand below. 
And a hundred splash'd from the ledges, 
and bosom’d the burst of the 
spraj, 

But I knew we should fall on each other, 
and hastily sail d away 


And we came in an evil time to the Isle 
of the Double Towers, 

One was of smooth-cut stone, one carved 
all over with flowers. 

But an earthquake always moved in the 
hollows under the dells. 

And thej shock’d on each other and butted 
each other with clashing of bells. 
And the daws flew out of the Towers and 
wangled and wrangled m vain. 
And the clash and boom of the bells rang 
into the heart and the brain. 

Till the passion of battle was on us, and 
all took sides with the Towers, 
There were some for the clean-cut stone, 
there were more for the carven 
flowers. 

And the wrathful thunder of God peal’d 
over us all the day. 

For the one half slew the other, and after 
we sail’d away 


M 

md we came to the Isle of a Saint who 
had sail’d with St Brendan of 
}ore, 

le had lived ever smce on the Isle and 
his wmteis were fifteen score, 
md his voice was low as from other 
worlds, and his eyes were sweet, 
md his white hair sank to his heels and 
his V hite beard fell to his feet, 
md he spake to me, ■ O hlaeldune, let 
be this purpose of thme ' 
lemember the words of the Lord when 
he told us “ Vengeance is mine ' 
Iis fathers have slam thy fathers m wvr 
or m single stnfe, 

’hy fathers have slain his fathers, each 
taken a life for a life, 

Tiy father had slain his father, how long 

shall the murder last? 

;o back to the Isle of Finn and suffer 
the Past to be Past ’ 
j,d vve kiss’d the fringe of his beard and 
we prav ’d as w e heard him pray , 
md the Holy man he assoil’d us, and 
sadly we sail’d away. 
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XII 

And we came to the Isle we were blown 
from, and thereon the shore w as he, 
The man that had slam my father I 
saw him and let him be 
O weary was I of the travel, the trouble, 
the strife and the sin, 

When T landed again, with a tithe of my 
men, on the Isle of Finn 

DE PROFUNDIS 

THE TIVO GREETINGS 

To II T August it, 1S52. 

I 

Out of the deep, my child, out of the 
deep, 

Where all that was to be, in all that was. 
Whirl’d for a million icons thro’ the vast 
Waste dawn of multitudinous eddying 
light— 

Out of the deep, my child, out of the 
deep, 

Thro’ all this changing world of change- 
less law, 

And esery phase of ever-heightening life. 
And mnelong months of antenatal gloom. 
With this last moon, this crescent — her 
dark orb 

Touch’d with earth’s light — thou comest, 
darling boy , 

Our own , a babe in lineament and limb 
Perfect, and prophet of the perfect man , 
Whose face and form are hers and mine 
in one. 

Indissolubly married like our love , 

Live, and be happy in thyself, and serve 
This mortal race thy kin so well, that men 
May bless thee as we bless thee, O young 
life 

Breaking with laughter from the dark , 
and may 

The fated channel where thy motion lives 
Be prosperously shaped, and sway thy 
course 

Along the yearsof haste and random youth 
Unshatter’d , then full-current thro’ full 
man 


Andlastinkindlycurves, with gentlestfall, 
By quiet fields, a slowly-dying power. 

To that last deep v here we and thou are 
still 

II 

I 

Out of the deep, niy child, out of the 
deep. 

From that great deep, before our world 
begins. 

Whereon the Spirit of God moves as he 
will — 

Out of the deep, my child, out of the 
deep. 

From that true world within the world 
w e see. 

Whereof our world is but the bounding 
shore — 

Out of the deep, Spirit, out of the deep, 
With this ninth moon, that sends the 
hidden sun 

Down yon dark sea, thou comest, darling 
boy 

II 

For m the world, which is not ours, They 
said 

'Let us make man’ and that which 
should be man. 

From that one light no man can look upon, 
Drew to *his shore lit by the suns and 
moons 

And alt the shadows O dear Spinl 
half-lost 

In thine own shadow and this fleshly sign 
That thou art thou — who wailest being 
bom 

And banish’d into mysteiy, and the pain 
Of this dmsible-indivisible world 
Among the numerable innumerable 
Sun, sun, and sun, thro’ finite -infinite 
space 

In finite-infinite lime — our mortal aeil 
And shatter’d phantom of that infinite 
One, 

Who made thee unconceiiably Thyself 
Out of His whole World self and all iii 
all— 


soAwi:?, etc — Montenegro 
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Lne thou I and of the gram and husk, 
the grape 

Andrvjbenj, choose, and still depart 
From death to death thro’ life and life, 
and find 


Of hoar high templed Faith, ha\c leagued 
again 

Their lot with ours to rove the world 
about , 

And some are wilder comrades, sworn to 


Neater and ever nearer Him, who 
wrought 

Not Matter, nor the finite-infinite, 

But this main-niiracle, that thoa art thou, 
With i»wcr on thine own act and on the 
world 

THE HUMAN CPt 
’ t 

Hai lowed beThj name — Halleluiah 1 — 
Infinite Idealitj 1 
Immeasuiable Reality I 
Infinite Personality J 
Hallowed be Thy name — Halleluiah ' 

II 

We feel we are nothing — for all is Thou 
and in 1 hce , 

We feel we are something — thai also has 
come from Thee , 

We know w e are nothing — but Thou wilt 
help us to be 

Hallowed be Thy name — Halleluiah 1 
PREFATORY SONNET 

TO THE ‘NINETEENTH CENTURT ’ 

Those that of late had fleeted far and fast ^ 
To touch all shores, now leaaang to the ' 


seek 

If any golden harbour be for men 

In seas of Death and sunless gulfs of 
Doubt 

TO THE REV W H BROOK- 
FIELD 

Brooks, for they call’d you so that knew 
y ou best. 

Old Brooks, who loved so well to mouth 
my rhymes. 

How oft we two ha\e heard St Marys 
chimes I 

How oft the Cantab supper, host and 
guest. 

Would echo helpless laughter to your 
jest I 

How oR wath him .se paced that walk of 
hmes, 

Him, the lost light of those dawn-golden 
bmes, 

Wholoaed you well ' Now both are gone 
to rest 

You man of humorous melancholy mark. 

Dead of some inward agony— is it so? 

Our kindlier, trustier Jaques, past away 1 

I cannot laud this life, it looks so dark 

Swot ttvap — dream of a shadow , go — 

God bless you I shall join you in a 
day 


skill 

Of others their old craft seaworthy still, 

Have charter’d this , where, mindful of 
the past, 

Our true co- mates regather round the 
mast , 

Of diverse tongue, but with a common 
wall 

Here, m this roaring moon of daffodil 

And crocus, to put forth and brave the 
blast , 

For some, descending from the sacred 
peak 


MONTENEGRO 

They rose to where their sovran eagle 
sails. 

They kept their faith, their freedom, on 
the height, . , . , j 

Chaste, frugal, savage, arm d by day and 

Against the Turk , whose inioad nowhere 

scales r . — 

Their headlong passes, but his footstep 

fails. 
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And red with blood the Crescent reels 
from fight 

Before their dauntless hundreds, in prone 
flight 

By thousands down the crags and thro’ 
the lales 

O smallest among peoples ' rough rock 
throne 

Of Freedom 1 warriors beatmg back the 
swarm 

Of Turkish Islam for fiie hundred years. 

Great Tsemogora ’ never since thine own 

Black ndges drew the cloud and brake 
the storm 

Has breathed a race of mightier moun- 
tameers 

TO VICTOR HUGO 

Victor m Drama, Victor in Romance, 

Cloud-weaver of phantasmal hopes and 
fears. 


French of the French, and Lord of human 
tears , 

Child-lo\ei Bard whose fame-ht laurcis 
glance 

Darkening the wreaths of all that would 
advance, 

Beyond our strait, their claim to be thy 
peers , 

Weird Titan by thy wmter weight of 
years 

As yet unbroken. Stormy voice of 
France* 

VTio dost not love our England — so they 
say , 

I 1 know not — England, France, all man 
1 to be 

' Will make one people ere man’s nee be 
J run 

; And I, desiring that diviner day, 

! Yield thee full thanks for thy full 

j courtesy 

I To ymunger England in the boy my son. 


TRANSLATIONS, ETC 


BATTLE OF BRUNANBURH ' 

I 

Constantuius King of the Scots, after hiving j 
sworn allegiance to Athelstan, allied himself with I 
the Danes of Ireland under Anlaf, and invading } 
England was defeaten hy Athelstan and his j 
brother Edmund with great slaughter at Brunan j 
liurh in the year 937 j 


1 ATHELSTA^ King, 

Lord among Earls, 
Bracelet-bestower and 
Baron of Barons, 

He with his brother, 

Edmund Athelmg, 

Gaming a lifelong 
Glory in battle. 

Slew with the sword edge 
There by Bnmanburb, 

1 1 have more dr less availed m>sclf of my 
son s prose translation of this poem in the Con 
(amfenry Smem (llovember 1876). 


Brake the shield- wall, 

Hevv’d the Imdenvvood," 
Hack’d the battleshield. 

Sons of Edward wnth hammer’d brands. 

II 

Theirs was a greatness 
Got from their Grindsires — 
Theirs that so often in 
Strife vvith their enemies 
Struck for their hoards and their hearths 
and their homes 

in 

Bow ’d the spoiler, 

Bent the Scotsman, 

Fell the shipcrews 
Doom’d to the death 
All the field w ith blood of the fighters 

Flow’ d, from when first the great 
Sun-star of morringtide, 

- "^ludds of Imdenwood. 


nA'j iu- oi Biii'XAyniKF 
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<■( tlie r <7M tr >i! 

L^yJ k-vcf] iMin'i 

5k>i?« over cai'h fil the {jlcmonscrotiurL 
Svnk t.0 hu '4:*t*r,p 

n 

'Ilicrc 'av man. a n-H 
MpttM b> t! e jv.elin, 

'Uj of the No ihl’ml 
Shot '•h tlJ* 

Tht'C \va> e Scot'in in i 

Wean of M"! 

V. 

We tJic \Vie«t.Savons, *, 

Lon^ a,«< XPi <fa}h hi • 

l^eletf 11 tompimc' i 

Trcah’ccf the 'rack of the ho-t th‘'t we 
hand, 

Gnmly wish tint wtrt <;harp fron 

the gninl'.'onc, 

Fierctl) we hick d al the fl>e»^ before 

MnjJ'lj tht Mcrcrn, 

Herd I av his mnd 
Spanns; rot an) of 
Tlio't Unt with ^\nlift 
Waniorv oitr iht 
Uclicnng witcn 
Home in ifjc barf 'v bosoint 
Drew to tins ishnd 
Doom’d to tlic death 

Five joung kings put islecpbj thtsviord- 
vlrokc, 

Seven strong Earls of the army of Anial 

Fell on die war lii-ld, nuniberkssnumbers, 
Shipmcn and Scotsmen 

\m 

Ihcn the Norse leader. 

Dire w as hfs need of it, 

Few were his following. 

Fled to Ills warship 

Fleeted his vessel to sea with the king 
m It, 

Saving his life on the fallow flood 


Mso the crafty one, 
Coiistantmus, 

Cicpl to his North "gam, 
Iloir-htaded hero ’ 


Slender warrant hao 
Pe to be proud of 
The welcome of war knives— 
He that was reft of his 
I'olk and his friends that had 
Fallen in conflict. 

Leaving his son too 
Lost m the carnage, 

Mangled to morsels, 

A joungstcr in war I 

KI 

Slender reason had 

H( to be glad of 

The clash of the war glaive— 

Traitor and trickster 

And spumcr of treaties — 

He nor had Anlaf 
With armies so broken 
A reason for bragging 
That they had the belter 
In perils of batt’e 
On places of slaughter— 

The struggle of standards, 

The rush of the javelins, 

The crash of the charges,' 

The w iclding of w capons— 
The play that they play’d with 
The children of Edward 

•vii 

Then with their nail’d prows 
parted the Norsemen, a 
Blood redden’d relic of 
TaveUns over 

The jarring breaker, the deep 
sea billow, 

Shaping their way toward Dy 
flen® again, 

Shamed in their souls 

1 Lit • the galhenne of men ’ « DuWin 
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ACmLLES OVER THE TRENCH 


MU 

Also the brethren, 

King and Athehng, 

Each in his glory, 

Went to his own in his own West-Saxon- 
land. 

Glad of the war 
XIV 

Many a carcase they left, to be camon, 

Many a livad one, many a sallow-shin — 

Left for the white-tail’d eagle to tear it, 
and 

Left for the homy-nibb’d raven to rend 
It, and 

Gave to the gaibaging war-hawlc to gorge 
It, and 

That gray beast, the wolf of the weald 
Xt 

Neier had huger 
Slaughter of heroes 
Slain by the sword-edge — 

Such as old writers 
Have n nt of in histones — 

Hapt in this isle, since 
Up from the East hither 
S^xon and Angle from 
Over the broad billow 
Broke into Bntain with 
Haughty nar-norkets who 
Hamed the Welshman, when 
Earls that were lured by the 
Hunger of glory gat 
Hold of the land 

ACHILLES 0\^R THE 
TRENCH 

ILIAO, XVIII Z02 

So saying, light-foot Ins pass’d away 

Then rose Achilles dear to Zeus , and 
round 

The vvarnor’s puissant shoulders Pallas 
flung 

Her fnnged segis, and around his head 

The glorious goddess wreath’d a golden 
cloud. 


And from it lighted an all -shining 
flame. 

As when a smoke from a aty goes to 
heaven 

Fat off from out an island girt by foes. 

All day the men contend in grievous 
war 

From their own city, but with set of 
sun 

Their fires flame thickly, and aloft the 
glare 

Flies streaming, if perchance the neigh 
hours round 

May see, and sail to help them in the 
W’ar , 

So from his head the splendour went to 
heaven 

From wall to dyke he stept, he stood, 
nor join’d 

The Achteans — honouring his wise 
mother’s word — 

There standing, shouted, and Pallas far 
away 

Call’d , and a boundless panic shook the 
foe 

For like the clear voice when a trumpet 
shrills, 

Blown by the fierce beleaguerers of a ' 
town, 

So rang the dear voice of ^akid& , 

And when the brazen cry of .^akidis 

Was heard among the Trojans, all their 
hearts 

Were troubled, and the full-maned horses 
whirl’d 

The chariots backward, knowmg gnefs 
at hand , 

And sheer-astounded were the charioteers 

To see the dread, unweanable fire 

That alway's o’er the great Peleion’s 
head 

Bum d, for the bright eyed goddess made - 
It burn 

Thnce from the dyke he sent his migh^ 
shout, 

Thnce backward reel’d the Trojans and 
allies , , 

And there and then twelve of their noblest 
died 

Among their spears and chanots 
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1 

TO PKiKCnSS FRIIDERICA , 
ON HER MARRIAGE 

0^0l< eyes ind light to thi. 

King till nc {rt^l aw aj 
Frotr the dxrkness of life — 
lie •»« no* his daughter — ^lie blest her 
F'e blind Kmg s-'es %oa to da> 

He blesses the twfe 

SIR JOHN FRANKLIN 

ON THF CrSOIAVH l^ VCSTMINSThR 
AlllltV 

Not here 1 the nhite North )p« th; 
boncs , nnd theu, 

Heroic sailoi-soul, 

Art passing oi' thine hippier lojagc now 
Toaard no eirthlj pole 


TO DANTE 

{wttirrrN at rfquest or the 

FLORENTINES ) 

’ King, Hint hast reign’d six hundred years, 
I nnd grown 

I In power, nnd c\er growest, since thine 
I own 

Fair ricrcncc honouring th> nilint}, 

■ Ih} riorcnce now the crown ofItal>, 
j Ilitli sought the tnbute of a icrse from 
• me, 

J 1, weinng but the garland of v day. 

Cist It thy feet one flover that fades 
away 


tiresias 

AND 01 HER POEMS 


10 MV GOOD rriEND 

ROBERT BROWNING, 

MHOSE genius and GIMALITV VMIL best ArrRECIATE WHAT MAY BE BEST, 
AND MAKE MOST AIlOWANCE FOR WHAl MAV BE WORST, 
ntlS lOlOMF IS AFFECIIONATELV DEDICATED 


TO E FITZGERALD 

Old Fitt, who from jour suburb grange 
Where once I timed for a while, 
Glincc at the wheeling Orb of change, 
And greet it with a kindly ‘imile , 
Wliom J et I see as there you sit 
Beneath your sheltering garden-tree. 
And while your ooves about you flit. 
And plant on shoulder, hand and knee. 
Or on your head their rosy feet, 

As if they knew your diet spares 
Whatever moved in that full sheet 
Let down to Peter at his prayers , 
Who live on milk and meal and grass , 
And once for ten long weeks I tried 
Four table of Pylhaeotas, 


And seem’d at first ‘a thing enskied’ 

,s Shakespeare has it) airy-light 
To float above the ways of men, 
icn fell from that half spiritual height 
Chill’d, till I tasted flesh again 
1 C night when earth was winter-black, 
And all the heavens flash d in frost , 
id on me, half asleep, came back 
That vvboltsomeheat thcbloodhad lost, 
id set me climbing icy capes 
And glaciers, over which there roll d 
) meet me Jong-arm’d vines with grapes 
Of Ushcol hugeness , for the cold 
itliout, and warmth v ithmme, wrought 
To mould the dream , but none can ray 
lat Lenten /are makes Lenten thought 

Who '■evds yonr poHea Ea-tpro Ivy, 



TI REGIA'S 
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Than which I know no version done 
In English more dumely well , 

A planet equal to the sun 

Which cast it, that huge infidel 
Your Omar , and jour Omar drew 
Full handed plaudits from our best 
In modern letters, and from two. 

Old friends outvaluing all the rest, 

Two voices heard on earth no more , 

But we old friends are still alive, 

And I am nearing seventj four, 

While jou hare touch’d at seventy five, 
And so I send a birthday line 

Of greeting , and my son, who dipt 
In some forgotten book of mine 
With sallow scraps of manuscript. 

And dating many a year ago, 

Has hit on this, which you will take J 
My Fitz, and welcome, as I know j 

Less for its own than for the sake 
Of one recalling gracious times. 

When, in our younger I/indon days. 
You found some merit in my rhymes. 

And I more pleasure in your praise 

TIRESIAS 

I WISH 1 were as in the years of old. 
While yet the blessed daylight made itself 
Ruddy thro’ both the roofs of sight, and 
woke 

These eyes, now dull, but then so keen 
'o seek 

The meanings ambush’d under all they 
saw. 

The flight of birds, the flame of sacrifice. 
What omens may foreshadow fate to man 
And woman, and the secret of the Gods 
My son, the Gods, despite of human 
prayer. 

Are slower to forgive than human kings 
The great God, Ares, bums in anger still 
Against the guiltless heirs of him from 
Tyre, 

Our Cadmus, out of whom thou art, 
who found 

Beside the spnngs of DircS, smote, and 
suU’d 

^ro’ all Its folds the mulUtudinous beast, 
rhe dragon, which onr trembling fathers 
call’d 


The God’s ow n son 

A talc, that toid to me, 
Whtn but thvne age, by age as winter- 
while 

As mine is now, araartd, but made me 
yearn 

For larger glimpses of that more than man 
Which rolls the heavens, and li'ts, and 
Lays the deep. 

Yet loves and hates with mortal hates 
and loves, 

And moves unseen among the ways of 
men 

Then, in my wanderings all the lands 
that lie 

Subjected to the Heliconian ndge 
Have heard tins footstep fall, altho’ my 
wont 

Was more to scale the highest of the 
heights 

With some strange hope to see the nearer 
God 

One naked peak — the sister of the sun 
Would climb from opt the dark, and 
linger there 

To silver all the valleys with licr shafts — 
Ihcre once, but long ago, fivefold thy 
term 

Of years, I lay , the winds were dead 
for heat , 

The noonday crag made the hand bum , 
j and sick 

For shadow — not one bush was neat — 
I rose 

Following a torrent till its myriad falls 
Found silence m the hollows underneath 

There in a secret ohvc-glade I saw 
Pallas Athene climbing from the bath 
In anger, yet one glittering fool disturb’d 
The lucid well , one snowy knee was ptest 
Against the margin flowers , a dreadful 
light 

Came from her golden hair, her golden 
helm 

And all her golden armour on the grass. 
And from her virginhieast, and viigin eyes 
Remaining fixt on mine, till mine grew 
dark 

Fot ever, and I heard a voice that said 
‘ Henceforth be blind, for thou hast seen 
too much. 
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^nd speal. the truth that no man may 
behe\e ’ 

Son, in the hidden world of sight, that 
lives 

' Behind this darkness, I behold her still. 

Beyond hll work of those who carve the 
stone. 

Beyond all dreams of Godlike woman- 
hood, 

tnefiable beauty, out of whom, at a 
glance, 

And as it were, perforce, upon me flash’d 
. The power of prophesying — but to me 

No power — so chain’d and coupled with 
the curse 

Of bhndness and their unbelief, who 
heard 

And heard not, when I spake of famine, 
plague, 

Shnne shattering earthquake, fire, flood, 
thunderbolt. 

And angers of the Gods for evil done 

And expiation lack’d — no power on Fate, 

Theirs, or mine oivn ’ for when the 
crowd would roar 

For blood, for war, whose issue was their 
doom. 

To cast wise words among the multitude 

Was flinging fruit to lions, nor, m 
I hours 

[ Of avil outbreak, when I knew the twam 
I Would each waste each, and bring on 
1 both the joke 

I Of stronger states, was mine the voice to 
' curb 

! The madness of our cities and their 

[ kings 

' Who ever turn’d upon his heel to hear 
f kly warning that the tyranny of one 
\ Was prelude to the tyranny of all ? 

' My counsel that the tyranny of all 
I Led backward to the tyranny of one ? 

[ This power hath work’d no good to 
t aught that lives, 

> And these blind hands were useless in 
f their wars 

! ^ therefore that the unfulfill’d desire, 

1 The gnef for ever born from gnefs to be, 

' The boundless yearning of the Prophet’s 
heart — 


Could (Aa( stand forth, and like a statue, 
rear’d 

To some great citizen, win all praise 
from all 

Who past It, saying, ‘ That was he 1 ’ 

In vain! 

Virtue must shape itself in deed, and 
those 

Whom weakness or necessity have cramp’d 

Within themselves, immergmg, each, his 
urn 

In his own well, draw solace as he may 
Menoeceus, thou hast eyes, and I can 
hear 

Too plainly what full tides of onset sap 

Our seven high gates, ana what a weight 
of war 

Rides on those ringing axles » jingle of 
bits. 

Shouts, arrows, tramp of the homfooted 
horse 

That grind the glebe to powder 1 Stony 
showers 

Of that ear-slunmng hail of Ares crash 

Along the sounding walls Above, 
below. 

Shock after shock, the song-built towers 
and gates 

Reely bruised and butted with the 
shuddering 

War -thunder of iron rams , and from 
within 

The city comes a murmur void of joy, 

Lest she be taken captive— maidens, 


wives, 

nd mothers with their babblers of the 
dawn, 

lid oldest age m shadow from the 
night, 

ailing about their shrines before their 
Gods, 

,nd wailing ' Save us ’ 

And they wail to thee ! 

i,»cp (-veless eves, that cannot see thine 


own. 

See this, that only in thy rirliie lies 
The saving of our Thebes, for, jester- 
night. 

To me, the great God Ar«.s, whose one 
bliss 
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Is w "ir, and humin sicrificc — ^himself I 

Blood red from battle, spear and helmet | 
tipt 

NVith stormj light as on a mast at sea, | 
Stood out befoie a darkness, crj’ing 
‘ Thebes, | 

Thy 1 hebes shall fall and pensh, for I i 
loathe 

The seed of Cadmus — j’ci tf one of these 

By his own hand — if one of these ' 

My son, j 

No sound IS breathed so potent to j 
coerce, 

-^nd to conciliate, as then names who 
dare 

For that sweei mother land which gate 
them birth 

Nobly to do, nobly to die 1 heir names, 
Graicn on memorial columns, arc a 
song 

Heard m the futuie , few, but more than 
wall 

And rampart, their examples reach a 
hand 

Far thro’ all years, and everywhere they 
meet 

And 1, indie generous putyiose, and the 
strength 

To mould It into action pure as theirs 
Fairer lliy fate tlion mine, if life’s liest 
end 

Be to end well 1 and thou refusing this, 
Umcneiable will thy memory be 
\\’1iile men shall move the lips but if 
thou dare— 

Thou, one of these, the race of Cadmus 
— then 

No stone is fitted in yon marble girth 
^\^lose echo shall not tongue thy glorious 
doom. 

Nor 10 this pavement but shall nng thy 
name 

To eiery hoof that clangs it, and the 
springs 

Of IJitce la\ mg yonder battle plain. 

Heard from the roofs by night, w ill mur I 
mur thee j 

To thine own Thebes, avhile Thebes thro’ j 
thee shall stand | 

Firm haced with all her Gods. ' 


The Dragon’s cave 
Half hid, they tell me, now m (lowing 
vines — 

\\Tiere once he dwelt and whence he 
roll’d himself 

At dead of night — thou knowest, ami 
that smooth lock 

Before it, altar fashion’d, where of late 
Tlic woman breasted Sphinx with wings 
drawn back. 

Folded her lion paws, and look’d to 
Thebes 

There libncli the bones of whom she 
slew, and these 

Mi\l with her own, because the fierce 
Iicast found 

A waser than herself, and dash’d herself 
Dead in her r-^e but thou art wise 
enough, 

Tho’ young, to love thy wiser, blunt the 
curse 

Of Pallas, hear, and tho’ I speak the 
truth 

Believe I speak it, kt thine own hand 
strike 

Thy youthful pulses into rest and quench 
The red God’s anger, koring not to plunge 
Tliy torch of life in darkness, rather- 
thou 

Rejoicing that the sun, the moon, tlic 
stats 

Send no sudi light upon tlic ways of men 
As one great deed 

Thither, my son, and there 
Thou, that host ncvei known the embrace 
of lov e, 

Oflci thy maiden life 

1 his useless hand 1 
I felt one wann tear fall upon it Gone ' 
lie vv ill adiieve his greatness 

But for me, 

1 would that I weie gather’d to my rest, 
And mingled with the famous kings ol 
old. 

On whom about then ocean-islets flash 
The faces of the Gods — the wise man’s 
woid, 

Here trampled by the populace underfoot, 
There ciown’d with worship- .and thes<' 
eyes vail flpd 


THE WRECK 


The men 1 5vnuv, "iml witch the chinot 
whirl 

Al^out Inc qoal itjim ami hunters race 
Tiic shitlow) hcin, in<’ she rarnni 
kings. 

In height ami prow css mo'-c »lnn hiinnn, 
S' rue 

Xp,*! fot ghtrj, while tl e gohien Ij-rc 
fs met stunihnq m hc'otc ci»s 
Hem c hymns, in*l cicrj wij thcvilcs 
WinO, eJeudefi wnh the gnlefiil incense 
fume 

Of those who mix ill otloui to the Go<ls 
On one far licght m rmt lir shining fire 


‘One height nnd one fir shining fire' 
Ami while I fancied that mj ftiend 
hor tins hr,ef id>ll wouhl require 
X less lifliusc ami opiilinl end, 

Xnd w lold defend his mdgmtnt v e’l, 

If t should deem i, oi cr nice— 

The tolling of his funcnl liell 
Broke on ray I’agin P-’iidrc, 

And mnrt tl c dreiin of classic times 
And all the phantoms of the drcini, 

X\ ith ptcscDl gnef, and mide the rhymes. 
Tint miss'd lies living welcome, seem 
lAc would !« guests in hoer loo hte, 
Wio down the highway moving on 
XXilh easy laughter find the gale 
Is bolted, and the master gone 
Gone into darktic's, that full light 
Of fncnd'hip I pxst, m sleep, away 
By night, into the ilecper night I 
The deeper night ? A clearer day 
Than our poor twilighi lawn on earth — 
If night, what barren toil to be I 
What life, so maim’d by night, were 
V orth 

Our living out ? Not mine to me 
Remembering all the golden hours 
^oar silent, and so many dead, 

Xnd him the last , and laying flowers. 
This w rcath, alxivc his honour’d head. 
And praying that, when I from hence 
Shall fade with him into the unknown. 
My close of earth s experitnci. 

May prove as peaceful as his own 
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Him me, Mother ' my Fathers belong’d 
to the church of old, 

I am driven by storm and sm and death 
lo the ancient fold, 

I cling lo the tkaihohc Cross once more, 
to the Faith that saves, 

My brain is full of the ctash of wrecks, 
and the loar of waves, 

My life Itself is a wreck, I have sullied a 
noble name, 

I am flung from the rushing tide of the 
world as a waif of shame, 

1 am roused by the wail of a child, and 
awake to a hi id light. 

And a ghastlier face than ever has haunted 
a grave by night, 

r would hide from the storm wilhotti, 1 
would flee from the storm within, 
r would make my life one prayer foi a 
soul that died m bis sin, 

I was the tempter, Mother, and mine was 
the deeper fall , 

I will sit at your feet, I will hide my face, 

I will tell you all 


• He that they gave me lo, Xlother, a 

heedless and innocent bride — 

I never have wrong’d his heart, I have 
only wounded hts pndc— 

! Spam in his blood and the Jew dark 

J visaged, stately and tall— ^ 

I A pnncelicr looking man never slept thro’ 

• a Pnnee’s hall 

' And who, when his angei was kindled, 
would venture to give him the nay t 
And a man men fear is a man to be loved 
by the women they say 
’ And I could have loved him loo, if Uit 
’ blossom can doat on tiie blight, 

Or the young green leaf rejoice in the fros* 
f that sears it at night , 

I lie wonlo open the books that I prised 
' and toss tliem aw ay w ith a yaw n 
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Repsll’db} the magnet of Art to the which 
mj nature was drawn 
The word of the Poet bj whom the deeps 
of the world are stirr d. 

The music that robes it in lanrjuage beneath 
and beyond the word ' 

Mj Shellej would fall from my hands when 
he cast a contemptuous giance 
From where he was ponne oier his 
Tables of Trade and Finance , 

My hands, when I heard him coming 
would drop from the chords or the 
keys, 

But e\er I fail’d to please him, howeser 
I strose to please — 

All day long far o^ m the cloud of the 
city, and there 

Lost, head •'nd heart, in the chances of 
diiidend, consol and share — 
And at home if I sought for a kindly 
caress, lieing woman and weak. 
His formal kiss fell chill as a flake of snoi 
on the cheek 

And so, when I bore him a girl, when 1 
held It aloft in my ]oy, 
lie look'd at It coldly, and said to me 
‘ Pity It isn't a boy ’ 

The one thing giien me, to lo\e and to 
Iwe for, glanced at in scorn I 
The (fluid dial I felt I could die for — as 
if she were basely bom ' 

I had h\ ed a wild-flow or life, I v asplanted 
now in a tomj , 

The daisy wall shut to the shadow , I closed 
my heart to the gloom , 

1 threw myself all abroad — I i.ould play 
my part waib the young 
By the low foot hghts of the world — and 
I caught the waeath that ivas flung 

iti 

Mother, I have not — however thur 
tongues may hav e babbled of me — 
Smn’o thro’ an animal valeness, for all 
but a dwarf was he, 

And all but a hunch’oack too, and I 
look’d at him, first, askance. 
With pity —not he the kmght for an 
amorous g rl s romance ' 


Tho’ v'calthy enough to have bask’d m 
tlie light of a dowerlcss smile. 
Having lanas at home and abroad m •» 
neb Wcst-Inaian isle , 

But I came on him once at a ball, the 
heart of a listening crowd — 
Why, what a brow was there I he was 
seated — speaking aloud 
To women, the flower of the time, and 
men at the helm of state — 
Flowing vath easy greatness and touch 
ing on all things great, 

Science, philosophy', song — til! I felt my- 
self ready to weep 

For I knew not what, vvhen I heard that 
voice, — as mellow •'nd deep 
As a psalm by a mighty master and peal’d 
from an organ — roll 
Rising and falling — for. Mother, the voice 
was the vo'ce of the soul , 

And the sun of the soul made day m the 
aark of his wonderful eyes 
Here was the hand that would help me, 
would heal me — the heart that 
was wase ! 

And he, poor man, when he learnt that 
I hated the ring I wore, 

He helpt me watli death, and he heal’d 
me with sorrow for evermore, 

tv 

For I broke the bond That day mv 
nurse had brought me the child 
The small sweet face was flush’d, but it 
coo’d to the Alother and smiled 
‘Anything •’fling,’ I ask’d her, ‘w th 
baby She shook her head. 
And the Motherless Mother kiss’d it, and 
turn’d in her haste and fled 

V 

j Low warm wmds had gently’ breathed us 
aw ay from the land — 

Ten long sweet summer days upon deck, 
sitting hand m hand — 

When he clothed a naked mind with the 
wisdom and wealth of his own. 
And I bow'd ray scif down as a slave to 
bis intellectual throne. 
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Wisp lie co.n'd ppo 1 nghsh roI<’ 'some 
t'ea^urc o*" cl-ossical conq;, 

^^'htn ie i'>» 1 1 ! a 'si'i c-^ iiin’« error, or 
flnmt-' nl ji’iolic wronc, 

W*i£n he *o<c K« i* were on thi wjnr' of 
*5" Jj-iomi me and pvt 

O^cr tie '“o'^ and the dnnee of the 
wo'Kl from tlic fir's to ilie Ivt, 
When he cj-oVc of l.i«. Irci inl hone in 
the c-ncs I>, thepirplc tide, 

And the high “’ar crowti*! of hv palm's on 
the < c^p woo 'cd no' ntain cide 
\ft(i ai’T*. all r M'-'d in hanv that <iropt 
to 1 e hrnk o^ In': h’’}, 
sAnd trees hkc the tow ers of a minster, 
■*1 e so,,!!, of a win’s riess daj 
‘PaTadisc there * «o he 'aid, hat 1 seem'd 
in Par'd 'c then 

With the fir'i lo'*- 1 hail fell for the 
fir t r.id grc-tcst of rren. 

Ten long d'vs o' 'ummer and Mn — if it 
nijst Im: 'o — 

Bat dajs of a larger Kght than I crer 
again shall 1 now — 

Da)'3 that V ill glimmer, I ftar, thro’ life 
to mj latest hrerth , 

* Ko frost there,’ so nt ‘aid, ‘ as in truest 
Lore no iJeavh ’ 

Mother, one mon.int; a hird with a warble 
plainlnclj sweet 

Perch’d on the '•hroiids, and then fell 
fuitcr.iig down at ms feel, 

I took it, he made it a c-gc, wc fondled 
It, Stephen and I, 

But ii died, and I thought of the child 
for a moment, 1 scarce know whj 


j And dossn in the cabin were wc, for the 
j towering crest of the tides 

1 Plunged on the \esscl and swept in a 
( cataract off from her sides, 

I And c\ci the great storm grew with a 
hov 1 and a hoot of the blast 
I In the lagging, aoices of hell — then came 
I the crash of the mast 

i ‘ The w ages of sin is oeath,’ and there I 
i licgan to weep, 

‘ I am the Jonah, the crew should cast 
me into the deep, 

lor ah God, what a heart was mine to 
fors'kc her eaen for jou ’ 
j ‘ Ne\ cr the heart among w omen, ’ he said, 
I ‘ more tender and true ’ 

‘The heart I not a mother’s heart, when 
1 left mj darling alone ’ 

•Comfort J ourself, for the heart of the 
father wall care for his owm ’ 
i ‘The heart of the father wall spurn her,’ 
i I cned, ‘ for the sin of the wife, 

[ The cloud of the mothers shame will 
! enfold her and darl en her life ’ 

Then his pale face twitch’d, ‘O Stephen, 
I love >ou, I love > on, and jet 
As I lean’d avvaj from his arms—' would 
God, wc had never met" 

And he spoke not — onlj the storm , till 
after a little, I yearn’d 
For his voice again, and he call d to me 
‘Kiss me’’ and there — as I 
turn d — 

j • The heart, the heart !’ I kiss’d him, I 
clung to the sinking form. 

And the storm went roaring above us, 

I and he — was out of the storm 


VIII 


an 

But if sin lie sin, not inherited fate, as 
manj will sav, 

Mj sin to mj desolate little one found 
me at sea on a daj, 

Wfiien her orphan wail came borne in the 
shnek of a grow tng v md. 

And a voice ring out in die thunders of 
Ocean and Heaven ‘ Thou 1 ast 
sinn’d ' 


,a then, then. Mother, the ship stag 
ger’d under a thunderous shock, 
lat shook us asunder, as if she had 
struck and crash’d on a rock , 
r a huge sea smote everj soul from the 
decks of The Falcon but one, 

I of them, all but the man that was 
lash’d to the helm had gone, 
id I fell— and the slonn and the daj-s 
went by, but I knew no more— 
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Lost myself — lay like the dead by the 
dead on the cabin floor, 

Dead to the death beside me, and lost to 
the loss that nas mine. 

With a dim dream, now and then, of a 
hand giving bre''d and nine, 

Till I woke from the trance, and the ship 
stood still, and the skies nere 
blue. 

But tlie face I had knoivn, O Mother, 
nns not the face that I knew 

IX 

The strange misfeatunng mask that I saw 
so amazed me, that I 
Stumbled on deck, half mad I nould 
fling myself oier and die ' 

But one — he nas naving a flag — the one 
man left on the wreck — 
‘Woman' — he graspt-at my arm — ‘stay 
there ’ — I crouch’d upon deck — 

‘ We are sinkmg, and yet there’s hope 
look yonder,’ he cned, ‘ a sail’ 

In a tone so rough that I broke into 
passionate tears, and the wail 
Of a beaten babe, till I saw that a boat 
was nearing us — then 
All on a sudden I thought, I shall look 
on the child again 

X 

They loiter’d me down the side, and 
there in the boat 1 lay 
With sad eyes flat on the lost sea home, 
as lie glided away, 

\nd I sigh’d, as the low dark hull dipt 
under the smiling mam, 

‘ Had I stay’d with htm, I had now — 
wath him — been out of my paitu’ 

XI 

They took us aboard the crew were 
gentle, the captain kind , 

But / was the lonely slaie of an often 
wandermg mind , 

For whenever a rougher gust might 
tumble a stormier wave, 

‘ O Stephen,’ I moan’d ‘ I am commg 
to thee in thine Ocean-grave ’ 


And again, when a balmier breeze curl’d 
over a peacefuller sea, 

I found myself moaning again ‘ O child, 
I am coming to thee ’ 

XII 

The broad white brow of the Isle — that 
bay with the colour’d sand — 
Rich was the rose of sunset there, as vve 
drew to the land. 

All so quiet the npple would hardly 
blanch into spray 

At the feet of the cliff, and I pray’d — 
‘my child’ — for I still could 
pray— 

‘hlay her life be as blissfully calm, be 
never gloom d by the curse 
Of a sm, not hers *’ 

Was It well with the child? 

I wrote to tl,i nurse 
Who had borne my flower on her hireling 
heart, and an answer came 
Not from the nurse — nor yet to the wife 
— to her maiden name ' 

I shook as 1 open’d the letter — I knew 
that hand too well — 

And from it a scrap, dipt out of the 
‘deaths’ m a paper, fell 
* Ten long sweet summer days ’ of fever, 
and want of care ' 

And gone — that day of the storm — O 
Mother, she came to me there 

DESPAIR 

A mao and bis nife havang lost faith in a God, 
and hope of a life to come, and being utterly 
miserable m this, resolve to end themseU es by 
drowning The isoman is drowned, but the man 
rescued by a mmister of the sect he had nhaii 
doned 

I 

Is It you, that preach’d m the chapel 
there lookmg over the sand? 
Follow’d us too that night, and do^d 
us, and drew me to land? 

II 

What did I feel that night? You are 
amous How should I tell ? 
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Does It matter so much what 1 felt? 
You rescued me — >et — avas it 
well 

That you came unwish’d for, uncall’d, 
between me and the deep and my 
doom, 

Three days since, three more dark days 
of the Godless gloom 
Of a life without sun, w ithout health, w ith- 
out hope, without any delight 
In anything here upon earth? but ah 
God, that night, that night 
YThen the rolling eyes of the lighthouse 
there on the fatal neck 
Of land running out into rock — they had 
saved many hundreds from wreck — 
Glared on our way toward death, I re- 
member I thought, as we past, 
Does it matter how many they saied? 

we are all of us wreck’d at last — 
‘Do you fear^’ and there came thro’ the 
roar of the breaker a whisper, a 
breath, 

‘Fear? am I not with you? I am 
frighted at life not death ' 

III 

And the suns of the limitless Universe 
sparkled and shone in the sky. 
Flashing with fires as of God, but we 
knew that their light was a lie — 
Bnght as with deathless hope — but, 
hoivever they sparkled and shone. 
The dark httle worlds running round 
them were worlds of woe like our 
own — 

No soul in the heaven above, no soul on 
the earth below, 

A fiery scroll written over with lamenta- 
tion and woe 

IV 

See, we were nursed in the drear night 
fold of your fatalist creed, 

And we turn’d to the growing dawn, we 
had hoped for a daivn indeed, 
When the light of a Sun that was coming 
would scatter the ghosts of the 
Past, 


And the cramping creeds that had 
madden’d the peoples would 
vamsli at last, 

And we broke aw’ay from the Christ, our 
human brother and friend. 

For He spoke, or it seem’d that He 
spoke, of a Hell wthout help, 
without end 

V 

Hoped for a dawn and it came, but the 
promise had faded away , 

We had past from a cheerless night to 
the glare of a drearier day. 

He IS only a cloud and a smoke who was 
once a pillar of fire, 

The guess of a worm in the dust and the 
shadow of its desire— 

Of a worm as il writhes in a world of the 
weak trodden down by the strong. 
Of a dying worm in a world, ^1 massacre, 
murder, and wrong 

VI 

O we poor oiphans of nothing — alone on 
that lonely shore— 

Bom of the brainless Nature who knew 
not that which she bore 1 
Tnistmg no longer that earthly flower 
would be heavenly fruit— 

Come from the brute, poor souls— no souls 
—and to die with the brute 

VII 

Nay, but I am not claiming your pity I 
know you of old — 

Small pity for those that have ranged from 
the narrow warmth of your fold. 
Where you bawl’d the dark side of youi 
faith and a God of eternal rage. 
Till you fluuB ourselvK, and 

the human heart, and the Age 

VIII 

But pity — the Pagan held it a vice ^was 
in her and m me. 

Helpless, taking the place of the pitytng 
God that should be » 

2 W 


T 
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Pity for all that aches in the grasp of -in 
idiot poMcr, 

And pity for our own selves on an earth 
that bore not a flower , 

Pity for all that suffers on land or in air 
or the deep, 

And pity for our oivn selves till we long’d 
for eternal sleep 

IX 

‘ Lightly step over the sands ' the waters 
— you hear them call ' 

Life with Its angmsh, and horrors, and 
errors — awaj with it all ’’ 

And she laid her hand in my own — she 
was always loyal and sweet — 

Till the points of the foam in the dusk 
came playing about our feet 
There was a strong sea -current would 
sweep us out to the main 
‘ Ah God ’ tho’ I felt as I spoke I was 
taking the name in vain — 

‘Ah God’ and we turn’d to each other, 
we kiss’d, we embraced, she and I, 
Knowing the Love we were used to be 
lieve everlasting would die 
We had read their know nothing books 
and w e lean’d to the darker side — 
Ah God, should we find Him, perhaps, 
perhaps, if we died, if we died , 
We never had found Him on earth, this 
earth is a fatherless Hell — 

* Dear Love, for ever and ever, for ever 
and ever farewell,’ 

Never a cry so desolate, not since the 
world began. 

Never a kiss so sad, no, not since the 
coming of man ' 

X. 

But the blind wave cast me ashore, and 
j’ou saved me, a valueless life 
Not a gram of gratitude mine 1 You 
have parted the man from the wife 
I am left alone on the land, she is all 
alone in the sea. 

If a curse meant ought, I would curse 
you for not having let me be 


XI 

Visions of youth — for my bram was drunk 
wiUi the water, it seems, 

I had past into perfect quiet at length 
out of pleasant dreams. 

And the transient trouble of drowning — 
what was it when match’d wuth 
the pains 

Of the hellish heat of a wretched hfe 
rushing back thro’ the veins ? 

XII 

Why should I live ? one son had forged 
on his father and fled. 

And if I believed in a God, I would 
thank him, the other is dead. 
And there was a baby-girl, that had 
never look’d on the light 
Happiest she of us all, for she past from 
the night to the mghk 

XIII 

But the enme, if a enme, of her eldest 
bom, her glory, her boast, 

Strack hard at the tender heart of the 
mother, and broke it almost , 
Tho’, glory and shame dying out for ever 
m endless time, 

Does It matter so much whether crown’d 
for a virtue, or hang’d for a enme? 

XIV 

And ruin’d by him, by htf», I stood 
there, naked, amazed 
In a world of arrogant opulence, fear’d 
myself turning crazed. 

And I would not be mock’d m a mad- 
house ' and she, the ddicate wife. 
With a gnef that could only be cured, if 
cured, by the surgeon’s knife, — 

XV 

^^^ly should we bear with an hour of 
torture, a moment of pam. 

If every man die for ever, if all his gneis 
are in vain. 

And the homeless planet at length will be 
wheel’d thro’ the silence of q>ace, 
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Motherless evermore of an cver-\amshing 
race, 

\Yhen the worm shall Imc t\nthed its 
. last, and its last brother -wonn 

' inll have fled 

^ From the dead fossil skull that is left in 
the rocks of an earth tint is dead ? 

xvi. 

Have I crazed myself o\er their horrible 
infidel writings ? O yes. 

For these are tlic new dark ages, you see, 
of the popular press, 

UTien the bat conies out of his cave, and 
the owls are whooping at noon, 

And Doubt is the lord of this dunghill 
and crows to the sun and the 
moon, 

Till the Sun and the hloon of our science 
are both of them turn’d into blood, 

And Hope will have broken her heart, 
running after a shadow of good , 

For their knowing and know-nothing 
books arc scatter’d from hand to 
hand — 

IRrhave knelt in jour know-all chapel 
too lookmg over the sand 

\vu 

VThat! I should call on that Infinite 
Love that has served us so well ? 

Infinite cruelty rather that made ever- 
I lasting Hell, 

j Made us, foreknew us, foredoom’d us, and 
1 does what he will with his own , 

f Better our dead brute mother who never 
^ has heard us groan 1 

t 

I 

t xviir 

I Hell ? if the souls of men were immortal, 

I as men have been told, 

• The lecher would cleave to his lusts, and 

[ the miser would yearn for his gold, 

; And so there were Hell for ever 1 but 
I were there a God as you say, 

' His Love would have power over Hell 
till it utterly vanish’d away 


XIX 

Ah yet — I have had some glimmer, at 
bmes, in my gloomiest woe. 

Of a God behind all — after all — ^the great 
God for aught that I know, 

But the God of Love and of Hell to- 
gether — they cannot be thought. 
If there be such a God, may the Great 
God curse him and bring him to 
nought ' 

XX 

Blasphemy* whose is the fault? is it 
j mine? for why would you save 

A madman to vex you with wretched 
words, who IS best in his grave? 
Blasphemy I ay, why not, being damn’d 
beyond hope of grace ? 

O would I were yonder with her, and 
away from jour faith and your 
face ' 

Blasphemy * trae I I have scared you 
pale with my scandalous talk, 

But the blasphemy to »// mind hes all m 
the way that you walk 

XXI 

Hence I she is gone I can I stay? can I 
breathe divorced from the Past? 
You needs must have good Ijmx-eyes if I 
do not escape you at last 
Our orthodox coroner doubtless will find 
it a felo de-se. 

And the stake and the cross-road, fool, 
if you will, does it matter to mer 


/ THE ANCIENT SAGE 

A THOUSAND summers ere the time of 
Chnst 

From out his ancient aty came a Seer 
Whom one that loved, and honour d 
him, and yet ^ ^ 

Was no disciple, nchly garb d, but worn 
From wasteful living, follow d—m Ins 
hand 

A scroll of verse — till that old man before 
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A cavern whence an affluent fountain ! 

pour’d j 

From darkness into daylight, turn’d and 
spoke 

This wealth of waters might but seem to 
draw 

From jon dark cave, but, son, the source 
IS higher. 

Yon summit half-a-league in ait — and 
higher. 

The cloud that hides it — ^h^her still, the 
heavens 

Whereby the cloud was moulded, and 
whereout 

The cloud descended Force is from the 

heights 

I am weaned of our city, son, and go 
To spend my one last year among the 
hills 

What hast thou there? Some deathsong 
for the Ghouls 

To make their banquet relish? let me 
read 

" How far thro’ all the bloom and brake 
That nightingale is heard 1 
What power but the bird’s could make 
This music in the bird ? 

How summer bright are yonder skies. 
And earth as fair in hue 1 
And yet what sign of aught that bes 
Behind the green and blue ? 

But man to day is fame’s fool 
As man hath ever been 
The nameless Power, or Powers, that rule 
Were never heard or seen " 

If thou would’st hear the Nameless, and 
wilt dive 

Into the Temple-cave of thine own self, 
There, brooding by the central altar, thou 
May’st haply leam the Nameless hath a 
voice. 

By which thou wilt abid^ if thou be wise. 
As if thou knewest, tho’ thou canst not 
know. 

For Knowledge is the swallow on the lake 
That sees and shts the surface -shadow 
there 


But never yet hath dipt mto the abysm. 
The Abysm of all Abysms, beneath, 
within 

The blue of sky and sea, the green o 
earth, 

And in the miUion-millionth of a grain 
Which deft and cleft again for evermore, 
And ever vanishing, never v’amshes. 

To me, my son, more mystic than myself 
Or even than the Nameless is to me 
And when thou sendest thy free sou’ 
thro’ heaven. 

Nor understandest bound nor boundless 
ness. 

Thou seest the Nameless of the hundrec 
names 

And if the Nameless should withdraw 
from all 

Thy frailty counts most real, all thy vvorlt 
blight vanish like thy shadow in the dirk 

“And since — from when this earti 
bi^an — 

The Nameless never came 
Among us, never spake with man, 

And never named the Name” — 

Thou canst not prove the Nameless, C 
my son, 

Nor canst thou prove the world thot 
movest in. 

Thou canst not prove that thou art bodj 
alone. 

Nor canst thou prove that thou art spin 
alone. 

Nor canst thou prove that thou art botl 
m one 

Thou canst not prove thou art immortal, nt 
Nor yet that thou art mortal — ^nay mj 
son. 

Thou canst not prove that I, who speal 
with thee. 

Am not thyself in converse with thyself. 
For nothing worthy provanff can b< 
1 proven. 

Nor yet disproven wherefore thou Ix 
wise, 

Cleave ever to the sunnier side of doubt. 
And elmg to Faith bqrond the forms o 
Faith 1 
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She reels not m the storm of warring 
words, 

She brightens at the clash of * Yes ’ and 
*No.’ 

1 She sees the Best that glimmers thro’ the 
■\Vorsl, 

She feels the Son is hid but for a night, 
She spies the summer thro* the winter 
bud. 

She tastes the fruit before the blossom 
falls, 

She hears the lark within the songless egg, 
She finds the fountain where thej wml’d 
‘Mirage’ I 

“AVhat Power? aught akin to Mind, 
The mind m me and jou? 

Or power as of the Gods gone blind 
Who see not what they do’” 

Bat some in yonder citj hold, my son, 

■ That none but Gods could build this 
j ' house of outs, 

So beautiful, tast, >anous, so beyond 
^ Work of man, yet, like all work of 
[ man, 

I A beautj with defect till That which 

\ knows, 

' And is not known, but felt thro’ what we 

feel 

Wthin ourselves is highest, shall descend 
On this half-deed, and shape it at the 
last 

According to the Highest in the Highest 

“What Pow'er but the Years that make 
And break the vase of day. 

And stir the sleeping earth, and wake 
The bloom that fades away? 

What rulers but the Days and Hours 
That cancel weal with woe. 

And wind the iront of youth with flowers, 
And cap our age with snow ?” 


’ The days and hours are ever glancing 

i 

And seem to flicker past thro’ sun and 
shade. 

Or short, or long, as Pleasure leads, or 
[ Pam ; 


But with the Nameless is nor Day nor 
Hour, 

Tho* wev thin minds, who creep from 
thought to thought. 

Break into ‘Thens’ and ‘'Whens' the 
Eternal Now 

This double seeming of the single world * — 
Mj words are like the babblings m a 
dream 

Of nightmare, when the babblings break 
the dream 

But thou be wise in this dream-world of 
ours, 

Nor take thy dial for thy deity, 

But moke the passing shadow serve thy 
will 

“ The years that made the stnplmg wise 
Undo their work again. 

And leave him, blind of heart and eyes, 
The last and least of men , 

Who clings to earth, and once would dare 
Helkheat or ArcUc cold. 

And now one breath of cooler air 
■Would loose him from his hold , 

His wmter dulls him to the root, 

He withers marrow and mmd , 

The k^d of the shnvell’d fruit 
Is jutting thro’ the nnd , 

The tiger spasms tear his chest, 

The pal^ wags his head , 

The wife, the sons, who love him best 
Would fain that he were dead , 

The gnefs bj which he once was wrung 
Were never worth the while ” — 

\Vho knows ? orwhether this earth-narrow 

Be yet but yolk, and forming in the shell ? 

“ The diaft. of scorn that once had stung 
But wakes a dotard smile ” 

The plaad gleam of sunset after storm ' 

“The statesman’s brain that swayd the 
past 

Is feebler than his knees , 

The passive sailor wrecks at last 
In cver-silent seas , 
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The w'amor hath forgot hw arms, 

Tlie Leimed ill his lore , 

The chmging market frets or cljirms 
The mcrchint's hope no more , 

The prophet’s beacon bum’d m sun. 

And nou is lost m cloud , 

The plowman passes, l>ent with pain. 

To mix with whit he plow’d , 

The poet whom his Age would quote 
As heir of endless fame — 

He knows not ci’n the l»ok he wiotc, 
Not cicn his own name. 

For mm has o\crU\cd lus dij 
And, darkening in the light. 

Scarce feels tht senses break away 
To mix with indent Night " 

Thcshcllmust break before thebirdcan fly 

“ The years that when my Youth began 
Had set the lily and rose 
By ill my ways where'er they rm. 

Have ended mortal foes ; 

My rose of love for ever gone. 

My lily of truth ind trust — 

They made her lily and rose in one. 

Arid changed her into dust 
0 rosciree planted in my gnef, 

And growing, on her tomb. 

Her dust is greening in your leaf, 

Her blood is m your bloom 
0 slender lily wavmg there. 

And laughing back the light. 

In vain you tell me * Earth is fair ’ 

When all is dark as night " 

My son, the world is dark svith gnefs and 

< graves, 

So dark that men cry out against the 
Heavens 

Who knows but that Uie darkness is in 

< man? 

"Hie doors of Night may be the gates of 
Light , 

For wert thou bom or blmd or deaf, and 
then 

Suddenly heal’d, how would’st thou glory 

The splendours and the voices of the 
world ' 


‘And wc, the poor earth’s dying race, ind y rt ^ 
fNo phintoms witching from a phantom 
shore 

Await the list and largest sense to make 
The phintom wills of this illuuon fade, 
And show us tint the world w wholly fair. 

“ But vain the lean for darken’d ycais 
As laughter over wine. 

And \.iin the laughter as the teats, 

O brother, mine or tliinc, 

For ill tint laugh, md all that wtep 
And -11 till! breathe are one 
blight ripple on the lioutullcss deep 
That moves, and all is gone " 

But tint one nppleon the bounoless deep - 
Fcvls that the deep is boundless, and 
Itself 

For ever changing form, but evermore 
One with tlie boundless motion of the 
deep 

“ Yet wine and laughter friends I and set 
The limps alight, and call 
For golden music, and forget 
The darkness of the pall." 

If uttci darkness closed the d.iy, my 
son 

But earth’s dark forehead flings athwart 
the heavens 

Her shadow crown’d wi‘li slats — and 
yonder — out 

To northward — some that never set, but 
pass 

From sight and night to lose themselves 
in day 

I hate the black negation of the bier, 

And wish the dead, as happier than our 
I selves 

And higher, bavmg cbmb'd one step 
I beyond 

I Our village miseries, might be borne m 
I white 

To burial or to burning, hymn’d from 
I hence 

I With songs in praise of death, and 

I crown’d with flowers 1 


THE Ah'CILKI SAGE 


•^0 vroim'. '\nd niiggots of to da> 
Vtithom th«r hope of wings 

Eat locdcr than lh> rhyme the silenl Wonl 
Of that world prophet m the heart of in in 

“ Tho’ sojre ha\ e gleam's or 'O ’hej saj 
Of Bion. than mortal thmga ” 

To^a) ? but what of jaaterdaj ? for oft 
On rae, when lx»3 , there catre wha* then 
1 ciUV, , 

Who knew no books and no ]ihiiosophi«, j 
In a) boj'phrasc ‘The Passion of the > 
Past * j 

The first gray atraak of earliest siimtner- 
dnwn, 

The last long stnpe of waning crimson 
gloom, 

As if tre laic and early w ere but one 
A height, a broken grange, a groac, a 
fio.vcr 

Hftdmcrnmrs ‘I-ost and gone and lost 
and gone” 

A breath, a whisper — some divine fare- 
well — 

Desolate sweetness — and fa'" awny | 
WTial had he loacd, what had he lost, | 
the l»y ? 

I know not and I speak i’ hat has been 
And more, my son ’ for more than 
once when I 

Sat all alone, rcioUang in myself 
The word that is the sy mbol of myscli. 
The mortal limit of the Self was loosed, 
And past into the Nameless, ai a 
Melts into Hcav cn I touch'd my limbs, 
the limbs , 

Were strange not mine — and y et no slia c 

of doubt, f c If 

Bat utter clearness, and thro’ loss of sc 
The gam of such large life as matcli 
with ours 

Were Sun to spark — unshadowable m 
words, , 

Themselves but shadows of a shadow - 
world 

“ And idle gleams will come and go, 

I But still the clouds remain , 


The clouds themsehes are children of the 
Sun 

“ And Night and Shadow rule below 
When only Day should reign ” 

And Day and Night are children of the 
bun, 

And idle gleams to thee arc light to me 
Some say, the Light was father of the 
Night, 

And some, the Night was father of the 

I No nigKo day «-! touch thy world 

1 again — 

No lU no good ! such counter-terms, my 
son, 

Arc border races, holding, each its oto 
H i endless war but night enough is there 
In yon dark city get ‘bee back and 

The key to that weird casket, which for 

But holds^a SNull, IS neither thine nor 

But in the hand of what is more Ann man. 
Or m man’s hand when man is more Aar 

A;d mnke thy gold thy vassal not thy 

tonness ; po-well wall 

And fflore— think wen 
follow thought, 

And m the fatal sequence of Ais wort 


55* 


THE FLIGHT 


An evil thought may soil thy children’s 
blood , 

But curb the beast would cast thee m the 
mire, 

And leave the hot snamp of voluptuous- 
ness 

A cloud beti\ een the Nameless and thyself. 

And lay thine uphill shoulder to the 
wheel, 

And climb the Mount of Blessing, whence, 
if thou 

Look higher, then — perchance — thou 
ma}est — be}ond 

A hundred eier-rising mountain lines, 

And past the range of Night and Shadoiv 
— see 

The high -heal en dawn of more than 
mortal day 

Strike on the Mount of Vision ' 

So, faieiiell 


J TimjFUGHT 

1 

Are you sleeping? have you forgotten? 
do not sleep, my sister dear * 

How can you sleep ’ the morning brings 
the day I hate and fear , 

The cock has crow’d already once, he 
crows before his time , 

Awake ' the creeping glimmer steals, the 
hills are white with nme 

TI 

Ah, clasp me in your arms, sister, ah, 
fold me to jour breast! 

Ah, let me weep mj fill once more, and 
cry myself to rest ' 

To rest ? to rest and wake no more were 
better rest for me. 

Than to waken every morning to that 
face I loathe to see . 

rri 

I envied your sweet slumber, all night so 
calm you laj, 

The night was calm, the mom is calm, 
and like another day , 


But I could wash yon moaning sea would 
nse and burst the shore, 

And such a whirlwind blow these woods, 
as never blew before 

IV 

For, one by one, the stars went down 
across the gleaming pane, 

And project after project rose, and all of 
them were vam , 

Tlie blackthorn-blossom fades and falls 
and leaves the bitter sloe. 

The hope I catch at vanishes and youth 
IS turn’d to woe 

V 

Come, speak a little comfort 1 all night 
I pray’d with tears, 

And jet no comfort came to me, and 
now the mom appears, , 

^Vhen he will tear me from your side, 
who bought me for lus slave 
This father pajs his debt with me, and 
weds me to my grave 

VI 

What father, this or mine, was he, who, 
on tW summer day 

When I bad fall’n from off the crag we 
clamber’d up in play. 

Found, fear’d me dead, and groan’d, and 
took and kiss’d me, and again 
He kiss’d me, and I loved him then, 
he vuas my father then 

VII 

No father now, the tyrant vassal of a 
tjvant ncef 

The Godless Jephtha vows his child 
to one cast of the dice 
These ancient woods, this Hall at last 
will go — ^perhaps have gone. 
Except his own meek daughter jneld her 
life, heart, soul to one — 

•vin 

To one who knows I scorn him O the 
formal moclung bow. 
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The aud smile, the courtly phrase tliat 
masks his malice now — 

Bat often in the sidelong eyes a gleam of 
all things ill — 

. It IS not Love but Hate that iieds^a 

rc 

Hate, that would pluck from this true 
breast the locket that I wear, 
Thepreaous crjstal into which I braided 
Edivin’s hair ’ 

The love that keeps this heart alive beats 
on it night and da> — 

One golden airl, his golden gift, before 
he past away. 

X 

He left us weeping in the woods, his 
boat was on the sand j 
How slowly down the rocks he went, 
how loth to quit the land ' 

And all my life was darken'd, as I saw 
the white sail run. 

And darken, up that lane of light into 
the setting sun 

XI 


xni 

Shall I take htm^ I kneel with htmi I 
swear and swear forsworn 

To love him most, whom most I loathe, 
to honour whom I scorn? 

The Fiend would jell, the grave would 
jawn, my mother’s ghost would 
nse — 

To he, to he — m God’s own house — the 
blackest of all hes ' 

XIV' 

Why— rather than that hand m mine, 
tho’ every pulse would freeze, 

I’d sooner fold an icj corpse dead of 
some foul disease 

Wed him? I will not wed him, let them 
spurn me from the doors, 

And I vnll wander till I die about the 
barren moors 

XV 

The dear, mad bnde who st-ibb’d hei 
bndegroom on her bndal 

If mad, then I am mad, but sane, if she 
were m the right 

My father’s madness makes me road— 
but w-ords are only words 

I am not mad, not jet, not qmte-There 
listen how the birds 


How often have we watch d the sun fade 
from us thro’ the West, 

And follow Edwin to those isles, those 
islands of the Blest I 
is J’t not there ? w ould I were there, the 
fnend, the bnde, the wife, 

With him, where summer never dies, 
with Love, the Su%QCIife' 


XII 


XVI 

gm to warble yonder m the budding 

orchard trees* 

le lark has past from earth to Heaven 
upon the morning breeze 
)w gladlj, were I one of those, how 
earlv would I wake ! 

,d yet the sorrow that I bear is sorrow 

fnr ht^ StlkC 


0 vvould I were in Edwin’s arms — once 
more — to feel his breath 
Upon my cheek — on Edwm’s ship, watn 
Edwin, ev’n m death, 

Tho’ all about the shuddenng wreck the 
death-white sea should rave. 

Or if hp were laid to hp on the pillows 
of the wave 


XV n 

love their mates, to whom thej 
smg, or else their songs, thatmeet 
mommg with such music, would 

never be so sweet* 

tho’ these fathers will not hear, the 
blessed Heavens are just, 
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And Love is fire, and bums the feet 
svould trample it to dust 

win 

A door uas open’d in the house — who? 

who? my father sleeps’ 

A stealth) foot upon the stair ! he — some 
one — tins wa) creeps 1 
If he? jes, he hubs, listens, fears 
bis Mctiin itiaj hast (ltd — 

He ' where is some sliarp pointed thing ? 
he comes, and finds me dead 

Not he, not jet' and time to act — but 
how my temples bum ! 

And idle finacs fli tier me, I know not 
where to turn , 

Speak to me, sister; co^sel me, tins 
mamage must not be 
You only know the lose that maker the 
world a world to me 1 

\\ 

Our gentle mother, had the lued — but 
we were left alone 

That other left us to oursehes, he eared 
not for his own , 

So all the summer long we roam’d in 
these wald woods of ours. 

My Edwin loicd to call us then ‘Ills 
two wild woodland (loners ’ 

\\t 

Wild flowers blowing side by side in 
God’s free light and air. 

Wild flowers of the secret woods, when 
Edwin found us there, 

Wild woods in which we roied inth him, 
and heard his passionate vow. 
Wild woods in which we rove no more, 
if we be parted now 1 

XXti 

You will not leave me thus in gnef to 
wander forth forlorn 


We never changi.d a bitter v/otd, not 
once since we wen. bom , 

Our dj ing mother join’d our hands , she 
knu this father well , 

She liad us love, hie souN in Heaven, 
and now 1 (Ij from Hell, 

\Mir 

And jou with me; and we shall light 
upon ‘•omc lonely shore. 

Some lodge wathin the waste sfi dunes, 
ami hear the waters roar. 

And see the ships from out the West go 
dipping thro' the foam. 

And sunshine on that sail at last whidi 
bnrgs our Edwin home- 

wtv 

But look, the morning grow s apace, and 
lights the old churdi to\,er, 

And lights the clock ’ the hand points 
five- O me— it Strikes the hour— 
I liide no more, I meet mj fate, whatevei 
ills betide { 

Arise, raj own true Sister, come forth 1 
the world is wide 

\\v 

And jet mj heart is ill at ease, mj ejes 
art dim with dew, 

I seem to see a new -dug grave up voadet 
hj the jew I 

If we should never more return, but 
wander hand in hand 
Mith breaking hearts, waiboul a friend, 
and in a distant land 

I xwi 

! 

I O sweet, they tell me that the world is 
hard, and harsh of mind, 
jpJul can it he so hard, so harsh, ns those 
that should be kind? 

That matters not let come .what will, 
at last the end is sure, 

And every heart that loves with truth is 
equal to endure 
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An’ Molly Majjee kem il\ in’ across me, 
TOMORROW. as lighfas a lark, 

An’ Dan stood tnere for a minute, an’ 
^ thin wint into the dark 


Hee, that jer Honour vras spakin’ to? 

Winn, >er Honour > last >ear — 
Standin’ here be the badge, when last 
yer Honour was here’ 

An’ jer Honour je gev her the top of the 
momin’, ‘Tomorra’ says she. 
ISTiat did they call her, jer Honour? 

Thej call’d her Mollj kfagee. 

An’ yer Honour’s the thrue ould blood 
that always manes to be kind, 

Bat there’s luson in all things, jer 
Honour, for Molly was out of her 
mmd 

It 

Share, an’ mcself remimbers wan night 
comm’ down be the sthrame, 

An’ it seems to me now like a bit of 
yisthcr-d-vy m a dhrame — 

Here where jer Honour seen her — ^there 
was but a slip of a moon, 

Bat I hard thim — Mollj’ Magee wid her 
^ batchelor, Danny O’Roon — 
•You’ve been takin’ a dhrop o’ the 
cmthur ’ an’ Dannj sajw ‘ Troth, 
an’ I been 

Dhnnlan’ jer health wnd Shnmus O’Shea 
at Kaltj*’s shebeen ; ^ 

But I must be lavin’ j e soon ’ ‘ Ochoae 
are j e goin’ aw ay ? * 

‘Goin’ to cut the Sassenach whate’ he 
^ says ‘ over the say ’ — 

An’ whm wull jc meet me agin ’ ’ an’ I 
hard him ‘Molly astliore, 

I U meet jou agm tomorra,’ says he, * be 
the chapel-door ’ 

•An’ whin are ye goin* to lave me’’ 
^ * O’ Monday momin’ ’ saj-s he , 

An’ shure thin j’c’ll meet me tomorra ? ’ 

‘Tomorra, tomorra, Machree ’’ 

^Bin Mollj’’s ould mother, yer Honour, 
that had no hkm’ for Dan, 

Call’d from her cabm an’ tould her to 
come awaj from the man, 

1 Grog shop 


But wirrah 1 the storm that night — the 
tundher, an’ run that fell. 

An’ the sthrames rnnnm’ down at the 
back o’ the ghn ’ud ’a dhxownded 
Hell 

III 

But airtb was at pace m\t monun’, an’ 
Hiven m its gloij’ smiled. 

As the Holy Mother o’ Gloiy that smiles 
at her sleepm’ child — 

Ethen — she stept an the chapel-green, 
an’ she turn’d herself roun’ 

Wid a diamond dhrop in her ^e, foi 
Danny was not to be foun’, 

An’ many’s the Ume that I watch’d her 
at mass letun’ down the tear. 

For the Dml a Danny was there, yer 
Honour, for forty year 


IV 

Ocb, Molly Magee, wid the red o’ the 
rose an’ the white o’ the Maj', 
An’ jer hair as black as the night, an 
jer ejes as bnght as the day ' 
Adiora, yer laste httle whishper was 
sweet as the lilt of a bird ' 
Acushla, je set me heart batm’ to music 
wid iveiy word ' 

An’ sorra the Queen wad her sceptre in 
sich an ilhgant han’. 

An’ the fall of jer foot m the dance was 
IS Iwht as snow an the Ian’, 

An’ the sun\em out of a doud whiniver 
je walkt in the shtreet, ^ 

An’ Shamus O’Shea was yer shadda, an 
laid himself undher yer feet, 

An’ I loved ye meself wad a heart and a 
half, me darlm’, and he 
’Od 'a shot his own sowl dead for a kiss 
of ye, MoUj Magee 


shure we wor betther frmds whm I 
crack’d his skull for her sake. 
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ksi he ped me back \nd the best he 
could give at ould Donovan’s 
wake — 

For the boys wor about her agin whin 
Dan didn’t come to the tore, 

An’ Shamus along wid the rest, but she 
put thim all to the door 
An’, afther, 1 thried her meself av the 
bird ’ud come to me call, 

But Molly, begorrah, ’ud listhen to 
naither at all, at all 

VI j 

An’ her nabours an fnnds ud consowl an’ 
condowl wid her, airly and late, 
‘Your Dannj,’ they sajs, ‘mver crasst 
over say to the Sassenach whate , 
He’s gone to the States, aroon, an’ he’s 
married another wife. 

An’ je’ll mver set eyes an the face of 
the thnuthur agin in life 1 
An’ to dhrame of a married man, death 
alive, is a morhal sin ’ 

But Molly says ‘I’d his hand-promise, an' 
sWe he’ll meet me agin ’ 

vti 

An’ afllier her paarmts had intet’d glory, 
an’ both m wan day. 

She began to spake to berseli^ the 
cratliur, an’ whishper, an’ say 
‘Tomorro, Tomorra’’ an’ Father Mo 
lowTiy be tuk her m ban’, 

‘Molly, you’re mamn’,’ he says, ‘me 
dear, a\ I undherstan’. 

That }’e’ll meet your paannts agin an’ 
yer Danny O’Roou afore God 
Wid his blessed Marthyrs an’ Saints,’ 
an’ she gev him a fhndly nod, 
‘Tomorra, Tomorra,’ she says, an’ she 
didn't intind to desave. 

But her wits wor dead, an’ her hair was 
as white as the snow an a grave. 

vni 

Arrah now, here last month they wor 
diggin’ the bog, an’ they foun’ 
Dhrownded in black bog-wather a corp 
Ijm’ undher groun’ 


IX 

Yer Honour’s own agint, he says to me 
wanst, at Katty’s shebeen, 

‘The Divil five all the black Ian’, for a 
blessm' 'ud come wid the green • ’ 
An’ where ’ud the poor man, thin, cut 
his bit o’ turf for the fire ? 

But och ’ bad scran to the bogs whin 
they swallies the man mtire ' 

An’ sorra the bog that’s in Hiven wid all 
the light an’ the glow. 

An’ there’s bate enough shure, widout 
(Atm in the Divil's kitchen below 

X 

; Thim ould blind nagers in Agypt, I hard 
his Riierence say, 

Could keep their haithen kings in the 
I flesh for the Jidgemint daj, 

! An’, faix, be the piper o’ Moses, they kep 
the cat an’ the dog, 

But it ’ud ’a been aisier work av they 
lived be an Insh bog 

XI 

lIow-an-i\er they laid this body they 
foun’ an the grass 

Be the chapel door, an’ the people ’ud 
see It that wint in to mass — 

But a fnsh gincration had nz, an’ most 
of the ould was few. 

An’ I didn't know him meself, an’ none 
of the parish knew 

XII 

But Molly kem limpin’ up wad her stick, 
she was lamed iv a knee, 

Thin a slip of a gossoon call’d, ‘ Div ye 
know him, Molly Magee ?’ 

An’ she stood up strait as the Queen of 
the world — she lifted her head — 
* He said he would meet me tomorra ' ’ 
an’ dhropt down dead an the dead. 

Xlil 

Och, Molly, we thought, maidiree, ye 
) would start back agm mto life, 

j Whin we laid yez, aich by aich, at yer 
' wake like hushan’ an’ wife. 
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Soira the dhr) thin bat wti wet for 

the fnnds tbit as gone ' 

the «Icn{ Uircit bat we Inrtl it 
^ a)nn'*Ocbone!’ 

^banias O’Shc? th-'t has now ten 
ciHdcr, Inn'-O'nc an’ tall. 

Him in’ h s cluldcr wor kcciim’ as if he 
had lost thim all 

5.IV, 

Thin hxs Rixcrcncc burled thim boMi m 
Win gra\c be the dead Ixior tree,* 
**'« j-Ding Juan Danny O Rooa wad his 
ould woman, MolK hfagee 

XV. 

Ma^ aJl tbe ilowers o* Jeroosibm blossom 
T i. the crass, 

febrashm’ an’ U«.n’ aich other- as >c 
. , «'d--oacryer Crass 1 

the lark fiy out o’ the flowers wid his 
i , t° the Sun an’ the Moon, 

“'to tell (him in linen about Moll) Magee 
•nil M Dann) O’Hoon, 

Hoh Si rcihcr gets up wad his kaj-s 
an’ oixms the gate I 
shurc, be the Cross, that’s betthcr 
m , cutUn' the Sassenach whate 
to he there wid the Blessed Mother, on’ 

^ Saints an’ Marth)rs galore, 
singm’jcr ‘Aacs’an’ ‘Pothers ’for 
"er an' iscmiorc 


Eh t thn be new to the plaace— thou’rt 
goapm’— doesn’t tha see 
I calls cm artcr the fellers es once was 
sweet upo’ me? 


rr 


Noo) 


time 


to be sewer it be past 'cr 
What maakes ’er sa laatc ? 

Goo to the laane at the back, an’ loook 
thnif Moddison’s gaate • 

in 

Sweet arts ! Molly bclikc may ’a lighted 
to night upo’ one 
Sweet-arts » thanks to the Lord that I 
nner not listen’d to noan ! 

So I sits i’ m) oan armchair wi’ my oan 
kettle thccre o’ the hob, 

An' Tomm) the fust, an’ Tommy the 
second, an’ Stccvie an* Rob 

IV 

Rob, coora oop ’ere o’ my knee Thou 
sees that i’ spite o’ the men 
I ’a kep’ thnif thick an' thin my two 
’oonderd a-ycar to mysen, 

Yis I thaw tha call’d me es pretty es ony 
lass i’ die Shcrc, 

An’ thou be es pretty a Tabby, but Robby 
I seed thnif ya tbeere 


XVT 

An now that I tould ) cr Honour what 
« *^‘•1 1 hard an’ seen, 

*fonour ’ill gi\ c me a thnflc to dhnnk 
)er health in potheen 

the SPINSTER’S SWEET- 
ARTS. 

I. 

'liLK for my sweet-arts, Bess I fur it mun 

tvi, about now 

“on- Molly cootns in fro’ the far end 
close wi’ her paatls fro’ the cow. 

* rider tree 


Fcythcr ’ud saay I wur ugly es sm, an’ I 
bcant not vaam, 

But I niver rvur downnght hugly, thaw' 
soom 'ud ’a thowt ma plaam, 

An’ I wasn’t sa plaam i’ pink nbbons, )e 
said I svur pretty i’ pmks, 

An’ I liked to 'ear it I did, but I beant 
sich a fool as ye thmks, 

Ye was stroakm ma down wi’ the ’air, as 
I be a stroakm o’ you, 

But wliiniver I loooked i’ the glass I wur 
sewer that it couldn’t be true, 
Niver %vur pretty, not I, but ye knaw’d it 
wur pleasant to 'car. 

Thaw it wam’t not me es wur pretty, but 
my two ’oonderd a-year 



THE SPINSTER'S SWEET-ARTS 


5S8 


VI 

D’ya mind the mnrnin’ ■when we was a- j 
walkin’ togither, an’ stood 1 

By the claayd-oop pond, that the foatk 
be sa scared at, i’ Gigglesby wood, 
■Wheer the poor wench drowndid hersen, 
black Sal, es ’ed been disgraaced ? 
An’ I feel’d thy ana es I stood war a 
creeapin about my iraaist , 

An’ me es wur alius af^d of a man’s 
gittin’ ower fond, 

I sidled awaay an’ awaay hll I plumpt foot 
fust i’ the pond , 

And, Robby, I nirer ’a hked tha sa well, 
as I ^d that daay, 

Fur tha joompt in thysen, an’ tha hoickt 
my feet m’ a flop fro’ the claaj 
Ay, stick oop thy back, an’ set oop thy 
taail, tha may gie ma a kiss. 

Fur I walk’d wi’ tha all the nay hoam 
an’ ivur niver sa mgh saaym’ Yis. 
But wa boath ■nas i’ sich a clat we was 
shaam ed to cross Gigglesby G reean, 
Fur a cat may loook at a king thou knans 
but the cat man be clean 
Sa we boath on us kep out o’ sight o’ the 
wmders o Gigglesby Hinn — 
Xaay, bat the clairs o’ tha ' quiet ’ they 
pncks dean thruf to the skin — 
An’ im boath shnkt ’oam by the brokken 
shed i’ the laane at the back, 
Wheer the poodle runn’d at tha once, an* 
thou runn’d oop o’ the thack. 

An’ tha squeedg'd my ’and i' the shed, 
fur theere we was forced to ’ide, \ 
Fur I seed that Steevie ■wur cootmn’, and 
one o’ the Tommies beside. 

VII 

Theere now, what arFamewinat, Steevie? 
for owt I can tell — 

Robby ■wur fust to be sewer, or I mowt 
’a hked tha as welL 

Mil 

But, Robby, I fhowt o’ tha all the while 
I wur chaangin’ my gown. 

An I thowt shall 7 chaange my staate? 
but, O Lord, upo* coomin’down — 


My bran new carpet es fresh es a midder 
o’ flowers i* Maay — 

Why ’cdn’t tha wiped thy shoes? it wui 
datted all ower wi’ daay 
An’ I could ’a cried ammost, fur I seed 
that It couldn’t be. 

An’ Robby I gied tha a raatin that sattled 
th\ coortin o’ me. 

An’ Molly an’ me n-as agreed, as we was 
a-cieamn’ the floor. 

That a man bea durty thing an’ a trouble 
an’ plague ■«!’ indoor 
But 1 rued it arter a bit, fur I stuck to 
tha moor na the rest. 

But I couldn’t ’a hved wi’ a man an’ I 
knaws it be all fur the best. 

IX. 

Naay — let ma stroak tha down till I 
maakes tha es smooth es silk. 

But if I ’ed married tha, Robby, thou’d 
not ’a been worth thy milk, 
Thou’d mver ’a cotch’d ony mice but ’a 
left me the work to do. 

And ’a taaen to the bottle b^de, so es 
all that I ’ears be true , 

But I fool’s tha to maake thysen ’appy, 
an’ soa purr awaay, my dear. 
Thou ’ed ■wellmgh purr’d ira awaay fro’ 
my oan two ’oonderd a-year 

X. 

Sweann agean, you Toms, as ye used to 
do twdve year sin’ 1 

Ye mver ’eard Steevie swear ’cep’ it wnr 
at a dog coomin’ in. 

An’ boath o’ ye mun be fools to be hallos 
a-shawnn’ your claws. 

Fur I mver cared nothmk for neither — 
an’ one o’ ye dead ye knaws 1 
Coom gi\e hoaver then, weant ye? I 
warrant y e soom fine daay — 
Theere, lig down — I shall hev to gie one 
or tother awaay 

Can’t ye taake pattern by Steevie? ye 
shant hev a drop fro’ the paafl. 
Steevie be right good manners bang thruf 
to the tip o’ the taail. 
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Robby, git down w’tha, wnlt tha ? let 
' Steevie coom oop o’ my knee 
Sletvie, m) lad, thou ’ed ver)’ nigh been 
the Steevie fur me 1 

Jlobl^ war fust to be sewer, ’e wur bum 
an’ bred i’ the ’ouse, 

Bat thou be es ’ansom a tabby es iver 
patted a mouse 


An’ I beant not vaain, but I knaws I ’ed 
led iha a quieter life 
Nor her wi* the hepitaph yonder 1 “ A 

faaithful an’ looiin’ avife 
An’ ’cos o’ thy farm by the beck, an’ thy 
windmill oop o’ the croft, 
Thathowt tha would marry ma, did tha? 

but that wur a bit ower soft, 

"Ihaw thou ivas es soaber es daay, wi’ a 
meed red faace, an’ es clean 
Es a shillin’ fresh fro* the mint wi’ a bran 
new ’ead o’ the Queean, 

An’ thy farmin’ es clean es thysen’, fur, 
Steene, tha kep’ it sa neat 
That I niter not spied sa much es a 
poppy along w i' the wheat. 

An’ the wool of a thistle a-tlym’ an 
seeadm’ tha haated to see , ^ 
'Twur es bad es a battle-twig ^ ’ere i’ my 
oan blue chaumber to me 
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XVII 

An’ the httle gells bobs to ma boffens es 
I be abroad 1’ the laanes, 

When I goas fur to coomfiit the poor es 
be down wi’ their haaches an’ 
their paains 

An’ a haaf-pot o’ jam, or a mossel o’ meat 
when It beant too dear, 

They maahes ma a graater Laady nor ’er 
1’ the mansion theer, 

Hes ’es hallus to hax of a man how much 
to spare or to spend , 

An’ a spinster I be an’ I will be, if soa 
please God, to the bend 


XVIII 

Mewl mew' — Bess wi’ the milk! wha 
ha maade our Molly sa laate? 

It should ’a been ’ere by seven, an’ theer 
— ^it be strikin’ height — 

‘ Cushie wur craazed fur ’er cauf ’ well — 
’card 'er a maakin’ ’er moan. 

An’ I thowt to mysen ‘ thank God that 
hevn’t naw cauf o’ my oan ’ 
Theere' 

Set It down I 

Now Robby ' 

You Tommies shall waait to nigb 
Till Robby an’ Steevie ’es ’ed their la 
— an’ it sarves ye right 


LOCK SLEY HALL 
SIXTY YEARS AFTER 

Late, my grandson 1 half the morning have I paced these sandy tracts. 
Watch’d again the hollow ridges roanng into cataracts, 

Wander’d back to living boyhood while I heard the curlews call, 

I myself so close on death, and death itself in Locksley Hall 

So — ^your happy suit was blasted — she the faultless, the divine. 

And you liken — boyish babble — ^this boy-love of yours with mine. 

I myself have often babbled doubtless of a foolish past. 

Babble, babble, our old England may go down in babble at last 

‘ Curse him 1 ’ curse your fellow-victim ? call him dotard in jour rage? 
Eyes that lured a doting boyhood well might fool a dotard’s age 

Jilted for a wealthier! wealthier? yet perhaps she was not wise, 

I remember how you kiss’d the miniature with those sweet eyes 

In the hall there hangs a painting — Amy’s arms about my neck— 
Happy children in a sunbeam sitting on the nbs of wreck 

In my life there was a picture, she that clasp’d my neck had flown, 

I was left within the shadow silting on the wreck alone 

Yours has been a slighter ailment, will you sicken for her sake? 

You, not you* your modem amourist is of easier, earthlier 

Amy lo\ed me, Amy fail’d me, Amy was a timid child. 

But your Judith— but your worldling— had never dnven me wdld. 


S/Xj J iV. AF7rK 
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5*!e tbil hoU{> the id neckJ'cc tlcircr tlnn the golden ring, 

5se that a nicr s. >n ci f jicr Ihm i mom of ‘'pnng 

Sne that in her hraK n 1 rvi Un ; on h >; Imefcr Icnsc of life, 

Willie si e sont ‘ ti)| dca*. -Irll pitl mV sJil the would be widow wife 

'vorldiie” Imt’i iif wo* Idlings — fnilicr, mother — lie content, 
Ks’n the ho ncK f'r* i c*n tv 'ch iis thciL is something in descent 


h tl It tl »{'?! I’orth sml irg now into the ground, 

L'es iJ c w’^triA*', ri) fo'^*'ithcr. with his ^tcl iipo*! the hound 

Crci''’'d' for once h- so'l’d tin *■"'1 to cru'-h the Moslem in his pride, 
Dead the s.srrttt, uc d I pli r), dcid tl e cmisc m which he died 

Vcl how o^'Cii I nnd \*mj in *’ e mouldering nislc hue stood, 

G iiirg ftr oni. pm* ire mo "« f on tint fo’indcr of our blood 

Ustre ng'in I ■'tool to d*s, -nd tihere of old we knelt in pnjcr, 

Clo*e l'cn'*ath the cis n eii* errnson with the shield of Lockslcj there. 


\1J in white It‘'lr.w mstl le, looking «till ns if she smiled. 

Lies \*m derd in ch.'d , <k*d the nioihtr, dead the cliilfl 

Dsed—ftid sat\ i«-r n'*o, and dc-’d her nged hualnnd no''“ 

I this old white bended dreamer stoopl nnd kiss’d her mnrblc brow 

Gone the fires of soJth. • 'c folIiC'*. fimcs, curses, pnssionate tears, 

Go-c id c fires and flovxis md earthquakes of tlic planet s dawning j-enrs. 

I'ltts th***. shool mu i-nce. Vat non to silent nshes fnll’n nnay 
Cold upon the dead so’c-no sleeps the gicnm of djnng cta> 

Gone the ijimt of inj }outi), nnd imdc beloii 

All his mt,acs-l foigi c thum-bhek in white above Ins bones. 

Gone the comrades of ni^ bivouac, some m figbl 

J-otne thro' -gc snd slow diseases, gone ns nil on earth will g 

Gone with whom for fort) )enrs m> hfe m of man, 

She mil, n» the chmm of woman, she with all the breadth man, 

Strong in will nnd rich in wisdom, ^61^’ 

Woman to her inmost heart, and woman to 

Very v oman of ver) woman, to my kind 

She that hnlc’d ",,am the b-oken chain that bound me my 

,r . I ,» T hinder’d down the coast, 

Here to-day v as Amy with me, vebilc I • . , j,05t 

Near ns Edith’s holy shadow , smiling at the slig £ 

Gone our sailor son th> father, left to me. 

Thou alone, my boy, of Amy’s kin and 2 o 
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Gone th> tender-natured mother, wearying to be left alone, 

Pining for the stronger heart that once had beat beside her own 

Truth, for Truth is Truth, he worshipt, being true as he was brave; 

Good, for Good is Good, he follow’d, yet he look’d beyond the grave, 

Wiser there than you, that crotvning barren Death as lord of all. 

Deem this over-tragic drama’s closing curtain is the pall' 

Beautiful vas death in him, who saw the death, but kept the deck. 

Sating women and their babes, and sinking with the sinking wreck, 

Gone for e\er ! Ever ? no — ^for since our dying race began. 

Ever, eier, and for ever was the leading light of man 

Those that in barbarian bunals kill’d the slate, and slew the wife 
Felt isithin themselves the sacred passion of the second life 

Indian warriors dream of ampler hunting grounds beyond the night, 

Ev’n the black Australian dying hopes he shall return, a white 

Truth for truth, and good for good ' The Good, the True, the Pure, the Just- 
Take tlie charm ‘ For ever ’ from them, and they crumble into dust 

Gone the cry of ‘ Forward, Forward,’ lost tnthin a grotving gloom. 

Lost, or only heard in silence from the silence of a tomb 

Half the marvels of my morning, tnumphs over time and space, 

Staled by frequence, shrunk by usage into commonest commonplace ! 

‘ Fonvard ’ rang the voices then, and of the many mine was one 
Let us hush this cry of ‘ Forward ’ till ten thousand years have gone 

Fai among the vanish’d races, old Assyrian kings would flay 
Captives whom they caught m battle — iron-hearted victors they 

Ages after, while m Asia, he that led the wild Moguls, 

Timur built his ghastly tower of eighty thousand human skulls. 

Then, and here in Edvmrd’s time, an age of noblest English names, 
Christian conquerors took and flung the conquer’d Christian into flames. 

Love your enemy, bless your haters, said the Greatest of the great; 
Chnstian love among the Churches look’d the twm of heathen hate 

From the golden alms of Blessing man had coin’d himself a curse 
Rome of Caaar, Rome of Peter, which was crueller ? which was worse r 

France had shown a light to all men, preach’d a Gospel, all men’s good; 
Celtic Demos rose a Demon, shnek’d and slakcn the light with blood 

Hope was ever on her mountain, watching till the day begun 

Crown’d with sunlight — over darkness — from the still unnsen sun 
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Have r,e proim at H'-t bejond the pasajons of the pnmal clan? 

*Kni yonr enemv, fo” you hate him,’ still, ‘jour enemj ’ was a man 

Have v.c snnk below diem? peasants maim the helpless horse, and drive 
Xnnocent cattle under Uv'tch, and bum the kindlier brutes alive 

E'ults, the brutes arc net ) our wrongers— burnt at midnight, found at mom, 
Twisted hard in mortal agonj with their ofispnng, bom unborn, 

Oragmg to the silent mother ' Arc we ocvils ? are we men ? 

Svicet St Francis of Assuri, would that he were here agam, 


He that in his Catholic wholeness used to call the aery flowers 
Siitm, brothers— and the beasts— whose pains arc hardly less than ours ! 

Chaos, Comics • Cosmos, Chao= ’ who can tell how all wall end ? 

Read the wade world’s annab, >ou, and take their wisdom for your friend 

Hope the besh but bold the Present fatal daughter of the P^t, 

Sh&p& yojr herrt lo ffOT\t the hour, but dream not that the our w 

Ay, if djaiamite and tcs-olver leave you courage to ^ —nten hes ? 

\\icn was age so crunm d walh menace’ madness? waatten. spoken lies? 

Envy wears the mask of Love, and, laughing sober 

Cn« to Weakest as to S*rongest, ‘ Yc are equals, cqual-bom 

Equabbom ’ O yes if yonder hill be level wi* ^ 

Charm us. Orator, till the Lma look no larger than the Cat. 

Tfll Inc Cal thro’ that mirage of overheated 

Larger tlian the Lion, -Demos end in workmg its own doom. 

Russia bursts our Indian b-”Tier, shall we 

Pause » before you sound the trumpet, hear the voices irom me 

Those three hundred millions under of the plow 

Shall w e hold them ? shaU w e loose them ? take m •>» 

K.,, tat d«,e M ff- S 

Rivals of realm-mining party, when you speak were w no j 

. T j- J more than once, and still could find, 
Plowmen, Shepherds, have I ^ oneness of mind. 

Sons of God, and kings of men m utter nooienc^ 

Truthful, trustful, ,s the Higher 

So the Higher wields the Lower, w 

Here and there a colter’s l»bc ^ m^his swme 

Here and there my lord is lower than his oxen 

^ rh^tns I once again the sickening game , 

aaos, Cosmos ' S J dying while they shout her name. 

Freedom, free to slay herself, y* 
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Step by step VrC gain’d a freedom known to Europe, known to all; 

Step by step ne rose to greatness, — thro’ the tongues*crs we may fall 

Yon that woo the Voices — tell them ‘old experience is a fool,’ 

Teach your flatter’d kings that only those who cannot read can rule. 

Pluck the might) from their seat, but set no meek ones in thtir place, 
Pillory Wisdom in }our markets, pelt )onr offal at her face. 

Tumble Nature heel o’er head, and, )elling with the yelling street, 

Set the feet above the br'in and swear the brain is in the feet 

Bring the old dark ages back without the faith, wathout the hope, 

Breal the State, the Church, the Throne, and roll tlieir nuns down the slope 

Authors — essa)ist, ailiust, noachst, realist, rh)mcster, pla) > our part. 

Paint the mortal shame of nature with the liaing hues of Art. 

Rip )our brothers’ Mces open, strip )OHr own foul passions bore, 

Downw ith Reticence, downwithReicrence — forward — naked — let them stare. 

Feed the budding rose of boyhood with the drainage of ) our sewer. 

Send the dram into the fountain, lest the stream should issue pure 

Set the maiden fancies wallowing in the troughs of 7olaism,— 

Forward, foraard, ay and backward, downward too into the abysm 

Do )our best to charm the worst, to lower the nsing race of men; 

Hare we risen from out the beast, then back into tlic beast again ? 

Only ‘ dust to dust ’ for me that sicken at )our lawless din. 

Dust in wholesome old world dust before the newer world begm 

Heated am I? )ou — ^)Ou wonder — well, it scarce becomes mine age— 
Patience ! let the dying actor mouth his lost upon the stage. 

Cries o*" unprogressive dotage ere the dotard fall asleep ? 

Noises of a current narrowing, not the music of a deep ? 

Ay, for doubtless I am old, and think gray thoughts, for I am gray 
After all the stormy changes shall we find a changeless May ? 

After madness, after massacre. Jacobinism and Jacquene, 

Some diviner force to guide us thro’ the days I shall not sec? 

When Ae schemes and all the systems, Kingdoms and Republics fall, 
Something kmdher, higher, holier — all for each and each for all ? 

All the full-brain, half-bram races, led by Justice, Love, and Truth; 

All the milhons one at length with all the visions of my youth? 

^1 diseases quench’d by Science, no man halt, or deaf or blind , 

Stronger eier bom of weaker, lustier body, larger mind ? 
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1 £it*t rt !\<* -s tt \ilf ?, wotlfl a vincle rice a 'single long\ic— 

I In c »‘CTi h**t f;i nv. n^-for u nol Eiith 'is jel so }Oung? 

l^vcrj {•."cr t »v!nt ’« c.cn '■c'pcnl pi'^ion kill'd, 
htc'j’ f\ irr ft }nn’cn, cvcij blajing clcscil lill’a, 

Ko^l jfj i.7S’it-*'cil 1 iric't i.n lo either pole she smil<>, 

UiJici'nJ tr,c“js »er’3) uir’i'i:; -ll ntr w irJcss Isles 

\\ A hen her icn* 're si oa'-ind", nml her thousinds millions, then — 

All I e* hAncs* ill too iniioti — who ern fincp wirless men ? 

^V'rle's’ Mir \,ill d e o s* li'e tl cn Will it c\cr? lile or soon? 

Cftti It, till this cuts orn cinh be dtid is >on deid world the moon ? 


Uiid the new 3 •ronor'S' cill- her On tins dij and it this hour, 

In t’ ts ji^iji liclwccn the sii'dhiU', whence jou sec ihc Lockslcy lower. 

Here we met, o' r rnceiing — \mj — sirl) jeirs ago — 

She an 1 I — the mo in w f'liing greenish tliro’ i ros> glow, 

Jasl ftlrtie the gitcri) tower, and esen where jon see her now — 
lie c Wo stood ?nvl clisn* cicli otlict, swore the seeming deathless sow 


Dead, hm hot her 1 vini glorj lights the 1p11, the dune, the grass ' 
Yet the i.iojiilie'.t 11 the sunhgin, and the sun himself will pass 


Vcni.. near her ’ smiling downward at thes carlhher earth of ours, 
Qo'« on th*' San, jicdiaps a world of neicr fading flowers 


Ilcsper, whom the pool c'H’u the Bnngcr home of all good things 
All gooi tl in*’s maj inmc in Ilcsper, perfect peoples, perfect kings 


IlespcT — Venus wtir we natiae to that splendour or in Mars, 

W’c should see tl c filobe we groan in, fairest of llieir cscning stars 

Could we dream of wars and carnage, craft "nd madness, lust and spite, 
Roaring Ijondon, rasing I'ans, in that point of peaceful light 


Might we not in rlancing heasenwrd on a star so silver fair, 

Yearn, •’ml clasp the hands and murmur, ' Would to God that we were there ? 

Forsard, backward, backward, forsvard m the immeasurable sea, 

Ss aj d bp \ aster cWk and flos s than can be known to you or me 


All the suns— arc llierc but sjmbols of innumerable man, 
Man or Mind that secs a shadow of the planner or the plan? 


Is there mil but on earth? or pain m cacry 

Well be grateful for the sounding watcliAvord Evolution here. 


Evolution cacr climbing after some ideal good, 

And Reversion ever dragging EvoluUon in the mud 
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^Vhat are men that He should heed us? cned the long of sacred song. 
Insects of an hour, that hourly work their brother insect wrong, 

While the silent Heavens roll, and Suns along their fiery way. 

All their planets whirling round them, flash a milhon miles a daj 

Many an /Eon moulded earth before her highest, man, was bom, 

Many an ^on too maj pass when earth is manless and forlorn. 

Earth so huge, and yet so bounded — spools of salt, and plots of land — 
Shallow skin of green and azure — chains of mountain, grams of sand 

Only That which made us, meant us to be mightier by and by, 

Set the sphere of all the boundless Heavens within the human eye. 

Sent the shadow of Himself, the boundless, thro’ the human soul. 

Boundless inward, in the atom, boundless outward, in the Whole 

♦ *•***♦ 

Here is Locksley Hall, my grandson, here the lion-guarded gate. 

Not to night in Locksley Hall — ^to morrow — you, you come so late 

Wreck’d — ^your tram — or all but wreck’d? a shatter’d wheel? a viaous boy' 
Good, this forward, you that preach it, is it well to wish you ]oy ? 

Is it well that while we range with Science, glorying in the Time, 

City children soak and blacken soul and sense in city slime ? 

There among the glooming alleys Progress halts on palsied feet, 

Cnme and hunger cast our maidens by the thousand on the street 

There the Master scnmps his haggard sempstress of her daily bread. 

There a single sordid atbc holds the living and the dead 

There the smouldering fire of fever creeps across the rotted floor. 

And the crowded cou^ of incest m the warrens of the poor 

Na)', your pardon, cry your ‘forward,’ yours are hope and youth, but I 
Eighty wmteis leaie the dog too lame to follow with the cij. 

Lame and old, and past his time, and passing now into the night , 

Yet I would the rising race were half as eager for the light 

Light the fadmg gleam of Eien? light the glimmer of the dawn ? 

Aged qres may take the growing gbmmer for the gleam withdrawn 

Far away b^ond her myriad coming changes earth will be 
Something other than the wildest modem guess of you and me 

Earth may read! her earthly-worst, or if she gam her earthly-best. 

Would she find her human oflspnng this ideal man at rest? 

Forward then, but still remember how the course of Time will swerve. 

Crook and turn upon itself m many a backward streaming curve. 
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f"°'” °"®‘ m-\dness from jour brain 

Let Uie trampled serpent sho^^ jou Umt you ha^e not lived m vain 

’ J'OMth and age arc scholars jet but m the louer school, 
ivor IS he the wisest man nho never proved himself a fool 


Vender lies our joung sea-villagc— Art and Gnee arc less and less 
iiaence grows and Beauty dwindles— roofs of slated liideousness ' 


^cre IS one old Hostel left us where thej swing the Locksley shield, 
iiii the peasant cow shall butt the ‘ Lion passant’ from his field 

^or old Henldrj*, poor old llistoij, poor old Poetry, passing hence, 
n the common deluge drowTing old political common sense ' 

Ar^T of eighty ciying after voices that have fled 1 

All I loved are vanish’d voices, all my steps are on the dead 

the world is ghost to me, and as the phantom disappears, 
t onvard far and far from here is all the hope of eighty years 


* 


In this Hostel — I remember — 1 repent it o’er his grave — 

Like a clowm — chance he met me — I refused the hand he gave 

From that casement where the trader mantles all the mouldenng bncks — 
I vvas then in early boyhood, Edith but a child of six — 

^Tiile I shelter’d in this archway from a day of driving showers — 

Peept the winsome face of Edith like a flower among the flowers 


Here to-night I the Hall to-morrow, when they toll the Chapel bell I 
Shall I hear in one dark room a wailing, ‘ I have loved thee well ’ 

Then a peal that shakes the portal— one has come to claim his bnde, 

Her that shrank, and put me from her, shnek’d, and started from my side— . 

Silent echoes I You, my Leonard, use and not abuse your day, 

Move among jour people, know them, follow him who led the way, 

Strove for sixty widow’d years to help his homelier brother men. 

Served the poor, and built the cottage, raised the school, and drain’d the fen 

Hears he now the Voice that wrong’d him? who shall swear it cannot be? 
Earth would never touch her worst, were one in fifty such as he 


Ere she gam her Heavenly-best, a God must mingle with the game 
Hay, there may be those aoout ns whom we neither see nor name, 


5<S7 
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Thousands oF horsemen had gather’d 
Ihwe on the height, 

With a tving push’d out to the left and 
a wing to the right, 

And who shall escape if they close ? but 
he dash’d up alone 
Thro’ the great gra> slope of men, 

Swav'd hi« sabre, and held his own 
Like an Enghshman there and then , 

Ali in a moment follow'd with force 
Three that ■were next in Ihctr fiery 
coarse, 

Wedged themselves in between horse 
and horse. 

Fought for (heir lives in the narrow gap 
they had made — 

Four amid thousands * and up the hill, 
up the hill, 

Gallopt the gallant three hundred, the 
Heav} Brigade 

i 

J III 

IFell hkc a cannonshot, 

'Bnist like a thunderbolt, 

Crash’d hkc a hurncanc, 

'Broke thro' the mass from below , 

(Drove thro’ the midst of the foe, 
plunged up and down, to and fro, 
tRode dashing blow upon blow , 

Stave Inniskillcns and Grejs 
pVhirhng their sabres m circles of hg 
kAnd some of us, all in amaze, 

Who were held for a while from 
fight. 

And were only standing at gaze, 

IVhen the dark-muffled Russian crow 
Folded its wangs from the led- on 
, right, j 

And roll’d them around like a clouo, 

0 mad for the charge and the a 

were we, , - _ 

When our own good redcoats san " 

Like drops’ of blood m a daik-gmy 
sen 

And we turn’d to each other, w'hispenng, 
Scarlett’s Brigade t 


IV 

Lost one and all’ were the words 

Mutter’d m our dismay; 

But they rode like Victors and Lords 
Thro’ the forest of lances and swords 
In the heart of the Russian hordes. 

They rode, or they stood at bay— 

Struck with the sword-hand and slew, 
Down with the bndle-hand drew 
The foe from the saddle and threw 
Underfoot there m the fray-j 
Ranged like a storm or stood like a rock 

In the wave of a stormj day, 

Till suddenly shock upon shock 
Stagger’d the mass from without, 
nro\e It in wild disarray, 

For out men ^Uopt up vnth a cheer and 

And the nttsed, »d ivnvedd, tmd 

of the field, 

,Vnd over the brow and awiy 


the Bngade’ 

Hem-tin 

Bngade' who iMde this of Inmskil 

Scots Greys and the -a ^ , jj ^ Brigade 

•“5*- ‘"'.,S^gw?mSieirsopTort 

subsequently dashing »P a,de-de camp. 


epilogue 
Irene. 

NOT this way will you set your name 

^ A stm among the stars 

Poet. 
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Dion iaDing, Rome arising, 

I vrars, and filial faith, and Dido’s 

pyre, 

n 

^ landscape lover, lord of language 

more than ht that sang the Works 
and Days, 

All the chosen coin of fancy 

flashing out from many a golden 
phrase; 

ni 

Thon that singest wheat and woodland, 
tilth and \’ine3ard, hive and horse 
and herd ; 

All the charm of all the Aluses 

often flowering in a lonely word. 


vm. 

Now thy Forum roars no longer, 

ihllen every purple Csesar’s 
dome — 

Tho’ thine ocean-roll of rhythm 

sound for ever of Impenal 
Rome — 

IX. 

Now the Rome of slaves hath pensh’d, 
and the Rome of freemen holds 
her place, 

I, from out the Northern Island 

sunder’d once from all the human 
race, 

X 


IV. 

Poet of the happy Tityrus 

piping underneath his becchen 
bowers; 

Poet of the poet-satyr 

whom the laughing shepherd 
bound with flowers, 


V. 

Chanter of the Polho, glorying 

in the blissful yeais again to be. 
Summers of the snakeless meadow, 

unlahonous earth and oarless sea. 


VI. 

Thou that seest Universal 

Nature moved by Universal 
Mind; 

Thou majestic in thy sadness 

at the doubtful doom of human 
kmd. 


VII 

I'lght among the vanish’d ages; 

star that gildest j’ct this phantom 
shore; 

Golden branch amid the shadows, 

kings and realms that pass to rise 
no more; 


I salute thee, Mantovano, 

I that loved thee since my day 
began, 

Wielder of the stateliest measure 

ever moulded by the lips of man 


THE DEAD PROPHET 
182- 


33 SAD ^ 

And the Muses cried with a stormy cry 
‘ Send them no more, for evermore 
JLet the people die ’ 

11 

Dead t . , 3, 

» Is It he then brought so low ? 

And a careless people flock d from the 

fields , . t. 

With a purse to pay for the show 

in 

Dead, who had served his toe. 

Was one of the people s kings. 

Had labour’d m lifting them out of slime. 
And showing them, souls have wings 
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THE DEAD PROPHET 


IV. 

Dumb on the winter heath he lay 
His friends had slript him bare, 

And roll’d his nakedness everyway 
That all the crowd might stare 

V 

A storm-worn signpost not to be read, 
And a tree with a moulder’d nest 
On Its barkless bones, stood stark by the 
dead; 

And behind him, low m the West, 

VI 

With shifting ladders of shadow and light. 
And blurr’d in colour and form. 

The sun hung over the gates of Kighl, 
And glared at a coming storm 

vit 

Then glided a vulturous Beldam forth, 
That on dumb death had thriven , 
They call’d her ‘ Reverence * here upon 
earth, 

And ‘The Curse of the Prophet* in 
Heaven 

viu 

She knelt — ‘ We worship him ’ — all but 
wept — 

‘ So great so noble was he! ’ 

She clear’d her sight, she arose, she swept 
The dust of earth from her knee. 

IX. 

‘Great I for he spoke and the people 
heard, 

And his cloqtienec caught like a flame 
From zone to zone of the world, till his 
Word 

Had won him a noble name 

X. 

Noble 1 he sung, and the sweet sound ran 
Thro’ palace and cottage door. 

For he touch’d on the whole sad planet 
of man. 

The kings and the rich and the poor. 


XI 

And he sung not alone of in old sun se 
But a sun coming up in his youth I 
Great and noble — O yes— but yet— 
For man is a lover of Truth, 

XII 

And bound to follow, wherever she go 
Stark-naked, and up or dowm, 

Thro’ her high hill -passes of stamlei 
snow. 

Or the foulest sewer of the town — 
Kin 

Noble and great — O ay — but then, 
Tho* a prophet should have hts due, 
Was he noblicr-fashion’d than other men 
Shall we see to it, I and you? 

XIV. 

For since he would sit on a Prophet 
scat, 

As a lord of the Human soul. 

We needs must scan him from head t 
feet 

Were it but for a wart or a mole?’ 

XV 

His wife and his child stood by him i 
tears, 

But she — she push’d them aside 
‘Tho’ a name may last for a thousan 
years, 

Yet a truth is a truth,’ she cried. 

XVI 

And she that had haunted his pathwa 
still, 

Had often truckled and cower’d 
■\^^lcn he rose m his wrath, and hai 
yielded her will 
To the master, as overpower’d, 

XVII 

She tumbled his helpless corpse about 
‘Small blemish upon the skm 1 
But I think we know what is fair without 
Is often as foul within.’ 


EARLY SPRING — MIDNIGHT, 
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IV 


XVIII 

5heaoach'd, she tore him part from part^ 

‘ \tid oat of his body she drew 
rhe led ‘ Blood- eagle of hvcr and 
heart 

She held them up to the view; 


The •woods with living aits 
How softly fann’d, 

Light airs from where the deepi 
All down the sand, 

Is breathing m his sleep, 

Heard by the land 


XIX. 

She pbbled, as she groped in the dead, 
And all the people were pleased ; 

‘Se^ what a little heart,’ she said, 

‘And the liter is half-diseased '* 

XX. 

She tote the Prophet after death, 

And the oeople paid her well 
laghtmngs flicker’d along the heath. 
One shnek’d * The fires of Hell ' ’ 


EARLY SPRING 


V 

O follow, leaping blood. 
The season’s lure 1 
0 heart, look down and up 
Serene, secure. 

Warm as the crocus cup. 
Like snowdrops, pure! 


VI 


ist, Future glimpse and fade 
Thro’ some slight spell, 
gleam from yonder vale. 

Some far blue fell, 

nd sympathies, how frail, 


1 

Once more the Heavenly Power 
Makes all things new. 

And domes the red-plow’d hills 
AVith loving blue , 

The blackbirds have their wil's, 
The throstles too 


VIl 

vt thy chuckled note, 
lou twinkling bird, 
fairy fancies range, 

id, lightly stirrd, 

of change 


II 

Opens a door m Heaven ; 

From skies of glass 
A Jacob’s ladder falls 
On greening grass. 

And o’er the mountain-walls 
Young angels pass. 


vni 

,ow the Heavenly Power 
ilces all thin^ new, 
thaws the cold, and fills 
flower with dew , 
blackbirds have tbeir wills, 


III 

Before them fleets the shower. 

And burst the buds, 

And shine the level lands. 

And flash the floods ; 

The stars are from their bands 
Flung thro’ the woods, 

^ Old Viktng term for lungs 'wet, 
by the conqiitror out of the body o 

conquered. 


PATORY poem to my 

MOTHER’S SONNETS. 

30 . 

I 

•HT-in no midsummer tune 

jiikeis lash the shores 
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^PRATER AVE ATQUE VALE' — HELEN'S TOWER 


The cockoo of a joyless Jtme 
Is caibng out of doors 

And thou hast vanish’d from thine own 
To that which looks like rest, 

True brother, only to be known 
By those who love thee best. 

II 

Midnight — and joyless June gone by. 
And from the deluged park 
The cuckoo of a n orse July 
Is calhng thro’ the dark 

But thou art silent underground. 

And o’er thee streams the rain. 

True poet surely to be found 
When Truth is found again 

III 

And, now to these unsummer’d skies 
The summer bird is stiU, 

Far off a phantom cuckoo cnes 
From out a phantom hill ; 

And thro’ this midnight breaks the sun 
Of sixty years away. 

The light of days when life begun. 

The days that seem to-day. 

When all my gnefs were shared with thee. 
As all my hopes were thine — 

As all thou wert was one with me, 

May all thou art be mme I 


‘FRATER AVE ATQUE VALE’ 

Row us out from Desenzano, to your 
Sirmione row 1 

So they row’d, and there we landed — * O 
venusta Sirimo '’ 

There to me thro’ all the groves of olive 
in the summer glow. 

There beneath the Roman rmn where the 
purple flowers grow, 

Came that ‘ Ave atque Vale of the Poet’s 
hopdess woe, 

Tenderest of Roman poets nmeteen- 
bundred years ago. 


‘ Prater Ave atque Vale ’ — as wewander 
to and fro 

Gazing at- the Lydian laughter of tl 
Garda Lake below 

Sweet Catullus’s all -but -island, ohn 
sihery Simuo 1 

HELEN’S TOWER 1 

Helen’s Tou lr, here I stand, 
Dominant over sea and land 
) Son’s lose built me, and 1 hold 
Mother’s loi e in letter’d gold 
Love IS in and out of time, 

I am mortal stone and lime 
Would my granite girth wcrestronj 
As either love, to last as long • 

I should wear my crown entire 
To and thro’ the Doomsday fire. 
And be found of angel eyes 
In earth’s recurring Paradise. 

EPITAPH ON LORD STRAT- 
FORD DE REDCLIFFE 
In Westminster Abbey 

Thou third great Canning, stand amonj 
our best 

And noblest, now thy long day’s worl 
h^th ceased. 

Here silent in our Minster of the W’esl 

Who wert the voice of England m th( 
East 

EPITAPH 

ON GENERAL GORDON 

IN THE GORDON BOYS’ NATIONAL 
MEMORIAL HO’IF NEAR WOKING 

Warrior of God, man’s fhend, and 
Rant’s foe. 

Now somewhere dead far m the waste 
Soudan, 

Thou livest m all hearts, for all men know 

This earth has never borne a noblei 
man. 

I Wntten at the request of my fnend. Lord 
Dufienn 
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FREEDOM — TO H R H PRINCESS BEA TRICE 


in 

Fot thou — when Athens leign'd and 
Rome, 

Thy glonous eyes were dimm’d with 
pain 

To mark m many a freeman’s home 
The sla^e, the scourge, the chain. 


X 

Men loud against all forms of power — 
Unfumish’d brows, tempestuous 
tongues — 

Expecting all things in an hour — 
Brass mouths and iron lungs 1 


IV 

O follower of the "lesion, still 
In motion to the distant gleam, 
Howe’er blind force and brainless will 
May jar thy golden dream 

V 

Of Knowledge fusing class with class. 
Of CIVIC Hate no more to be, 

Of Love to leaven all the mass, 

Till eieiy Soul be free, 

VI 

Who jet, like Nature, wouldst not mar 
By changes all too fierce and fast 
This order of Her Human Star, 

This heritage of the past , 

VII 

O scomer of the partj cry 
That wanders from the public good. 
Thou — when the nations rear on h^h 
Their idol smear’d wnth blood, 

vin 

And when they roll their idol down 

Of saner worship sanely proud. 
Thou leather of the lawless crown 
As of the lawless crowd. 




How long thine eier-growmg mind 
Hath still d the blast and strown 
wave, 

Thtf some of late would raise a wmc 
To sing thee to thy grave, 


TO H R.H PRINCESS 
BEATRICE 

Ttt'o Suns of Love make day of human 
life, 

ViTiich else with all its pains, and gnefs, 
and deatlis. 

Were utter darkness — one, the Sun ol 
dawn 

That brightens thro’ the Mother’s tender 
eyes. 

And warms the child’s awakening world 
— and one 

The latcr-nsing Sun of spousal Love, 

Which from her household orbit draws 
the child 

To move m other spheres The Motlier 
weeps 

At that white funeral of the smgle life. 

Her maiden daughter’s mamnge, and 
her tears 

Are half of pleasure, half of pain — the 
child 

Is happy — ev’n in leavang her! but Thou, 

True daughter, whose all-faithful, filial 
^es 

Haveseen the lonelmessof earthly thrones. 

Wilt neither quit the widow’d Crown 
nor let 

This later light of Lov e hav e nsen in v am, 

But moving thro’ the Mother’s home, 
between 

The two that love thee, lead a summer 
life. 

Sway’d bj each Love, and swajing to 
each Love, 

Like some conjectured planet m *mid 
heaven 

Between two Suns, and drawing down 
from both 

The light and genial warmth of double daj 


THE FLEET 
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THE FLEET.i 


You, yoa, tf yon shall fail to under- 
stand 

What England is, and what her all in- 
alt, 

On yoa wall come the curse of all the 
land. 

Should this old England fall 

Winch Nelson left so great 

J The speaker said that *he should like to be 
sssaitd tha. o'het outlying portions of the 
Etap'ie, the Crown colonies, and importmt 
eoahitg stations were hting as promptly and as 
tao^oaghly •ortified as the s anons capitals of the 
sd^ goveramg colonies. He was credihlj ir- 
foaned this was not so It was impossible, alM, 
n«. to fsel some degree of anxietj about the 
elncacy of present provision to defend and 
tect, hy ciea .15 of swift wet* anred cruisets, the 
uaaiense mercantile fleet of the Trap re A third 
source of anxiety, so far as the colonies were 
conceraed, was the apparently insufficient pron 
non far the rapid manufacture of armaments 
their prompt despatch when ordered to their 
coloaial destination Hence the necessity for 
taancfactunng appliances equal to the require 
dents, rot of Great Bntain alone, but 
whole Empire But the keystone of the whole 
was the necessity for an overwhelmingly powerful 

flee nadeffiaent defence for all necessary coaling 

statiora^ This was as essential for the colonies 
as for G'eat Bntain It was the one 
for the continuance of the Empire. All 
Contincctal Powers did walh respect to armits 
England should effect wnth he'' nasa It 
essentially a defensis c force, and could be mO'e 
rapidly from point to point, but it should be equ 
to all that was expected from it. H 'was o 
strengthen the fleet that colonists would Ura 
readily tax themselves, because they realised ow 
essential a powerful fleet was to the safety, no 
o’dy of that extersive conunercc sailing m e'eo 
sea, hjt ultimately to the security of the is 
portions of the Empire WTio could ® 

loss mvolied in even a bnef period of disas e 
the Impenal Navy’ .\ny 
tinely expended in preparation would be <1 
insignificant when compared with _ 

calamQ he had referred to * — Extract/*^’ 
Gr<Aa,K Serry't Sj^eecf- at t/e Colo tat Itati 

tatti prt Neven^er sE86 

I 


II 

His isle, the mightiest Ocean-povrer on 
earth. 

Our otvnfatr isle, the lord of every sea — 
Her fuller franchise — what would that he 
worth — 

Her ancient fame of Free — 

Were she a fallen state? 

ni 

Her dauntless army scatter’d, and so 
small. 

Her island -mjattads fed from alien 
lands — 

The fleet of England is her all-in-all , 
Her fleet is in jour hanos, 

And in her fleet her Fate 

n 

You, jou, that have the ordenng of hei 
fleet, 

//•iOXL should only compass her dis 
ffnxccj ■ j 

Wlien all men starve, the wild mohs 
million feet 

Wi’l kick jou from jour phee, 

But then too late, too late 


OPENING OF THE INDIAN 
AND COLONIAL EXHIBI- 
TION BY THE QUEEN 

IVntlen ai the Request of the Frtnce 
of Wales 

I 

Welcome, welcome with one voice » 

In vour w elfate we rejoice. 

Sons and brothers that have sent. 

From isle and cape and continent. 
Produce of your field and flood, 

Lunt and mine, and 
Works of subtle brain and hand, 

And splendours of the morning land. 
Gifts from every British zone, 

Britons, hold your 
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TO W C MACREADY. 


n 

May we find, is ages run, 

The mother featured in the son , 

And maj jours for c\er be 
That old strength and constancy 
Which has vnaUt. jour fathers great 
In our ancient island State, 

And \\here\er her flag flv, 

Glorying bet v,ecn sea and si j, i 

Makes the might of Britain knov n, i 
Britons, hold j our on n * 

111 

Britain fought lur sons of jotc — 

Britain fad’d , and tiestr more, 

Careless of our growing km, 

Shall nc sin our fathers’ sin, 

Men tnat m a narrow et daj — 
UnpTophetic rulers thej — 

Drove from out the mother’s nest 
That joung eagle of the West 
To forage for herself alone , 

Bntons, hold jour own 1 

IV 

Sharers of our glonous past, 

Brothers, must nc part at last i 
Shall ne not thro’ good and ill 
Cleave to one another still ? 

Britain’s mjnad soiccs call, 

‘ Sons, he welded each and all. 

Into one imperial whole, 

One with Britain, heart and soul ’ 

One life, one flag, one fleet, one Throne 1’ 
Britons, hold jour own ’ 

POETS AND THEIR BIBLIO- 
GRAPHIES 

Old poets foster’d under fnendher skies. 
Old Virgil who would write ten lines, 
thej say. 

At dawn, and lavish all the golden 
day 

To make them wealthier in his readers' 
eyes, 


And joa, old jmpulat nor'cc, %ou the 

WISi' 

Adviser of tin. nine jear- ponder’d tnj, 

And jor, that wear a wrea'h of snetter 

I Catullus, whose dead songster never dies 
If, glancing downv ard on the 1 indlj 
sphere 

That once had roll'd jou round ami 
round the Sun, 

lo-i see jour Art sifll shrined ir 
human shelves, 

Vou shcrtdd be jubilant that jou flounsht 
lure 

Ji'forc the Ixive of Letters, overdone, 
Had swampl the sacred poets vvitl 
themselves 

TO \V C MACREADY 
rSsr 

’ rARVWvn , Macreadj, since to mghl vv< 
part, 

1 ill-handed thunders often have 
confessed 

Thj power, well used to move the 
jiubhc brca>t 

IVc (hank thee with our vo.ce, and from 
' ihc heart 

; rarcwcll, M.acreadj', since this night wc 
’ pirt, 

' Go, taV c thine honours home , rank 
j with the Ix-st, 

Garrick and statelier Kemble, and 
the vest 

IVho made a nation purer through their 
art 

Thine is it tliat our drama did not die, 

Nor flicker down to brainless panto 
mime. 

And (hose gilt gauds mcn-childrcn 
swann to sec 

Farewell, Macrcadj , moral, grave, sub 
lime , 

Oiir Shat espeare’s bland and universal 
eje 

Dwells pleased, through tvvicc a 
hundred years, on thee 


DEMETER 

AND OTHER POEMS 


TO THE MARQUIS OF DUF- 
FERIN AND AVA. 

I. 

At bmes our Britain cannot rest, 

At times her steps are smft and rash. 
She moving, at her girdle dash 

The golden kejs of East and West 

n. 

Not swift or rash, vhen late she lent 
The sceptres of her West, her East, 

To one, that ruling has increased 

Her greatness and her self-content 

111 

V'our rule has made the people love 
Their ruler Your saceregal daj's 
Have added fulness to the phrase 

Of ‘Gauntlet in the velvet glove ’ 

IV 

Bnt smce your name w ill grow with Time, 
Not all, as honounng your fair fame 
Of Statesman, have I made the name 

A golden portal to my rhyme. 

V 

But more, that you and yours may know 
From me and mine, how dear a debt 
We owed you, and are owing jet 

To you and yours, and still would owe 

VI 

For he — ^your India was his Fate, 

And drew him over sea to j'ou — 

He fain had ranged her thro’ and thro’. 

To serve her myriads and the State, — 

VII 

A soul that, watch’d from earliest j'outh. 

And on thro’ many a brightening year. 


Had never swerved for craft or fear, 
By one side path, from simple truth, 

VIII 

Who might have chased and claspt 
Renown 

And caught her chaplet here — and there 
In haunts of jungle-poison’d air 
The flame of life went wavenng down, 

IX. 

But ere he left your fatal shore. 

And lay on that funereal boat, 

Dying, ‘ Unspeakable ’ he wrote 
‘Their kindness,’ and he wrote no more, 

X. 

And sacred is the latest word , 

And now the Was, the Might-have- 
been. 

And those lone ntes I have not seen. 
And one drear sound I have not heard. 


XI 

Are dreams that scarce will let me be. 
Not tliere to bid my boy ^revvell. 
When That within the coffin fell, 
Fell— and flash’d into the Red Sea, 


aeath a hard Arabian moon 
And alien stars To question, why 
rhe sons before the fathers die, 

& I nnd I mav meet him soon, 


XIII 

But while my life’s late eve endures, 
Nor settles into liueless gray. 

My memories of his briefer day 
WiU mi* yours 
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ON THE T UBIL Eg OF QUEEN 
VICTORIA. 

I 

Fifty times the rose has flower’d and 
faded, 

Fifty times the golden harvest fallen, 

Since our Qaeen assumed the globe, the 
sceptre 

II 

She beloved fo’’ a kindlmess 
Rare in Fable or Histotj, 

Queen, and Empress of India, 
Crown’d so long with a diadem 
Never worn by a worthier. 

Now with prosperous augunes 
Comes at last to the bounteous 
Crownmg jear of her Jubilee 

III 

Nothing of the lawless, of the Despot, 
Nothing of the vulgar, or vainglorious, 

All 1$ graaous, gentle, great and Queenly 

rv 

You then joyfiillj , all of you. 

Set the mountain aflame to-night, 
Shoot jour stars to the Armament, 
Deck j our houses, illuminate 
All jour towns for a festival. 

And in each let a multitude 
Loyal, each, to the heart of it. 

One full voice of alli^'ince. 

Hail the fur Ceremonial 
Of this year of her Jubilee 

V 

Queen, as true to womanhood as Queen- 
hood, 

Glorying in the glories of her people, 
Sorrowmg with the sorrows of the lowest I 

VI 

You, that wanton in affluence. 

Spare not now to be bountiful, 

Cill jour poor to regale with you, 
All the lowly, the destitute. 


Make their neighbourhood health 
fuller, 

Give j our gold to the Hospital, 
Let the wearj be comforted. 

Let the needy be banqueted. 

Let the maim’d in his heart rejoice 
At this glad Ceremonial, 

And this year of her Jubilee. 

VII 

Henry’s fifty years are all in shadow. 
Gray vvath distance Edward's fifty sum 
mers, 

Ev’n her Grandsire’s fifty half forgotten, 
vm 

You, the Patriot Architect, 

You that shape for Eternity, 

Raise a statelv memorial, 

Make It regally gorgeous, 

Some Impenal Institute^ 

Rich m sj mbol, in ornament, 
Which may speak to the centuries, 
All the centnnes after us. 

Of this great Ceremonial, 

And this year of her Jnbilee 

ix. 

Fifty years of ever -broadening Con 
raerce ’ 

Fifty years of cv er-bnghtcning Science’ 
Fifty years of ever-wademng Empire! 

x. 

You, the Mighty, the Fortunate, 
You, the Lord-temtonal, 

I You, the Lord-manufacturer, 

You, the hardy, labonous, 

Patient children of Albion, 

You, Canadian, Indian, 
Australasian, Afncan, 

All j our hearts be in harmony. 

All your voices in unison. 

Singing ‘ Hail to the glonous 
Golden year of her Jubilee •’ 

Are there thunders moaning in the di 
taace? 


'0 rA'OF^’^SOi: — DEAfEXER Aff& FERSEPJSrOjhrE. SSi 


; Alt Jlittc n'>o\ ri; in tli" >ntk* , 

} r.t*;? 

I Tiu^ cVc I!'!!’ »»f L;ht Mi'l Ic’il Jer j 
j 7:il ti;c lk'”*'’cin j i«, 0 c <ijv;cties 
J Ari 'DC L put >1 ^ itin', imJ tin Jit) • 

TMft” 

DtMvs ;i‘o lie )iil let of 'l.r \n«' 

TO PKoriissou ji:ns, 

VilUITlM POtU'lMVC I'orM 

FAir tl '7j^ sre to r*('a -w ’>, 
itar ju . {’■"■l )e».ici J'\ * 

Irom rat ihe f.iio'-' 0 ' PirJnr m 

Fv'j’l J cn Oljnip’in , nJ ilit.} 'a) * 

Ttitl «c tie toq »1 jminm> whcVi 
orr^jit Vicjc *i KT3jn as si cet 

-Vs that iihicli j'llH the clelic of 

runn\) 1 th a iuinnicr of milder heat 

Jo mj 1 } us Ic^rnu fo' av hilc, 
ffgretirj hj joar class c *ni’lc5 

Tfto' ikad in its 1 nra'rnn Cnna, 
liIo_TOia ajjan on a colJct I'lc 

■If Dr-MJCT Lll _ANp_ rilJlbU’IIOXC ' 

{1% K^^A.) 

FA^^T as a rhmalc-clnnging Inrd 
flies 

All T'ght across the dark-m-ss, and at 
daim 

Falls on il L threshold cf her name land, 
And can no more, Uiou earnest, O tnj 
- clnld, 

Ijcd npiiard hy the God of ghosts ana 
drc'ins, 

Who laid thee at Ekusis, dared and 
dumli 

t In UoIo, m 

Ibcy saj, for the fact is doubtful 


N\ uh passing thro’ at once from state to 
st’tc, 

Ui til I brought thee hither, that Uie 
d-.>. 

When licreth} hands let fall the gather’d 
flon cr, 

Might break thro' clouded memoncs 
once again 

On th> lost self \ sudden nightingale 
Saw thee, and flash’d into a frolic of 
song 

And Mclcome, and a gleam as of the 
moon. 

When first she peers along the tremulous 
deep, 

lied Maiuniig o’er tliy face, and chased 
a\\a> 

That shadow of a 111 cncss to the king 
Of shadow s, thj dark mate Persephone I 
Queen of the dead no more— my child I 
Thine ejes 

Again were human godlike, and the Sun 
lUirst from a swimming fleece of winter 

-\nd roS^ thee m his day from head to 

feet*’** 

‘Mother" and I was folded m thine 
arms. 

Child, those imperial, disimpassion’d 

Awed e?enmc at first, thy mother-eyes 
That oft had seen the serpent-wanded 

Draw downward into Hades with his 

nr flickering spectres, hghted from below 

SySemdracVoffieiyPhlegethon, 

But when before have Gods or men be- 

hdd 

Th(» Life that had descended re-anse. 
Till Sled from aboic him by the Sun? 

A c” ttat »"fi *'■>’ “ 

He.aven ' 

c,, this ple.asant sale we stand again, 

Tte Wd ofLn-^ once more 

Widi Howcts that bitshten tta thy foot- 
step falls, 



DEMETER AND PERSEPHONE 
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All flowers — but for one blacl^ blur of 
earth 

Left by that closmg chasm, thro’ which 
the car 

Of dark Aidoneus nsmg rapt thee 
hence 

And here, my child, tho’ folded in thine 
arms, 

I feel the deathless heart of motherhood 
Within me shudder, lest the naked glebe 
Should yawn once more into the gulf, ! 

and thence | 

The shrilly whinnyings of the team of 
Hell, ' 

Ascending, pierce the glad and songful 
air, 

And all at once their arch’d necks, mid 
night-maned. 

Jet upward thro’ the mid day blossom 
Nol 

For, see, thy foot has touch’d it , all the 
space 

Of blank earth -baldness clothes itself 
afresh, 

And breaks into the crocus purple hour 
That saw thee vanish 

Child, when thou wert gone, 

I envied human wiaes, and nested birds. 
Yea, the cubb’d lioness , went in search 
of thee 

Thro* many a palace, many a cot, and 
gave 

Thy breast to ailing infants in the night. 
And set the mother waking in amaze 
To find her sick one whole, and forth 
again 

Among the wail of midnight winds, and 
died, 

‘Where is my loved one? Wherefore 
do ye wail ?' 

And out from all the night an answer 
shnll’d, 

‘ We know not, and we know not why we 
wail ’ 

I climb’d on all the cliffs of all the seas, 
And ask’d the waves that moan about 
the world 

‘Where? do ye make your moaning for 
my diild ? ’ 


And round from all the world the voices 
came 

‘ We know not, and we know not why 
w e moan ’ 

‘WTiere’? and I stared from every eagle 
peak, 

I thndded the black heart of all the 
woods, 

I peer’d thro’ tomb and cate, and in the 
storms 

Of Autumn swept across the city, and 
heard 

The murmur of their temples chanting 
me, 

hie, me, the desolate Mother 1 ‘ Where’? 
— and turn’d, 

And fled by many a waste, forlorn of 
man. 

And grieved for man thro’ all my gnef 
for thee, — 

The jungle rooted in his shatter’d hearth. 
The serpent coil’d about his broken shaft. 
The scorpion crawling over naked 
skulls, — 

I saw the tiger m the ruin’d fane 
Spring from his fallen God, but trace of 
thee 

I saw not, and far on, and, followang out 
A league of labyrinthine darkness, came 
On three gray heads beneath a gleaming 
rift 

‘Where’? and I heard one voice from 
all the three 

‘ We know not, for we spin the lives of 
men. 

And not of Gods, and know not why we 
spm 1 

There is a Fate beyond us ’ Nothing 
knew 

Last as the likeness of a dying man. 
Without his knowledge, from him flits to 
warn 

A far-off fnendship that he comes no 
more, 

So he, the God of dreams, who heard 
my cry, 

Drew from thyself the likeness of thyself 
Without thy knowledge, and thy shadow 
past 
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f;fc" r'f, <r)m4 *lhr Tr.:;'!* or,- 'U 
t*”. Such*": 

U brc»’* cr of ibt me in tbe Jouest 
ArJ P.r'i';!'’ irtl l>i»b )'i •c'^ milmt I. 
U p di i ’ 

Of taet, lie r't^l Motbe*, Uiec, 

ihe Ptwii 

That I'f *1 iicr bar.t I I fc ftoni glivim to 
llcj'Vi', 

ShoebJ w <‘iT' evt* a I'l • c\e more 
n.c li" le c^l)T.rb’'r.s ’ 


^ So till. Slndon wai'd 

I Then 1, Earth Go'ldt ^ , ci.r^*! inc GrKU 
I of J Icawn 

I 1 real I nt' mmjjlc vatli 'lisir ftirts, to 

BIC 

{ Tht.r r-Ytar "n''cV.’<l of hcnlocl on the 

t lips 

c i^cir ivh aril ro la t-a-icil icon ic 

* Tne rm, thax otiU l'n.5 -id loics an 

' liour, 

i Scc"i’d nohkr than their Iniil 1' tcraUies 
I ‘1> rjmeh tearv kil’d tlic Cower, mj 
f ra infp; hn'-n'u 

* Tlie lard, a' d IonI ui 1 1 er grief I fail’d 

, To «ead mj life thro’ o’nt*j*rd and une 
' And goMtn grain, mj gift to helplv^-* 
man 

I Kainroi.tn dieo ihc wheal, ihi harlc)- 
!• spears 

Were hollow husk’d, the leaf ft.ll, and 
I the iut>, 

^’alc at my gnef, drew down before lus 
lime 

S'cken’ng and /Etna kep* her winter 
snow 

Then lie, the brother of tins Dari ness, 
He 

WTio still IS highest, glannng from his 
height 

On earth a fruitless tallow, when he 

•m. "'tis’d 

The V onK'l steam of sacrifice, the praise 

And prajer of men, decreed that thou 
should St dwell 

^or nine white moons of each whole )car 
with me, 

Three dark ones in the shadow with thy 
king 


Once more the reaper m the gleam ot 
u-'vn 

Will see me In the landmark far away, 

Itlc'sHig his field, or seated in the dusk 

ofettn, hj the lonelj threshing-floor, 

fttjoicing m the harvest and the grange. 

Vet 1, I atlli Goddess, am but ill 
content 

Wall tl em, who still are highest Those 
gra) heads, 

W hat meant thej bj their ‘ Fate be 3 'ond 
the Fates’ 

Rut joaiiger kindlier Gods to bear us 
dow n. 

As we bore down the Gods before us/ 
Gods, 

To quench, not hurl the thunderbolt, to 
Slav, 

Not 'T>re .d the plague, the famine , Gods 
indeed. 

To send the noon into the night and 


ureak 

The sunless halls of Hades into Heaven? 

Till thj dark lord accept and love the Sun, 
\nd all the Shadow die into the Light, 

W'lien thou slnlt dwell the whole bright 
} car with me, 

And souls of men, who grew beyond 
ihcir race, 

And made themselves as Gods against 
the fear 

Of Death and Hell , and thou that hast 
from men. 

As Queen of Death, that worship which 
IS Fear, 

Henceforth, as having risen from out the 
dead, 

Shalt ever send th> life along with mine 

From buried gram thro’ springing blade, 
and bless 

Their garner’d Autumn also, reap vv ith me, 

Ikrtb-mother, in the harvest hjmns of 
Earth 

The worship which is Love, and see no 


The 


more 

Slone, the WTiecl, the dimly 
glimmenng lawns 
Of that Elysium, all the hateful fires 
Of torment, and the shadow} ymor glide 
Alon" the silent field of Asphodel 
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OWD ROA I 

Naay, noa mander® o’ use to be callin’ ; 
’itn Roa, Roa, Roa, 

Fur the dog’s stoan deaf, an’ e’s blind, ’e 
can naither stan’ nor goa 

But I means fur to maake ’is owd aagc 
as ’appj as iver I can, 

Fur I owas owd Roaser moor nor I i\er 
owad mottal man 

Thou’s rode of ’is back when a babbj, 
afoor thou as as gotten too oud. 
Fur Vd fetch an’ carry like owt, 'c was 
alius as good as gowd 

Eh, but ’c’d fight wi’ a will when ’c 
fowl , ’e could howd® 'is oan. 

An’ Roa was the dog as knaw’d when 
an’ wheerc to bury Ins boane 

An’ ’e kep his head hoop hkc a king, an’ 
'e’d nivcr not down wi’ 'is taail. 
Fur ’e’d ni\er done nowt to bo shaamed 
on, when we was 1 ’ llowlaby 
Daale 

An’ ’e sarved me sa well when ’c li\cd, 
that, Dick, when ’e cooms to be 
dead, 

I thinks as I’d like fur to lies soom soort 
of a samce read 

Fur ’e’s moor good sense na the Parba 
ment man ’at stans fur us ’ere, 

An’ I’d loat fur ’im, my oan sen, if ’c 
could but Stan fur the Shere 

* Faaithful an’ True ’ — ^them words be 1 ’ 
Scriplur — an’ Faaithful an’ True 
Ull be fun’ * upo’ four short legs ten times 
fur one upo’ two 

^n’ maaybe they’ll walk upo’ two but 1 
knaws they runs upo’ four,® — 
Bedtime, Dicky 1 but waait till tha ’ears 
it be strikin’ the hour 

1 Old Rover a Manner > Hold 
* Found ® ‘ On as in ‘ house ’ 


Fur I wants to tell tlia o’ Roa when we 
lived 1 ’ Howlaby Daale, 

Ten year sin — Naay — naay 1 tha mun 
nobbut hev’ one glass of aale 

Straange an’ owd-farran’d ^ the ’ouse, arf 
belt * long afoor my daay 
\Vi’ haafe o’ the chimlcys a-twizzen’d® 
an* twined like a band o’ Imy 

The fellers as maakes them picturs, ’ud 
coom at the fall o’ the year, 

An’ settle their ends uiio stools to pictur 
the door-poorch thccrc. 

An’ the Heaglc 'as lied tw o heads stannin* 
tlicere o’ the brokken stick ,* 

An’ they niver 'ed seed sich ivin’® as 
graw’d hall ower the brick , 

An’ thccrc i’ the ’ousc one night — ^but it’s 
down, an’ all on it now 
Goan into mangles an’ tonups,® an 
raaved slick thruf by the plow — 

Thccrc, when the ’ouse wur a house, one 
night I wuT siUm’ aloan, 

Wi’ Roavci nthuTt my fecat, an’ slccapin 
still as a stoan. 

Of a Christmas Eave, an’ as cowd as 
this, an’ tlie middersl as white. 
An’ the fences all on ’em bolster’d oop 
Wi’ the wandle® that night. 

An’ the cat wur a-slceapin alongside 
Roaver, but I wur awaakc. 

An’ smoakin’ an’ tlunkin’ o’ things — 
Doant maake thy sen sick wi' the 
caake 

Fur the men atcr supper ’ed sung tlicir 
songs an’ ’ed ’ed their beer. 

An’ ’ed goan their waays; ther was 
nobbut three, an’ noan on ’em 
thccrc 

^ ‘ 0«d fartan’d,' old fashioned * Built. 

® ‘Twizzen’d,* twisted ■» On a staff nywAi 

'Ivy ® Mangolds and turnips. 

^ Meadows » Hnfied snow 
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Toiy all o; f< tr'ti o’ »>.. Glu' 
Ra* \h K r’t rr'l •-ki >^1 1’ tl.e ’0 1'C 
Fsl Ihcxv, U*c Ohot<.t ai i tJin-,* >%■"; 
a Ht or a rr su^i 

Aa' I Jo<viltt oa* wf>n\l ' ii. sbr , 
an' llic O'jlc al* of a ils w. 

Fur I '«sd ilie ImCr. "an* i*ta n Iil c 

a k'”” 'r'lKL »' il c '•aw, 

All’ I henirl pti’i la. ip' o ihc <;'na 
Mttvt n' du .a rhe b-ak to 

Ir.c bto , 

•la’ ti cn as I i' tic dwrarij, I 
fee Jtl ii mj» o’ i!.j reef 

Sav 1 turn’d in "Pc i, an’ 1 iho\ t o* 
the } 00.1 o 'd inn.', ’-t a'", pom 
AV tlic mumej the/ n'vii bj tiic t ■’r, 
an’ iht. t mes 'it is coo iim’ on , 

Far 1 tho • i t‘ the St-i-vtc M'*: a ';nwiij* 
to let in funuui'.’ ss’ t it, 

Hoaisci llnt.sh f\n tts to stan’ 
agean o ti.cij ftc^t 

Hofttttt ms I fur to fini tnj rent an’ 
to jiiaj nj tnen ? 

An* all alonfj o’ the fdlcr ” xs luniM 'n« 
brek of hut'.v.x 

Thoaslcp i’ the clnunibcr alxjsc us, uc 
CO lid 1 1 ha 'card lb- ctH, 

Sa Moolhcr 'cd ted'd laa to btint; iba 
doun, an’ ill) c'andk an’ all , 

Fur the gdl o’ the farm ’it skp ssi’ tin 
then «I pollen v tr lease. 

Fur to goi ihat mplii to ’er foall bj cause 
o' the Chrislni'is Lave , 

^ul X clem forgot tha, ni) lad, sslicn 
Jloother ’td gotten to bed, 

An’ I slep i* in) chair hup on end, an’ the 
1 rcea 1 rude tunn'd ’i my 'end, 

Till 1 dream’d ’at Squire walkt in, an’ I 
aa)s to lum ‘ Squire, )a’rc laat«^’ 
Fhen I <ced at ’is faace ssair as red as the 
Y ult block ilieer 1 ’ tbe graatc 

t * Moluhns,' for the mo-.! part, KcneraUi 
■! Once “ Peel 


An* ’e says ‘ can ya paa) me the rent to 
night?’ an’ I says to ’im * Noa,’ 
An’ ’c cotch’d hovsd hard o’ my hairm,t 
‘1 hen hout to night tin shall goa ’ 

‘Tin’ll niser,’ says I, ‘be atumin ma 
boat upo’ Chnstmas Ease’? 
Then 1 ssxakcd an’ I fun n ssas Reaver 
a tuggin’ an’ teann* my sheas e 

An* I thowt as ’c’d goan clean uaid,® fui 
I noissaays knasv’d ’is intent , 

\n’ I says ‘Git assaay, ya beast,’ an’ 1 
fetcht ’im a kick an’ ’c ssent. 


Then ’c tummlcd up stairs, fur I ’card 
’im, as if ’c’d ’a brokken ’is neck, 
An’ I’d cleat forgot, hlllc Dicky, thy 
clnurabcr door wouldn’t sncck ,® 


Vn’ I slop’ 1 my chair agean wa’ my hairm 
hingin’ down to the floor, 

An’ I thosvt it ssas Roascr a tuggm’ an 
teann’ me waiss nor "foot, 


\n’ I thowt ’at I kick’d ’im agean, but 1 
kick’d thy Moother islcad 
• Wlnl aria snorin’ ihcere fur ? the house 
is afire,’ she said 


ITij^ Moother ’cd bean ana^n’ about 
the gcll o’ the farm, 

She oflbns ’ud spy summut wrong when 
there w am’t not a mossel o’ harm , 


An’ she didn’t not solidly mean I wair 
gassan’ that waay to the bad, 

Fur the cell* was as howry a trollope 
as iscr traapes’d i’ the squad 

But Moother was free of ’er tongue, as I 
oflens ’ev tcll’d ’er mysen, 

Sa I kep 1 ’ my chair, fur I thowt she 
was nobbut a-nhn’ ma then 


n’ I says ‘Fd be good to tha, Bess, if 
tha’d onywaays let ma be good,’ 

, a Mad *I-atch 

4 The e<rl «as xi dirt> a slut as ever trudged 
, the mud, hut there is a sense of slattcrnlrness 
1 ‘tnupcs d’ which is not expressed in trudged 
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But she shclpt tni hiafe ower i' the chut, 
an’ scrccad like a llo il gone 
wud > — 

' Ya man nin fur the Iclhcr " Gil oop, 
if ja’re onyiiaajs goo I for owt ' 
And I sajs ‘If I Iwant noainajs- not 
noisadanjs — good fur nowt — 

Yit I beant Mch a Kowt^ of all Nont. 

as ’ull hallus do as ’c s hid ' 

‘ IJut the stairs is afire,’ she said ; then I 
seed ’er a cr^aii’, I did 

An’ shehe^ld * \ a mun '■’ase little Dick, 
an’ be shaqt about it an’ all,’ 

Sa I runs to the jaxd fur a Iclher, an’ I 
sets 'im age n the wall, | 

An’ I clautns an’ I mashes the winder ^ 
hin, when I gits to the top. 

But the heat dru\ hout i’ my hejes till I 
fcald my ->60 readj to drop 

Thj Moolher was bondin’ the lether, an’ 
tellm’ me not to be si e ira. 

An’ I wasn’t afeard, or 1 thinks leas 
waays as I wasn’t afeard , 

But I couldn't see fur the smoake whccrc 
thou was a liggin, mj lad, 

An’ Roaver was theere i’ the chauiiiber 
a >owlin’ an’ jaupm’ like mad , 

An’ thou was abeilm’ hkcwise, an' a 
squealin’, as if tha was bit, 

An’ It wasn’t a bite but a bura, fur the 
merk’s^ o’ thy shon’dcr )ii , 

Then I call’d out Roa, Roa, Roa, thaw 
I didn’t haafe think as ’c’d ’ear. 
But eootn'd ihrttf the Jirt viV //y baint 
t' 'ts mouth to the wtt der theere ' 

He coom’d like a Hangcl o’ marcy as 
soon as 'e ’e-rd ’is naame, | 

Or like tother Hangcl i’ Scnptui 'at 
summun seed i’ the flaame, 

r She half oiertutned me and shnet ed like an 
owl gone road J Ladder 

s A thoroughlj insignificant or worthle-.s 
person 4 aja,] 


When siia'mi n ’ed baa’d fi r a son, an 
’e promsea a son to she. 

An’ Roa was as goo’ as the Ilaagcl i’ 
satsm’ a son fur me 

&a 1 bro St tha dawn, an’ I sajs ‘ I nwn 
gaw up agean fur Ro e’ 

‘Gaw up agean fur the varnint?’ I 
ttll’d ’e-r ‘ Vtjs I mun goa ’ 

An’ I claumb d jp agean to tlic winder, 
an cicmm’d* owd Real j the ’c id, 
An’ ’is 'an coom’d oT i’ iiiy ’ands aa’ I 
ta ikca ’im at fust fur dead , 

I'ur 'e smell’d like a lurse a singcin', an’ 
rttam’d -s blind as a poop. 

An’ haafe on ’im bare as a biiblin’ * I 
couldn't wall en ’in oop. 

But I b-owi 'itn down, an' we got to the 
bam, fur the barn wouldn't bum 
\\i’ the wind blawm’ hard tother wa-aj, 
an’ the w ind wasn’t like to turn 

An’ / 1 cp a callin’ o’ Ro i till ’c waggled 
'ls taail fur a bit, 

Bat the cocks 1 ep a cranin’ an’ craw in’ 
all night, an’ I 'errs ’em jit , 

An’ the dogs was a jowhn’ -II round, and 
thou was a-squeahn’ tlij'sea, 
x\n’ ’Toother was naggin’-n’ groanin’ an' 
moanin’ an’ naggin’ agean ; 

An’ I ’card the bncks an’ the baulks® 
mmmle down when the roof ger 
waay, 

Fur the lire was a raagin’ an’ raavin’ an* 
roarin’ like judgment daaj 

Warm cnew theere sewer Ij, but the bam 
was as coasd as owt. 

An’ we ciiddlctl and huddled togithcr, an’ 
happt ^ w ersens oop as w e mo\ t. 

An’ I browt Roa round, but Moothcr ’ed 
bean sa soak’d w i’ the thaw 
’At she cotch’d ’ei death o’ cowd that 
night, poor soul, i’ the Straw 
I Clutched 

- ‘ Bubbhni; a j oiinc unflulged bird 
3 Beatn^s \Vmpt oJrseUcb 



VASTNESS 
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Haafe o' the parish rann’d oop ^%hen the 
ngtiee^ wts tummlin’ in — 

Too laate — but it's all ower now — ^hall 
honer — an* ten jear sm , 

Too laate, tha niun git tha to bed, but 
Fll coom an’ I’ll squench the light. 
Fur we nioant 'ev naw moor fires — and 
soa httle Dick, good night 

^ The beam that runs ilong the roof of the 
house just beneath the ndge. 


VASTNESS, 

j 

I 

Many a hearth upon our dark globe 
sighs after manj a vanish’d face, 

Many a planet by many a sun may roll 
with the dust of a vamsh’d race 

II 

Raving pohtics, never at rest — as this 
poor earth’s pale history runs, — 

What IS It all but a trouble of ants in the 
gleam of a million million of suns ? 

t 

III 

Lies upon this side, lies upon that side, 
truthless violence mourn’d by the 
"Wise, 

Thousands of voices drowning his own in 
a popular torrent of lies upon lies, 

IV. 

Stately purposes, valour in battle, glorious 
annals of army and fleet, 

Leath for the right cause, death for the 
wrong cause, trumpets of victory, 
groans of defeat; 


VI 

Faith at her zenith, or all but lost m tlie 
gloom of doubts that darken the 
schools , 

Craft with a bunch of all-heal in her 
hand, follow’d up by her vassal 
legion of fools , 

vn 

Trade flying over a tliousand seas with 
her spice and her vintage, her silk 
and her corn. 

Desolate offing, sailorless harbours, 
fimibhing populace, wharves for- 
lorn, 


VIII 

Star of die morning, Hope m the sunrise , 
gloom of the evening. Life at a 
close 

Pleasure who flaunts on her wide down 
wa> with her flying robe and het 
poison’d rose. 


IX. 

am, that has crawl’d from the corpse of 
Pleasure, a worm which writhes 
all day, and at night 
Urs up again in the heart of the sleeper, 
and stings him back to the curse 
of the light. 


ilealth with his wmes and his wedded 
harlots, honest Poverty, bare to 
the bone, 

ipulent Avance, lean as Poverty, 
Flattery gildmg 


the nft in a 


V 

Innocence seethed in her mother’s milk, 
and Chanty setting the martyr 
aflame; 

Thraldom who walks with the banner of 
Freedom, and recks not to nun a 
realm in her name 


XI 


e blowing out from her golden 
trumpet a jubilant challenge to 
Time and to Fate, 

3er, her shadow , sowing the nettle on 
all thelaurel dgiaies of theGreat , 
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XII 

Love for the maiden, crown’d with 
marriage, no regrets for aught 
that has been, 

Household happiness, gracious children, 
debtless competence, golden mean , 

XIII 

National hatreds of whole generations, 
and pigmy spites of the village 
spire , 

Vows that will last to the last death- 
ruckle, and vows that are snapt 
m a moment of fire, | 

XIV I 

He that has lived for the lust of the 
minute, and died m the doing it, 
flesh without mind , 

He that has nail’d all flesh to the Cross, 
till Self died out m the love of 
his kind, 

XV 

Spnng and Summer and Autumn and 
Winter, and all these old revolu- 
tions of earth. 

All new -old revolutions of Empire — 
change of the tide — what is all of 
It worth ? 

XVI 

What the philosophies, all the sciences, 
poesy, varying voices of prayer? 

All that IS noblest, all that is basest, all 
that IS filthy wath all that is fair? 

XVII 

What IS It all, if w e all of us end but in 
being our ovm corpse -coffins at 
last. 

Swallow’d m Vastness, lost in Silence, 
drown'd in the deeps of a mean- 
ingless Past? 

XVIII 

^^’hat but a murmur of gnats in the 
gloom, or a moment’s anger, of 
bees m their lu\e ? 


» ♦ ♦ * 
Peace, let it be! for I loied him, and 
love him for ever the dead are 
not dead but alive 


DcticatcB to the |l)on 31 . Hussclt 
JLohiclI. 

THE RING 

Miriam and her Father. 

Minam 

Mellow moon of heaven, 

Bright in blue, 

Moon of marned hearts. 

Hear me, you I 

Twelve times in the year 
Bring me bbss. 

Globing Honey Moons 
Bright as this 

Moon, you fade at times 
From the night 
Young again you grow 
Out of sight 

Silver crescent curve. 

Coming soon, 

Globe again, and make 
Honey Moon 

Shall not my love last. 

Moon, with you. 

For ten thousand years 
Old and new ? 

Father, And who was he with such 
love drunken eyes 

They made a thousand honey xnoons of 
one? 

Mtnam The prophet of his own, my 
Hubert — ^his 

The words, and mme the setting ‘Air 
and Words,’ 

Said Hubert, when I sang the song, ‘ are 
bride 

And bridegroom ’ Does it please you ? 


M'lnK. chiW, 
Htcau-c I herr >cjr l^Tolhcr’s \oice in 
yoTs- 

S!ii — jo'i «hi\ci tho' the \\md 
h west 

'\j*h aJI ll e w-’rmih of 'siitnnier 

\\cll, I felt 

Oaastsddm 1 know not 'ihn*. n hicath 
iht: p*.<i 

IVl h all the cold of w »ntcr 
h 'ffr {f uHtr. >- /,» f -r tt!f) n\cn 
«o 

I^e Ghon m Man the Gho«l tint once 
was Man. 

ernaot vholU free itsuf from Man, 
Ate calhnc; to each other thro* a dawn 
Strancier tlian car*h hxs c\ cr 'cen ; the 
ae'l 

Is rending, and the \ otcta of the daj 
\rc beard across the Voices of the riarh 
ho £i.d(lcii heaven, nor «nd(lcn hell, for 
man, 

But thro’ the Mill of One who knows 
and Ti les — 

tnd utter knowledge ts but utter lotc — 
^otuan Evolution, swift or slow, 

^to’ all the Spheres — an ever opening 
height, 

An ever Icssen.ngearth — and she perhaps, 
Mimni, hrcalji her latest carlhlj link 
”Uh me to-dav 

Aftnarf Yon sj^tak so low , avliat is it ? 
^ oar ‘Mtnam breaks — is making a new 1 
link i 

Breaking an old one? 

Iv'o for we, mj child, 

Have liecn till now each other’s all-in all 
Altnarn And j ou the lifelong guard- 
ian the child 

Father y ind one other whom }ou 
have not known 

Afinart And ar ho? what other? 

Father Whither arc jou bound ? 
■For Naples which we only left in May ? 
Aftrtam No I father, Spam, but 
Hubert brings me home 
mth ApnJ and the swallow Wish me 
joy I 

Father MHiat need to avish wrhen 
Hubert weds m jaiu 


Tlie heart of Loac, and you the soul of 
Truth 

In Ilitlieri? 

Al.nans Tho’ you used to call me 
once , 

Tlie lonely maiden Pnnccss of the wood, 

1 Who meant to sleep her hundred sum 
mcis out 

Before a kiss should wake her 
I ether Ay, but now 

Your fairy Pnnee has found you, take 
this ring 

Hhnan ‘ lo t’amo ’ — and these dia 

monds — ^beautiful ' 

* From W'alter,’ and for me from you then ? 

Fatter W’ell, 

One way for Miriam 
JUftnam Miriam am I not ? 

Father This nng bequeath’d you by' 
your mother, child, 

Was lo be giaen you — such her dyang 
wish — 

Gwen on the monung when you came of 
age 

Or on the day you married Both the 
days 

Now close m one The nng is doubly 
yours 

•\Vh> do y ou look so gravely at the tower f 
Mtnam I never saw it yet so all 
ablaze 

With creepers cnrosoning to the pinnacles, 
As if perpetual sunset linger’d there, 

And all ablaze too m the lake Below' ' 

And how the birds that circle round the 

Are cheeping to each other of their flight 

To summer lands' 

pafner And thithns made you grave? 

Fly— care not Birds and brides must 
lease the nest 

Child, I am happier in your happiness 

Than in mine own 

Uinam It is not that I 

iUmarn \Vhnt else? 

S’i That chamber m the tmver 
Father tVhat chamber, child? 

Your nurse IS here? 

Mmam My Mother’snuise andmme 
She comes to dress me m mybndal veU 
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Father "VATiat did she ss/? 

Mtnavt She said, that you and I 
Had been abroad for my poor health so 
long 

She fear’d I had forgotten her, and I 
ask’d 

About my Mother, and she said, ‘Thy 
hair 

Is golden hke thy Mother’s, not so fine ’ 
Father What then ? what more ? 
Minavt She said — perhaps indeed 
She wander’d, having wander’d now so 
far 

Beyond the common date of death — that 
you. 

When I w as smaller than the statuette 
Of my dear Mother on your bracket here — 
You took me to that chamber in the tow'er, 
The topmost — a chest there, by which 
you knelt — 

And there w ere books and dresses — left 
to me, 

A nng too which you kiss’d, and I, she 
said, 

I babbled. Mother, Mother — as I used 
To prattle to her picture — stretch’d mj 
hands 

As if I saw her, then a woman came 
And caught me from my nurse I hear 
her jet — 

A sound of anger like a distant storm 
Father Garrulous old crone 
Mtnam Poor nurse • 

Father I bad her keep, 

Like a scal’d book, all mention of the 
nng. 

For I myself would tell you all to-day 
Mtnam ‘ She too might speak to 
day,’ she mumbled. Still, 

I scarce has e leamt the title of your book. 
But you -will turn the pages 

Ay, today! 

I brought you to that chamber on your 
third 

September birthday with your nurse, and 
felt 

An icy breath plaj on me, while 1 stoopt 
To take and kiss the nng 

lofroT This very nng 


Father Yes, for some wild hope 
was mine 

That, in the miserj' of my married life, 
Miriam your Mother might appear to me 
She came to you, not me The storm, 
you hear 

Far-off, IS Munel — your stepmother’s 
voice 

Mtnam Vext, that you thought my 
Mother came to me ? 

Or at my ciyang ‘ Mother?’ or to find 
My Mother’s diamonds hidden from her 
there. 

Like worldly beauties in the Cell, not 
shown 

To dazzle all that see them ? 

Father Wait a while 

Your Mother and step-mother — Minam 
Emc 

And Muriel Erne — the two w ere cousins 
— In ed 

With Munel’s mother on the down, that 
sees 

A thousand squares of com and meadow, 
far 

As the gray deep, a landscape which 
your eyes 

Have many a time ranged over when a 
babe 

Minam I climb’d the lull with 
Hubert yesterday. 

And from the thousand squares, one 
silent voice 

Came on the wind, and seem’d to say 
‘ Again ’ 

We saw far off an old forsaken house. 
Then home, and past the ruin’d mill 

Father And there 

I found these cousins often by the brook. 
For Miriam sketch’d and Munel tlirew 
the fly', 

The girls of equal age, but one was fair. 
And one was dark, and both were beauti- 
ful 

No voice for either spoke w itliin my heart 
Then, for the surface eye, that only deals 
On outward beauty, glancing from the one 
To the other, knew not that which 
pleased it most, 

The raven ringlet or the gold , but both 
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Were dowcrlc'!';, njcid mvsclf, t u«cd to 

ThisTerr*ce — ^niorlvd,n3chndiol) , mine 
\nd jet not mine the hill, the firm, the 
field 

For all tint imple woodlmd whisper'd 
‘dtll,’ 

Tne brook tint feeds thn hkclct miir 
murd *dcht,' 

Vnd in jon irchir> 5 i -icniic of old elms 
Tho’ mine, not mine, I heird the sol«.r 
rook 

\nd camon crow cn ‘ Morlj^c ’ 

.Minat" FatlieFs finlt 

Visited on the children 1 
FaGer A) hut then 

A kinsmin, djing, summon d me to 
Rome — ^ 

lie left me w eilth — ••nd while I joumej d 
hence, 

And saw the world flj hj mehkeidreim, 
And while I communed with tnj truest 
self, 

I woke to •’ll of truest in mj’scK, 

Till, m the gleira of those mid summer 
dawns, 

The form of Muriel faded, ind the face 
Of Alimm g'cw upon me, till I knew 
And past and futuri, mix’d in llcascn 
and made 

The rosj twilight of 1 perfect dai 

Mtnair ho glad ’ ro tear for him, 
who left jou wealth, 

Your kinsman ? 

Father I had seen the man hut once , 
He lo\ed mj’ name not me, and then 1 
pass’d 

Home, and thro’ Venice, w here a jew oiler, 
So far gone down, or sc far up m life, 
Tliat he was nearing h,3 own hundred, 

sold , 

This nng to me, then laugh’d 'the nng 
IS weird ’ 

And weird and worn and svizard-hke was 

‘kVhy weird?’ I ask’d him, and he said 
‘ The souls , 

Of ti o TCpentant Lovers guard the nng » 
Then with a nbald twinkle m his bleak 
eyes — 


•And if j'ou gne the nng to anj maid 
They still remember what it cost them 
here, 

And bind the m-id to lose you bj the 
nng, 

And if the nng were stolen from the 
maid, 

The theft were death or madness to the 

So sacred those Ghost Losers hold the 
gift ’ 

And then he told their legend 

‘ Long ago 

Two losers parted bj a scurrilous tale 
Had qitarrelld, till the man repenting 
sent 

This nng “ lo t’amo ” to his best beloved, 
And sent it on her birthday She m 
wrath , , j 

Return’d it on her birthday, and that day 
His dealli-daj , when, half frenzied by the 
i nng, 

i He wildlj fought a mal suitor, him 
The causer of that scandal, fought and 

And she that came to part them all too 

And found a corpse and silence, drew the 

From lus^dead finger, wore it till hei 

death, , , , 

Shnred him withm the temple of her 

heart, . « , r 

Made ciery moment of her after life 
A virgin victim to his memory, 

And Sang rose, and rear’d her arms, and 

cned T * 

.« I sec him, lo t'amo, lo t amo 

jlhnam Legend or true? so tender 
should be true' 

Did he believe it? did you ask bim ^ 

i»ir ” *'™" 

rrom out°th, "“'■I 

laugh’d 

Himself, to laugh at love in death But 
you? 
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Father Well, as the bygone lover 
thro’ this ring 

Had sent his cry for her forgiveness, 1 
Would call thro’ this ‘ lo I’lmo ’ to the 
heart 

Of Mmam, then I hid the man en 
grave 

* From Walter ’ on the ring, and send it 
— wrote 

Kamc, surname, all is clear is noon, but 
he — 

Some younger hind must hive engraven 
the nng — 

Ills fingers were so stilTen'd by the frost 
Of seven and ninety vv inters, that he 
scrawl’d 

A ‘ Minim ’ that might seem a ‘ Munel’, 
And Munel claim’d and open’d what I ^ 
meant 

For Minim, tooV. the ring, and flaunted 
it 

Before that other whom 1 loved and love 
A mountain stay'd me here, a minster 
there, 

A galkncd palace, or a battlefield, 

Where stood the sheaf of Peace but — 
coming home — 

And on yo ir Mother’s birthday — all but 
yours — 

A week betwixt — and when the tower as 
now 

Was all ablaze wath crimson to the roof. 
And all ablaze too plunging in the lal e 
Head -foremost — who were those that 
stood between 

The tower and that nch phantom of the 
tower? 

Munel and Minim, each in white, and 
like 

May -blossoms in mid autumn — was it 
thq ? 

A light shot upward on them from the 
lake 

What sparkled there? whose hand was 
that? thqr stood 

So close together I am not keen of 
sight, 

Butcomingnearer— Muriel had thenng— 

‘ O Minam 1 have you given your ring to 


O Minarn I' Miriam redden d, Munel 
clench’d 

The hand that w ore it, till I cned again 
‘ O Minam, if you love me take the nng 1’ 
She glanced at me, at Muntl, and was 
mute 

‘ Nay, if you cannot love me, let it be ’ 
Then — ^^urIcl standing cv er statue-bkc — 
She turn'd, and in her soft impenil way 
And saying gently * Munel, Iqr your 
leave,’ 

Unclosed the hand, and from it drew the 
nng, 

And gave it me, who pass’d it down her 
ov n, 

' lo t’amo, all IS well then ' Munel fled 

Aftnam Poor Muriel! 

Fat hr Ay, poor Munel 

when you hear 

What follows’ Minam loved me from 
the first. 

Not thro’ the nng, but on her mamage 
mom 

This birthday, death day, and bctroUial 
nng. 

Laid on her table overnight, was gone. 
And after hours of search and doubt and 
threats. 

And hubbub, Muriel enter’d wath it, 
•Sec'— 

Found in a chink of that old moulder’d 
floor I’ 

My Minam nodded with a pityang smile, 
As who should say ‘ that those vvho lose 
can find * 

Then I and she were married for a 
year. 

One year without a storm, or even a 
cloud , 

And you my Minam bom vvathin the 
year. 

And she my Minam dead within the 
year 

I sat hesidc her dy ing, and she gospt 
* The books, the miniature, the lace arc 
hers. 

My nng too v,hcn she comes of age, or 
when 

She marries, you — you loved me, kept 
your word. 
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Von lew TOC Mill ** lo t’nmo ” — Muiicl 
—no — 

cannot. lo\c; Mie low.*! lur own 
h?'(i wlf 

irer fins will, ncr fix'd pnrpo«e Tro 
na-c roe, 

Minain not Miwicl — ihc slnll hn\c the 
r.ng’ 

And ij-tre the lijthl of other life, which 
Incx 

Bejnn-i oar Iroml mtl o ir hjned c) c?, 

Gleam'd for n moment m her own on 
earth 

I wore the avjw, then with m\ latent 
Kiss 

Ujon them, closed her etes, whirh would 
not close, 

Kept their waten npoii the ring and 
aoi. 

^ocr lirthd>ay was her dcath-daj 
•V'ria t< Q poor ^^olhcr ’ 

Ami aou, poor desolate I'alher, and 
poor me, 

The hide Senseless, worthlc'S, wordless 
Inhe, 

Sared when jour life vats wreck’d * 

RiUhtt Desolate ? j c-. ’ 

Desotue as that sailor, whom the storm 

Had parted from his comrade m the 
loat. 

And dash’d half dead on barren sands, 
was I 

Jon were iny one solace, onlj — 
you 

Were always ailing Muriels mother 
sent, 

•^d sure am T, In Muriel, one d.aj came 

juid saw j on, shook her head, and patted 
jours, 

And smiled, and making with a kindly 
pinch 

Each poor pale check a momcntaiy rose — 
should lie fix’d,’ she said, ‘jour 
pretty bud, 

So blighted here, would flower into full 
health 

Among our heath and bracken Let her 
come 1 

And we will feed her with our mountain 
air, 

1 


And send her home to jou rejoicing 
No— 

\\e could not part And once, when 
JOU mj girl 

Roile on my shoulder home — the tiny fist 
Had graspt a daisy from jour Mother’s 
graae — 

Bj the Ijch gate was Muriel ‘ Aj',’ she 

said, 

‘Among the tombs in this damp a ale of 
jours 1 

You scorn mj Mother's warning, but the 
child 

Is paler than before We often wwlk 
In open sun, and sec beneath our feet 
The mist of autumn gather from your 
lake, 

And shroud the tower, and once we 
onlj saw 

Your gilded sane, a light above the 
mist ’ — 

(Our old bnght bird that still is s’cenng 
there 

Above bis four gold letters) ‘and the 
light,’ 

She said, ‘ was like that light ’—and there 
she paused, 

And long, till I believing th'»t 
Lean fancj, groping for it, could not find 
One likeness, laugh’d a little and found 
her two — , . 

‘A warrior's crest above the cloud of 

A ficrT pheemx nsing from the ^okc. 
The pjrc he burnt in ’ — 'Nay, she said, 
‘the light 

Tliat glimmers on the marsh and on the 

And sp^Krno more, but turn’d and 
pass’d avv'ay 

Miriam, I am not surely one of those 
Caught by the flower that closes on the 

But atletUn slow weeks her fix’d intent, 

r„ at » »” ’»• Sf ,oa 

To strike it, struck, I took, I left jou 

[ came,* went, was happier day by day ; 
For Muriel nursed you with a mothers 
care , 

2 Q 
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Till on that clear and heather scented 
height 

The rounder chceh had brighten’d into 
bloom 

She always came -to meet me carrying 
you, 

And all her talk was of the babe she 
loicd , 

So, following her old pastime of the brook. 
She threw the fl> for me , but oftencr left 
That angling to the mother ‘ Muriel’s 
health 

Had weaken’d, nursing little Miriam 
Strange I 

She used to shun the wailing babe, and 
doats 

On this of jours * But when the matron 
saw 

That hinted love was only wasted bait. 
Not risen to, she was bolder ‘Ever 
since 

Yon sent the fatal ring’ — 1 told her ‘ sent 
To Miriam,' ‘Doubtless — aj, but ever 
since 

In all the world my dear one sees but 
jou — 

In your sweet babe she finds but jou — 
she makes 

Her heart a mirror that reflects Init jon ’ 
And then the tear fell, the voice broke 
Her heart ' 

I gazed into the mirror, as a man 
Vfho sees his face in w ater, and a stone, 
That glances from the bottom of the 
pool, 

Stnke upward thro’ the shadow , jet at 
last. 

Gratitude — loneliness — desire to keep 
So skilled a nurse about jou alwajs — 
naj I 

Some half remorseful kind of pitj too — 
Well 1 well, you know I married hluriel 
Erne 

‘ I take thee Muriel for my w edded 
wife ’ — 

I had forgotten it was jour birthday, 
child— 

When all at once w ith some electric thnll 
A cold air pass’d between us, and the 
hands 


Fell from each other, and were join 
again 

No second cloudless honejanoon v - 
mine. 

For by and by she sicken’d of the farce • 
She dropt the grapious mask of mothc 
hood. 

She came no more to meet me, carijan 

JOU, 

Nor ever cared to sc‘ jou on her knee, 
Nor ever let jou gambol in her ‘nght, 
Nor ev er cheet’d j ou w iih a I indly smile 
Nor ever ctascd to clamour for the ring 
Why had 1 seOt the nng at first to her ? 
Why had I made her love me thro' tin 
nng. 

And then had changed? so fickle an 
men— the best ! 

Not she — but now my love was hers 
again. 

The nng bj right, she said, was hers 
again 

At limes too shrilling in her angner 
moods, 

‘That weak and watciy nature love jou’ 
No' 

“/a t’amo, lo t’amo” 1* flung herself 
Against my Imnrt, but often while her 
bps 

Were w arm upon mj check, an icj’ brc.atli, 
As from the gfiting of a sepulchre, 

Past over both I told her of mj vow. 
No pliable idiot I to break mj vow , 

But still she made her outcij for the nng , 
For one monotonous fancy madden’d 
her, 

Till I mj'sclf vvas madden’d wath her cij 
And even that ‘lo t’amo,’ those three 
sweet 

Italian words, became a weariness 
My people too were scared with cone 
sounds, 

A footstep, a Jovv throbbing in the walls, 
A noise of falling weights that never fell, 
Weird whispers, bells that rang wathout 
a hand, 

Door-handles turn’d when none was at 
the door. 

And bolted doors that open’d of them 
selves 
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Aai fine bctirxt tf.* dir! -nti ludit h-d 
««n * 

/'r-, fedng hy the cr> ilc of he- b-.lK. 

Aril I rcnK*Ti{>er orcc th-’l 
hang iked 

Bvao«K la the hov^e — no onent'r 


Ghred it me is in honor Dead! I 
took 

And chifed the freeang hand A red 
mirk Tin 

\H round one finger pointed straight, 
tlic rest 


T _ . f onent-T — uic rest 

cnimplcd mxvirds Dead t-and 
, , „ - and a sudden face majbe stung 


Xm^va ' ' wc I majoe stung 

in Upon me like a gtenn and | With some remorse, had stolen, worn the 


pass’fl, 

^d I was quieted, md «lept arun 
XJtK It 'onie hilf inctnnrj o.' a'drcim ? 

"iour fifth Sep'emher birth- 
day, 

-mj hfoUier 

* 1 ^^^ Mirnm, on that dij 

V Jo-cn parted hy ro <CHmlous tile— 
* «c vaat of gold~ind sttll for tnentj 
yeim 

Baurd kj the golden cord of their first 

„ Jo'e— 

an ask d us to their m*migc, md to 

Tl. 

Kt niimage banquet Muncl, piler 
then 

0 ever joa were in your cradle, 
moan’d, 

I mi Jitter for -ny lied, or for my graic, 
nnotgo, goyou ’ And then she rose, 

Q ^^ Cmng'otne witli such a hard embrace, 
f ““SWngly long, Urt half imaed 
^ went ilonc 
0 nhen the bridegroom murmur'd, 
jf. ‘^Vith this nng,’ 

Th "bat I could not find, the kcr, 

6 guardian of her rebes, of / er nng 
t* us a sacred amulet 
uuut me, — gone ’ and gone in Ihit 

embnee ' 

m» hurrying home, I found her not 
_ tn house 

ur — in ity air 

™ ty me — ^Tbere, the chest was open 

n 

c Sacred relics tost about the floor — 
mong them hlupel lying on her face — 
Wised her, ciH'd her ‘Muriel, Munel 

Tt, f 

nc fatal ring lay near her , the glazed cy c 


nng- 

Thcn tom it from her finger, or as if— 
For net er had I seen her shoiv remorse 

\5 if — 

Jj. JtatK — those tn o Ghost lo\ ers — 
r tiler Lovers yet — 

, 'hriam Ves, yes • 

I r "iker — but dead so long, gone up 

I so far, 

i That now their es er rising life has divarTd 
Or lost the moment of their past on earth, 
.Is we foiget our uail at being bom 
As if — 

Alsr'tttr a dearer ghost had — 

Fall er — w rench’d it away 

Aftnam Had floated m with sad 
reproachful ejes, 

Till from her own hand she had tom the 
nng 

In fright, and fallen dead And I myself 
Am half afraid to wear iL 
Father Well, no more J 

Ko bndal music this 1 but feat not you ' 
You hare the nng she guarded , that 
poor link 

With earth is broken, and has left her 
free, 

Eacept that, still drawn downward for 
an hour, 

Her spint hovenng by the church, where 
she 

Was married too, may linger, till she 
sees 

Her maiden coming like a Queen, who 
leaves 

Some colder province in the North to 
gain 

Her capital city, where the loyal bells 
Clash welcome — linger, till her own, the 
babe 

She lean d to from her Spiritual sphere, 
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Her lonely madden- Princess, crown'd 
with flowers, 

Has enter’d on the larger woman-world 
Of wives and mothers 

But the bndal veil — 
Tour nurse is waiting Kiss me child 
and go 

FORLORN 

I 

* He is fled — wish him dead — 

He that wrought my ruin — 

O the flattery and the craft 
Which were my undoing 
In the night, in the night, 

When the storms are blowing 

zi 

‘ Who was witness of the cnme ? 

Who shall now reveal it? 

He IS fled, or he is dead, 

Marnage ivill conceal it 
In the night, in the night, 

While the gloom is growing ’ 

lit 

Catherine, Cathenne, m the night, 
What IS this you’re dreaming ? 

There is laughter down in HeU 
At your simple scheming 
In the night, in the night. 

When the ghosts are fleeting 

IV 

You to place a hand in his 
Like an honest woman’s, 

You that he with wasted lungs 
Waiting for your summons 
In the night, O the night ' 

O the deathuatch beating ! 

V 

There will eome a witness soon 
Hard to be confuted, 

All the world will hear a voice 
Scream you are polluted 
In the night 1 O the night, 

When the owls ate uailmg ' 


VI. 

Shame and marriage. Shame s 
marnage, 

Fnght and foul dissembling, 
Bantenng bndesman, reddening pni 
Tower and altar trembling . 

In the night, O the night, 

When the mind is failing ! 

vil 

Mother, dare you kill your child ? 

How your hand is shaking 1 
Daughter of the seed of Cain, 

What is this you’re taking? 

In the night, O the night. 

While the house is sleeping 

VIII 

Dreadful t has it come to this, 

O unhappy creature? 

You that would not tread on a worm 
For your gentle nature 
In the night, O the night, 

O the night of weeping 1 

IX 

Murder would not veil your sm, 
Marnage wall not hide it. 

Earth and Hell u ill brand your name 
Wretch you must abide it 
In the night, O the night. 

Long before the dawnmg 

X 

Up, get up, and tell him all, 

Tell him you were lying ! 

Do not die with a he in your mouth, 
You that know you’re dying 
In the night, O the night, 

While the grave is yawnmg 

XI 

No — ^you will not die before, 

Tho’ you’ll ne’er be stronger ; 

You will live till that is bom, 

Then a little longer 
In the night, O the night. 

While the Fiend is prowlmg 


i/ 4 rri 


597 


xn 

Dtttli tna roiniase, DcsAi and 
laannj:* ’ 

Fctsei’l ro^im!; ' 

Ebd. mih bndal fiNoars iuj\t . 

WU \ ih tolhni: ' • 

In ihc ncht, O ilie nj£;’jt, 

^Vlseti the A\oh« arc howling 

vjn. 

Up, gel vp, the wnc is *-hctt, 

Tc I hi*ii row or nc' cr 1 
1 dl him ->11 iKsfo-T 1 oil d e, 

L<st\oa QIC lor c%cr - . 

In the nis»lit, O the night, 

\VhcT! therti no foTgi.inng 

MV 

Up she got, *ind wrote him all, 

All her tale of madness, 

TJhslcr’d e^crJ v-ord wrth tern.. 
Andcaoed herheart of mrdncM . 
In the night, rrd nigh the dawn, 
And tvtiilc iht moon was setung 


HAPPV. 

«rl - 

v''‘niE trfEit's nniDE. 


Ill 

Is that the leper’s hut on the solitary 

\\here°noble Ulnc dwells forlorn, and 
«crrs the lepers weed ? 

The door is open We 

M>so£5S«Cioss?itisheand 

he indeed I 

IV 

M, roscs-t«n he take ihcm » 

We^a;;;eX?h\oyp,happytn 

our marriage 

n God 1 could blaspheme, for he lougi 
® ^ Thx fmhl for Thee, 

And Thou“l>cst made him leper to 

V 

4 flesh of thousands, the 
Hast spared the 

‘"“"''^^eli* 


M 

the Holy Cross and of the 

that" you cast aside-once 

" tell me^ O ^^^jfbeauty of your 

"'“'‘tade avith your disease 

WVB so foul-then here 
“‘VsSd^J;^ loving head upon 

"^“^S&emyskinhut 

IS foul at hesU 


1 

iiYwrail you, pretty plotcr? and wh 
IS It that you fear? , 

Is he sick your male like min 
you lost him, is he fled ? 
id there — the heron rises ft 

waidi beside the mere, berc 
And flics ahote the Icpcr^s hu , 
h\cs the livmg-dead 

lomc hack, rot let me know it 1 

he live and die alone? 

And lias he not forgiven me j i 
o\er-iealous hndc, bis 

iVho am, and was, and wall ‘ 

owai and only own, 

To share his living death 

die with him side by side r 


HAPPY 


1 loved jou first when young and fair, 
but now I lo\e you most; 

The fairest flesh at last is filth on which 
the worm will feast. 

This poor nb grated dungeon of the holy 
human ghost, 

This house w ith all its hateful needs no 
deaner than the beast, 


‘Libera me, Dommel’ you sang the 
Psalm, and when 

The Pnest pronounced you derd, and 
flung the mould upon your feel, 
A beauty came upon your face, not that 
of livmg men, 

But seen upon the silent brow when 
life has ceased to beat 


This coarse diseaseful creature which in 
Eden was divine, 

This Satan haunted rum, this little 
city of sewers. 

This w all of solid flesh that comes between 
your soul and mine, 

Will vanish and giie place to the 
beauty that endures. 


‘Libera ftos, Domine’ — you knew not 
one was there 

Who saw you kneel beside your bier, 
and weeping scarce could see. 
May I come a little nearer, I that heard, 
and changed the prayer 
And sang the married ‘nos’ for the 
solitary ‘me ’ 


The beauty that endures on the Spiritual 
height, 

WTicn we shall stand transfigured, like 
Chnst on Hermon hill, 

And moving each to music, soul in soul 
and light in light. 

Shall flash thro’ one ’mother in a 
moment as we wilL 


lify beauty marred by you? by you* so 
belt All IS well 

If I lose it and myself m the higher 
beauty, yours 

JiJy beauty lured that falcon from his 
eyrv. on the fell, 

kVho never caught one gleam of the 
beauty whid^ endures — 


Foull foul* the word was yours not 
mine, I worship that nght hand 
Which fell’d the foes before you as the 
woodman feUs the wood, 

And sway’d the sword tnat lighten’d back 
the sun of Holy land. 

And clove the Moslem crescent moon, 
and changed it mto blood 


The Count who soJight to snap the bond 
tliat link’d Vs hfe to life. 

Who whisper’d mie ‘your Ulnc loves’ 
— a little lA ’er ttill — 


Who whisper’d 
— a little n 
He hiss’d, ‘Let 
your Ulnc 
A lie by which 
subdue me 


f ^mienge ourselves, 
'js my wife’ — 

, e thought he could 
his will 


And once I worshipt all too well this 
creature of decay. 

For Age wall chink the face, and Death 
V iH frccre the supplest limbs — 
Vet yon m your mid manhood— O the 
gnef when yesterday 
fhey bore the Cross before you to the 
cliant o‘ funeral hymns 


I knew that you were near me when I 
let him kiss my brow, 

Did he touch me on the lips? I was 
jealous, anger’d, vain, 

And I meant to make jealous. Are 
y ou jealous of me now ? 

Y onr pardon, O my lov e, if 1 ever gave 
you pam 


H4ppy 
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Wl'I 

ju never once recused me, but I wept 
alone, anti $.igb’d 

In the winter of the Present for the 
rammer of me Past , 

^it icj wmicr silence — how it frorejou 
from jour bnde, 

Tho’ I made one barren effort to brtnk 
It at the last 

MX 

brought jou, jou runember, these roses, 
wntn I knew 

Voawcre parting for the war, and )ou 
took them tho’ joa frown’d; 

on frown'd and set jou ktssd them 
j:\ 11 at once the trumpet blew, 

And JOU sparr’d jour fierj horse, and 
you hurl’d them to the ground 

x\ 

\ou parted for the Holj Wat without a 
word to me, 

And clear mj self unaskM — not I My 

nature was too proud 

And him I saw but once again, and fir 
awaj was he, 

lYhen I was prajing in a storm — the 
crash was long and loud — 

XXI 

That God v ould ever slant His bolt from 
fa’lmg on j our head— 

Then I lifted up mj eyes, he w as coming 
down the fell — 

I clapt my hands The sudden fire from 
Heaven had dash’d him dead. 

And sent him clnrr’d and blasted to 
the dcatliless lire of Hell 

xxn 

Sec, I sinn’d but for a moment I re- 
pented and repent, 

And trust mj’self forgiien by the God 
to whom I kneel 

A little nearer ? Yes I shall hardly be 
content 

Till I be leper like j ourself, my love, 
from head to heel 


XXIII 

0 foolish dreams, that jou, that I, would 

slight our marnage oath 
1 held JOU at that moment e\en dearer 
than before , 

Now Ged has made jou leper in His 
lonng care for both. 

That wc might cling together, never 
doubt each other more 

\xn 

The Pnest, who join’d jou to the dead, 
has join d our hands of old , 

. If man and wife be but one flesh, let 
' mine be leprous too, 

As dead from all the human race as if 
beneath the mould. 

If JOU be dead, then I am dead, who 
only live for you 

wv 

Would Earth tho' hid in cloud not be 
follow’d by the Moon? 

The leech forsake the djang bed for 
terror of his life ? 

Tlic shadow leave the Substance in the 
brooding light of noon ? 

Or if / had been the leper would you 
have left the wife? 

XXVI 

Not take them? Still you wave me ofl 
— ^poor roses — must I go — 

I have worn them year by year— from 
the bush we both had set — 

What? fling them to j'ou? — well — that 
were hardly gracious No ' 

\ our plague but passes by the touch 
A little nearer yet ' 

XXVII 

There, there ’ he buried you, the Pnest , 
’ the Pnest is not to blame, 
lie joins us once again, to his either 
office true 

1 thank him I am happy, happy. 

Kiss me In the name 
Of the everhsUng God, I will hve and 
die with you 
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70 ULYSSES 


[Dean Mii.man has remarked thal the proteC 
tion and care afforded hy the Church to this 
bhghted race of lepers tsas among the most 
beautiful of its ofhces during the Middle Ages. 
The leprosy of the thirteenth and fourteenth 
centuries was supposed to be a legacy of the 
crusades, but was mall probabiluj the offspring 
of meagre and unwholesome diet, miserable 
lodging and clothing, physical and moral degra 
dation The sen ices of the Church m the seclu 
Sion of theseunhappy sufferers were most affecting 
The stem duty of looking to the public welfare is 
tempered with exquisite compassion for the aacMms 
of this loathsome disease The ntual for the 
sequestration of the leprous differed little from the 
burial service After the leper had been sprinkled 
with holy water, the pnest conducted him into 
the church, the leper singmg the psalm 'Libera 
me doniine, and the crucifix and bearer going 
before In the diurch a black, cloth was stretched 
over two trestles in front of the a[lar, and the 
leper leaning at its side deioutly heard mass 
The pnest, taking up a little earth m his cloak, 
threw It on one of the leper s feet, and put him out 
of the church, if it did not rain too heavily , took 
him to his hut in the midst of the fields, and then 
uttered the prohibitions *1 forbid you entenng 
the church or entenng the company of 
others f forbid you quitting y our home without 
your leper's dress He concluded 'Take this 
dress, and wear it in token of humility , take 
these gloves, take this clapper, as a sign that you 
are forbidden to speak to any one You arc not 
to be indignant at being thus separated from 
others, and as to your little wants, good people 
will provide for you, and God will not desert yon ' 
Then in this old ntual follow these sad words 
When It shall come to pass that the leper diall 
pass out of this world, he shall be buned in his 
hut, and not in the churchyard ' At hist there 
was a doubt whether wires should follow their 
husbands who had been leprous, or remain in the 
world and marry again The Church decided 
that the mamage tie was indissoluble, and so be 
stoned on these unhappy beings this immense 
source of consolation "With a love stronger than 
this living death, lepers w ere followed into banish 
ment from the haunts of men by their faithful 
wives Readers of Sir J Stephen's Essays an 
Ecelasiastical Biography will recollect the de 
scnption of the founder of the Franciscan order, 
how, controlling his mvoluntary disgust, St Fran 
CIS of Assisi washed the feet and dressed the sores 
of the lepers, ^once at least reverently applying 
6is bps to their wounds — Boocheb James J 
This ceremony of guasi bunal varied consider 
nbly at difierent times and in diflereut places. In 
soiM cases a grave was dug, and the lepers face 
was often covered during the service 


TO ULYSSES 1 

a 

I 

Ulysses, much expcnenccd man, 

Whose eyes have known this globe of 
ours, 

Her tnl)es of men, and trees, and ; 
flowers, J 

Fiom Comentes to japan. 

If 

To you that bask below the Line, . 

I soaking here m winter wet — 

The century’s three strong eights have . 
met 

To drag me down to seventy nine 
in 

In summer if I reach mj day — 

To jou, yet young, who breathe the 
balm 

Of summer-wanters hy the palm 
And orange grove of Paraguay, 

IV 

1 tolerant of the colder time. 

Who love the winter woods, to trace ' 
On paler heavens the branching grace 
Of leafless dm, or naked lime, 

V. 

And see my cedar green, and there 
My giant ilex keeping leaf 
When frost is keen and day s ate bnef— 
Or marvel how in English air 

VI 

My yucca, which no winter quells, 

Altho’ the months have scarce begun. 
Has push’d toward our faintest sun 
A spike of half accomplish’d bells — 

VII 

Or watch the vvavang pine which here 
The warrior of Caprera set,* 

J ' Ulysses,' the title of a number of essays by 
W G Palgrive He died at Monte Video before 
seemg my poem 

- Oanbaldi said to me, alluding to bis barren 
Island, * I wash I had y our trees * 


TO JifA^r BOYLE 


6oi 


A name that earth will not forget 
Till earth has roll’d her latest jcar — 

vin 

I, once half-crazed for larger light 
On broader zones be} ond the foam. 
But chaining fanc} now at home 
Among the quarried downs of ^Ylght, 

IX 

Kot less would jaeld full thanks to you 
For )our nch gift, jour tale of lands 
I know notjt j'our Arabian sands. 
Your cane, your palm, tree-fern, bamboo, 

X, 

The wealth of tropic bower and brake. 
Your Oriental Eden isles," 

"Where man, nor only Nature smiles , 
Your wonder of the boiling lake,^ 

XI. 

Phra-Chai, the Shadow of the Best,* 
Phra-bat ® the step , your Pontic coast , 
Crag cloister,® Anatolian Ghost 
Hong-Kong,® Kamac,® and all the rest 

XII 

Thro’ which I follow’d line by hne 
Your leading hand, and came, my 
fnend, 

To prize your various book, and send 
A gift of slenderer value, mine 

I The tale of Kejd 
® The Philippines 

* In Dominica. 

* The Shadow of the Loid. Certain ohseim 
tnarlcings on a rock in Siam, which express the 
image of Buddha to the Buddhist more or less 
distmctly according to his faith and his moral 
worth 

® The footstep of the Lord on another rock 
® The monaster) of Sumelas. 

I' Anatolian Spectre sto*ies. 

® The Three Cities. 

8 Travels in Egjpt. 


TO MARY BOYLE 

With the follow'ing Poem 

u 

‘SPRI^G-FLOW'ERS’' WTule yon still 
delay to take 

Your leave of Town, 

Our elm tree’s ruddj -hearted blossom - 
flake 

Is fluttermg down 

t\ 

Bejn?" to jrour^r^ise There ’ 1 
heard 

Our cuckoo calk 

Be needle to the magnet.of your word, 

* Nor wait, till all 

III 

Our vernal bloom from every vale and 
plain 

And garden pass. 

And all the gold from each laburnum 
cham 

Drop to the grass. 

IV 

Is memory with your Manan gone to rest. 

Dead with the dead ? 

For ere she left us, when we met, jou 
prest 

My hand, and said 


‘ I come with jour spnng-flovvers ’ You 
came not, fnend , 

My birfs would sing. 

You heard not Take then this spnng. 
flower I send, 

This song of spnng, 

VI 

Found yesterday— forgotten mine own 
ihyme 

Bj mine old self, 

As I shall be forgotten bj old Time, 
Laid on the shelf— 
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THE PROGRESS OF SPRING 


VII 

A rhyme that flower’d betwixt the whiten 
mg sloe 

And kingcup blaze 

And more thin hilf a hundred >ears ago, 
In nek fire days, 

VIII 

When Dues loathed the times, and paced 
his Hnd 

In fear of worse, 

And sanguine Lazarus felt a \acint hand 
Fill with hts purse 

IX 

For lowly minds were madden’d to the 
height 

B} tonguester tncks, 
ind once — I well remember that red 
night 

When thirty ricks, 

X 

All flaming, made in English homestead 
Hell— 

These hands of mine 
Have helpt to piss 1 bucket from the well 
Along the line, 

XI 

When this bare dome had not begun to 
gleim 

Thro’ youthful curls. 

And jou were then i loser’s fairy dream. 
His girl of girls , 

XII 

And you, that now ire lonely, and with 
Gnef 

Sit face to face, 

Might find a flickering glimmer of relief 
In change of place. 

XIII 

What use to brood? this life of mingled 
pains 

And joys to me. 

Despite of cs ery Faith and Creed, remains 
The Mjstety 


XIV 

Let golden joutli bewail the inend, the 
wife, 

For c\er gone 

He dreams of that long walk thro’ desert 
life 

Without the one 
XI 

The sihcr jcir should cease to mourn 
and sigh — 

Not long to wait — 

So dost art we, d^ar Maty, you ind 1 

To that aim gale 

Xil. 

Take, rcid 1 and be the faults your Pott 
mikes 

Or many or few, 

lie rests content, if his young music 
wakes 

A wish in you 
XMI 

To change our dirk Quetn aty, ill hci 
rcilm 

Of sound and smoke, 

For his cleir hea% cn, ind these few lanes 
of elm 

And whispenng oak 
THE PROGRESS OF SPRING 

I 

The groundflame of the crocus breaks 
the mould, 

Fair Spring slides hither o’er the 
Southern sea. 

Wavers on her thin stem the snowdrop 
cold 

That trembles not to kisses of the bee 

Come, Spnng, for now from ill the 
dnppmg eaves 

The spear of ice has wept itself away. 

And hour by hour unfolding woodbine 
leaves 

O’er his uncertain shadow droops the 
day 


/ ///- /’/ OC^'E'iS OF SFFLYG 


Sl'C comes I The looien'a rt\mtL > run , 
The iTo't-lxmd nreUs uimn her goUkn 
hau , 

Her m-TJtIc, slowl> greening in the *^iui, 
JkO'v wr’p* ht.r cIo'Ci now archng 
leaacs her Unre 
To breaths of ualmn.r <ur , 

il 

Up leap the Ink, gone wW to welcome 
her, 

About her glanCc the tits, ana shnek 
the }iy^, 

Leicrc h J skims the jubihnt woodpcct er, 
The linnet’s liuso n bluchcs -t her gacc, 
Whili ronna her brows a woodland cabi-r 
fii-S , 

Watching her large light t-jes and 
gracious lool s 

And in her o^xin palm a Irloon sits 
Patient— the secn-t splendout of the 
brooks . 

Come, bpnng ' come-, on w astc and 

wootl, 

On farm and field • but enter -bo here, 
DiTasc thj-bclf at wall thro’ all in> blood. 
And, tho’ thj aaolet « eken into sere, 
Loage ^,ltll me all the jear ' 

J” , ! 

Once more a downj dnfi against t ic 

b"’kc'<, . , „„ 

Sclf-darkcn’d in the sky, descending 

slow ! I 

Bu‘ gl-dlj see I thro’ the wasermg flakes 

^ onblanchingapncothktMiow in snow 

Tliesewill ilunc cycb not brook in ore* 

On their perpetual pme, nor round 
tho beech , , , 

They fuse them'-ehes to little spicj > 

SoUed in the tender blushes o 
peach ; 

They lose themsebes and die 

On that new hfe that gems the haw- 
thorn line ; * .1 , 111 

Thy gay Icnt-hhes w•a^e and 

ifd out once more m sarmsh’d glory 

shine 

Til, stars of celandine 


She floats aaoss the hamlet. Heaven 
lours, 

But in the tearful splendour of her 
smiles 

1 see the slowly-tliickenmg chestnut 
towers 

Fill out the spaces by the barren tiles 
Isow past her feet the swallow circling 
flics, 

A cbmorous cuckoo stoops to meet 
her hand , 

Her light makes rainbows in my closing 
CJ cs^ 

1 hear a charm of song thro’ all the 

land j 

Come, Spring 1 She comes, and Earth 

IS glad 

To roll her berth below thy deepening 

But ere thy maiden birk be wholly clad. 
And these low bushes dip their twigs 
m foam, 

Mukc all Uaie hearths thy home 


\cross my garden > and the thicket stire, 
The blackcap warbles, and the turtl 
The suSg claps his tiny 

Still round her forehead wheels the 
woodland dove. 

And scatters on her throat the sparks 

A tunic white as May 

Sh. *h»pe«, ■ F-"” 
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ME RUN AND THE GLEAM 


While some dirk dvicller by the coco 
palm 

Watdi’d my fir meadow zoned with 
all} mom , 

From under rose a mufiled moan of 
floods , 

I sat beneath a solitude of snow , 

There no one came, the turf nas fresh, 
the woods 

Plunged gulf on gulf thro’ all their 
\alcs below 

I saw be}ond their silent tops 

The steaming marshes of the scarlet 
cranes. 

The slant seas leaning on the mangrosc 
copse, i 

And summer basking in the sulti} 
plains 

About a land of canes , 

MI. 

‘Then from my \apour. girdle soaring 
forth 

I scaled the buoj’ant highwa} of the 
birds. 

And drank the dews and diizzle of the 
North, 

That I might mix with men, and hear 
their words 

On palhway’d plains, for — while mj 
hand exults 

Within the bloodless heart of lowl} 
flowers 

To work old laws of Lose to fresh 
results, 

Thro’ manifold effect of simple pow ers — 
I too would teach the man 

lieyond the darker hour to see the 
bright. 

That lus fresh life ma} close as it began. 
The still-fulfilling promise of a light 
Narrowing the bounds of night ’ 

VIK 

So wed thee svith my soul, that 1 may 
mark 

The coming year’s gieat good and 
varied ills. 

And new developments, whatever spark 


Be structc from out the ciosn of wamng 
wills; 

Or whether, since our nature cannot rest. 
The smolc of w ir's volcano burst 
again 

From hoai} deeps that belt the changeful 
West, 

Old Empires, dwellings of the kings 
of men , 

Or should those fail, that hold the helm, 
Willie the long da} of knowledge 
grows and vvaniis. 

And m the heart of tins most ancient 
realm 

A hateful voice be utter’d, and alarms 
Sounding ‘ To arms 1 to arms V 

i\ 

A simpler, saner lesson might he Icam 
Wlio reads tli} gradual process. Hoi} 
Spring 

Th} leaves possess the season m their 
turn, 

And in their time thy warblers nsc on 
wing 

How surcl} ghdest thou fiom March to 
May, 

And changest, breatlung it, the sullen 
wind, 

Thy scope of operation, da} by day, 
Larger and fuller, like the human 
mind! 

Thy w armths from bud to bud 

Accomplish tiiat blind model in the 
seed, 

And men have hopes, which race the 
restless blood, 

j That after many changes may succeed 
Life, which is Life mdeed 


MERLIN AND THE GLEAM 

1 

O YODNG Manner, 

You from the haven 
Under the sca-diff. 

You that are watching 
The gray Magician 


l^FEHLIN AND THE GLEAM 
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W'lth c^es of wonder, 

V 

/?m Merlin, 

Down from the mountain 

And J am dpng, 

And over the level. 

I Jim ^^c^llr' 

And streaming and shming on 

W ho follow Tlie Gleam 

Silent nver, 

ri. 

Silver) willow. 

Pasture and plow land. 

Jliglity the M'liard 

Innocent maidens. 

Garrulous children. 

\N ho found ne at sunrise 

Klecftng, and woke me 

Homestead and harvest. 

And IcamVi me Magic ! 

Reaper and gleaner. 

Great the Master, 

And rough ruddy faces 

And sweet the Magic, 

Of low 1) labour, 

Wlitn 01 cr the \allc}, 

Slidcd The Gleam — 

In earl) eumnicrs, 

Oicr the ’nojnt’’in, 

VI 

On hi nan faces, 

Then, wath a melody 

And all around int, ! 

Moang to melod j, 

Stronger and statelier, 

Led me at length 

Floated The Gleam 

To the cit) and palace 

in. 

Of Arthur the king, 

Touch’d at the golden 

Once at the croak of a Raven 

Cross of the churches. 

Flash’d on the Tournament, 

who crosl U, 

A Inrbarous people, 

Flicker’d and bjeker’d 

Blind to the m-’gic, 

From helmet to helmet^ 

And liist on the forehead 

And deaf to the melod) , 

Snari d at and cursed inc 

Of Arthur the blameless 

A demon vext me. 

Rested The Gleam / 


Tlie Jandskjp dirkcnMi 
The melodj dcidcn’d. 

The Master w hi'spctM 
* Tollow The Gleam ’ 

IV 

Then to the mrlodj, 

0\er a wilderness 
Gilding, and glancing at 
Elf of the woodland, 

Gnome of the caaem, 

GniTin and Giant, 

And dancing of Fames 
In desolate hollows, 

And wraiths of the mountain, 
And rolling of dragons 
By warble of water, 

^!Or cataract music 
*'Of filling torrents, 

* Whiled The Gleam 


VII 


Clouds and darkness 
Closed upon Camelot, 

Arthur had lanish’d 
I knew not whither, 

The king who loved me, 

And cannot die. 

For out of the darkness 
Silent and slowly , i ^ 

The Gleam, that had waned to a 
wintry glimmer 
On icy fallow 
And faded forest. 

Drew to the valley 

Named of the shadow, 

And slowly brightening 

Out of tbe glimmer. 

And slowl} moi mg again to a melod} 
Yearningly tender. 
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ROMNEY'S REMORSE 


Fell on the shadow. 

No longer a shadow, 

But clothed with The Gleam 

\'III 

And broader and bnghter 
The Gleam flying onward. 

Wed to the melody, 

Sang thro’ the world. 

And slower and famter. 

Old and weary. 

But eager to follow, 

I saw, whenever 
In passing it glanced upon 
Hamlet or city 
That under the Crosses 
The dead man’s garden, 

The mortal hillock, 

Would break into blossom , 

And so to the land’s 

Last limit I came 

And can no longer. 

But die rejoicing. 

For thro’ the Magic 
Of Him the Mighty, 

Who taught me in childhood. 
There on the border 
Of boundless Ocean, 

And all but in Heaven 
Hovers The Gleam 

IX. 

Not of the sunlight. 

Not of the moonlight, 

Not of the starhght ' 

O young Manner, 

Down to the haven. 

Call your companions. 

Launch jour vessel. 

And crowd your canvas. 

And, ere it vanishes ’ >- 

! Over the margin, y 

After it, follow it, ' i *" 
Follow The Gleam " ' / 

ROMNEY’S REMORSE 

I read Ha)1e> s Life of Komncy the other 
day— Romncj vrmted buteducaUon ••nd reading 
to mate him a va> fine painter, bat his ideal 


was not high nor fixed How toucning is the 
dose of his life I He married at nineteen, and 
because Sir Joshua and others had said that 
*• marriage sjioitt an artist” almost immediately 
left his wife in the North and scarce saw her till 
the end of his hfe , when old, nearly mad and 
quite desolate, he went hade to her and she 
received him and nursed him till he died This 
quiet act of hers is worth all Romney s pictures 1 
even as a matter of Art, I am sure ' (Letters 
aiut Ltierary Ren-ains of Rettvard Rtis^erald, 
vol 1 ) 

•Beat, bttle heart — I give you this and 
this’ 

Who are you? What’ the Lady 
Hamilton ? 

Good, I am never weary paintmg you 
! To sit once more? Cassandra, Hebe, 
Joan, 

Or spinmng at your wheel beside the 
vine — 

Bacchante, what yon will, and if I 
fail 

To conjure and concentrate into form 
And colour all you are, the fault is less 
In me than Art. WTiat Artist ever yet 
Could make pure light Ii\ e on the canvas? 
Art ’ 

Why should I so disrcbsb that short w ord? 
Where am I ? snow on all the hills I 
so hot, 

So fev er’d ' never colt w ould more delight 
To roll himself m meadow grass than I 
To wallow in that winter of the hills 
Nurse, were you hired? or came of 
your own will 

To wait on one so broken, so forlorn? 
Hav e I not met j on somewhere long ago? 
I am all but sure I have — m Kendal 
church — 

0 yes I I hired you for a season there. 
And then we parted , but you look so 

kind 

That you wall not deny my snltiy throat 
One draught of icy water There — ^you 

The drops upon my forehead Your 
hand shakes 

1 am ashamed I am a trouble to you. 
Could kneel for your forgiveness Are 

they tears? 
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for nc— iht, tio mp too ntuc'i ornpp— I Vr>i<r ti... i tt « 

ibr jno^ I 'inght }ou keep your 

0 U>j>, Mnrj t • 

ttw- , ^ with word's • 

A; :^ or til.- fumes 


>c jDii p»t me, 
*tumMc<l Inck 


nnrnige nng ! 
Kaisc me I thank j ou 


T> 10. .. . Has jour opwte then 

i rod this binck mood ? or am I conscious, 
more 

Than other Masters, of the ehnen, 
between 

Work and Ideal? Or docs the gloom 
of Age 

And suffering cloud the height I stand 
upon 

Tven from mjself? stand? stood 
no more 

And yet 

The world would lose, if such a tvife as 
jou 

Should tinish unrecorded Might I 
cra\c 

One fa\ our ? lam bankrupt of all claim 


flftfcat dark opiate do 
—word?, 

wad I Inte 

rg'in 

Into the common da, , the loundu «:df 
' - ' ay K5C there, if onlj for \our take, 
etrucc', J irdljjy^,. noMcst liLorlcd wife 
it-t ever wore a Chnoian m-rnage 
nng ^ 

'ty CB^ ujvon the Macterk apothegm, 
wife and children tin'* an \ttKt 
down 1 

Th« wm’d mj lodcdar in the Heaven 
of Art, 

Ard lured me from the ho ischo’d fire on 

To VC* Javourr 1 am bankrupt of all claim 

r..« , ''J'* I>2cn al.fc long he. On amir obedience, and my strongest 

‘Tatr^ a truth , and tho'aoT. ^ wash 

Comfoit j on hav e w on the Painter’s F alls flat before > our least unwillingness 
TJ, > Still would )ou — if It please you — ^sit 

*rte that sees the worst in me, to me? 

I dream’d last night of that clear 
summer noon, 

WHicn seated on a rock, and foot to foot 
W itb ) our own shadow in the placid lake, 
You claspt our infant daughter, heart to 
heart 

I had been among the hills, and brought 
JOU down 

A length of staghorn moss, and this you 
twined 

About her cap I see the picture yet, 
Mother and child A sound from fat 
awaj, 


but 


j_,i sees inc worst in me, 

groans to sec it, finds no comfort 
there 

Hme? I im not Raphael, 

,, Titian — no 

oi even a Sir Jo'-liin, some will cn 
«ng there ‘ The painter’s fame? 
g mine, (hat grew 

into glittering by the popular 
. breath, 

*y float awlulc beneath the sun, may 

n 

t rainbow hues of heaven about it — 

Y, There 1 „ 

‘nt colour’d bubble bursts above the No loader than a bee among the flowers 
abj-ss A fall ofwater lull’d the noon asleep 

Harkness, utter Lethe You still’d it for the moment with a song 

Which often echo’d in me, while I stood 
Is it so? Before the great Madonna-masterpieces 

sad ejes plead for my own fame Of ancient Art m Pans, or in Rome 
^ With me Mn'Yi “y crayons I if I can, I witt 

To make it dearer. You should have been — I might have 

made jou once, 

Y „ Look, the sun has risen Had I but known you as I know you 

® flame along another dreary day 
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RO VJVE rS REMORSE 


Tha true Alcestis of the tune Your 
song— 

Sit, listen ! I remember it, a proof 

That I — even I — at times remember’d 
jvu 

‘ Beat upon mine, little heart ’ beat, 
beat * 

Beat upon mine 1 } ou are mine, my 
SM ect 1 

All mine from >our prettj blue cjes 
to your feet, 

My sweet ’ 

Less profile 1 turn to me — three quarter 
face 

‘ Sleep, little blossom, my honey, my 
bhss 1 

For I gi\e you tins, and I giae you 
this 1 

And I blind your pretty blue eyes with 
a kiss 1 

Sleep 1’ 

Too early blinded by the kiss of death — 

‘Father and Mother wall watch you 
growr ’ — 

You watch’d not I, she did not grow, 
she died 

‘Father and Mother wall watch you 
grow. 

And gather the roses wheneaer they 
blow. 

And find the white heather wherever 
yon go. 

My sweet ’ 

Ah, my white heather only blooms in 
heaven 

With Milton’s amaranth There, there, 
there I a child 

Had shamed me at it — ^Down, you idle 
tools, 

Stampt into dust — tremulous, all awry, 

Blurr’d like a landskip m a ruffled pool, — 

Not one stroke firm This Art, that 
harlot-hke 

Seduced me from you, leaves me harlot- 
hke. 

Who love her still, and whimper, im 
potent 


To win her back liefore I die — and 
then — 

Ihen, in the loud world’s bastard judg 
ment-daj, 

One truth wall damn me wath the mind- 
Ic's mob, 

WTio feel no touch of my temptation, 
more 

Than all tlie myriad lies, that blacken 
round 

The corpse of every man that gams a 
name , 

‘This model husband, this fine Artist’’ 
Fool, 

What matters ? Six fool deep of burial 
mould 

Will dull their comments ’ Ay , but when 
the shout 

Of Ills descending peals from Heaven, 
and throbs 

Thro’ earth, and all her graves, if He 
should ask 

‘Why left you wife and children’ for 
my sake. 

According to my word’’ and I replied 

‘Nay, Lord, for Art' why, tliat would 
sound so mean 

That all the dead, vvho wait the doom of 
Hell 

For bolder sins than mine, adulteries, 

Wifc-murdeis, — nay , the ruthless Mussul- 
man 

Who flings his bow strung Harem in the 
sea, 

Would turn, and glare at me, and point 
and jeer, 

And gibber at the worm, who, hvang, 
made 

The wife of wives a widow -bride, and 
lost 

Salvation for a sketch 

I am wild again 1 

The coals of fire you heap upon my head 

Have crazed me Someone knocking 
there without? 

No’ Will my Indian brother come? to 
find 

Me or my coffin ? Should I know the 
man? 

This worn-out Reason dying in her house 


rAA'.W-tSSL S — } -iX £ rOA UTIONIST 


’'iy Isrs fne- wailows Wntled, “inil 

so, 

S,‘3 f iT fsTCTcS fcr TOC, TOd te!l hin — 

Ho.v* 

IffSa-ad^ilS lKrtl.\n"<J whimper ‘ Ilopt ‘ 
“’Pc T^t'^rab'e hue nt> m«i2cinc 
S-{ xralc Hpjv:’*' Jle ■wjil u Jn 
the {jla\ 

hjs ctiT'c \xa*- of the <cns{.s , o'" the mind 
M "s, vrerse, cohS, crJcnhiCd 

Tcil mx sen — 

0 5i ire IcrJi mj hc*d upon >o *r hrevt 
'Uj' ht!c heart '01 thi’, fod bnn 

mi' c 

1 V*'cc hid fnenos — ard minj — none 

hsc joa 

I live joa mo'c iSiui when we mirr.td 
Ilojit* 

Oves, 1 hop*, or fmej th"t, {>crhips 
Ihsiir foijixenfcs touches hcixcn, and 
Ihetjce— 

rptyoa fo*pve TOv, joa ire Sutcof tint — 
Re‘''cc'ed, seios a light on the forgnen 


PARNASSUS 

Bo-sn-enti-n 
Qi" -i Pon 
I’asi.ii 'asre 

nn incnMi'. 

ia-!e^t9 rertu el fuel icrapoinu— IIopACT- 
1 

\'Hat be those croxu’d forms high oxer 
the sieved fountain ? 

"^x, that the might) Moses hixe raised 
to the heights of the mountiin, 
And oxer the (light of the Ages' O 
Goddesses, help me up ihithcr ' 
hightmng mij shrixd the hurel of 

Casar, but mine xxould not wither 

’“tip IS the mointiin, but )ou, you xxiU 
help me to oxercomc it, 

Atid stand with my head in the zenith, 

and roll my xoice from thcsummit, 

funding for ever and txer thro’ Earth 
j and her listening nations, 

And mixt with the great Sphere music of 
stars and of constellations 
T 
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II 

Wlnt be those txvo shapes high over the 
sacred founl'in, 

Taller tliin .ill the Muses, and huger 
than all the mountain ? 

On those two knoxxm peaks they stand 
cxer spreading and heightening, 
Poet, thil exeigrecn hurel is blasted by 
more thin lightning ' 

Ixiok, in their deep double shadoxv the 
crown'd ones all disippeanng* 
Sing like a bird ind be hippy, nor hope 
for a deathless lieanng' 
•Sounding for exei and ever?’ pass on' 
the sight confuses — 

These are Astronomy and Geology', ter 
nble Muses 1 


til 

f the hp> were touch’d with fire from off 
a pure Pierian altar, 
fho’ their music here be mortil need the 
singer greatly care ? 

)ther songs for other worlds' the fire 
xxithin him xxould not falter, 
jct the golden Iliad x-anish, Homer here 


by an evolutionist 

[E I^rd let the house of a brute to the 
soul of a man, 

^dtbcmansaid'Amlyourde^or 
d the Lord-* ^ot yet but maka it 

IS clem 15 you can, ^ 

ind then I xxill let you i better 


body come from brutes, my soul 
uncertain, or a fible, 

, not bisk amid the senses while 
the sun of morning shines, 
iner brute rejoicing m my hounds, 
*ind in mV stnlilcj , 

b and Health, and birth and 
imalth, and choice of women an 
of wines? 

2 E 
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far-far- A WA Y—BEA VTJFVL CITY. 


Whal \voiW-whispct, mjsUc |)am 


WTiat hast thou done for me, gnm Old 
Age, sase brcT.k'mg tay bones on 
the rack ? 

Would 1 l>ad past in the morning that 
looks 'O bright from afar ! 

Oi D Age 

Done for thee? stars ed the nifd beast 
that /as linkt with thee eighty 
years back 

Less s.cight now for the laddcr-of- 
heasen that hangs on a star 

1 

If my body come from brutes, tho 
somewhat finer than their own, 

I am heir, and this my kingdom 
Shall the royal soice be mute? 

No, but if the rebel subject seek to drag 
me from the throne, 

Hold the sceptre. Human Soul, and 
rule thy Prosince of the brute 

It 

I have climb’d to the snows of Age, and 
I gaze at a field in the Past, 
Where 1 sank wath the body at times 
m the sloughs of a low desire. 

But I hear no yelp of the hcost, and the 
Man IS quiet at last 
As he stands on the heights of his life 
With a glimpse of a height that is 
higher 


FAR— FAR— AWAY. 


or joy. 

Thro’ those three words would haunt him 
when a hoy, 

Far — far-away? 

A whisper from his dawn of life? a 
breath 

Tiom some fair dawn beyond the doots 
of death 

Far — far-away ? 

Far, far, hem far ? from o’er the gates of 
Birth, 

1 he faint horizons, all the bounds of earth, 
Far — far — away ? 

Wliat charm in words, a charm no words 
could glM.? 

O dying words, can Music make yon Ine 
Far — far — away ? 


POUTICS 

' Wf move, the v.heel must always move. 
Nor always on the plain, 

And if we move to such a goal 
As W isdom hopes to g-in, 

Then you th"t drive, and know y our Craft, 
' Will firmly hold the renj. 

Nor lend an car to random cncs. 

Or you may drive m vain. 

For some cry ’Quick' and some cry 
< ‘ Slow,’ 

‘ But, while the hills remain, 

Up hill ' Too slow ’ will need the whip, 

' Down hill * Too-quick,’ the chain 


(for music.) 


What sight so lured him thro’ the fields 
. ne 1cne%v^ 

As where earth’s green stole into heaven’s 
own hue, 

Far — ^far — away ? 


V^at sound vvasdearest in hisnativcdclls? 

The mellow hn hn-lone of evening bells 
Far — far — away 


BEAUTIFUL CITY 

Beautiful city, the centre and crater 
of European confusion, 

O you with your passionate shnek for 
the rights of an equal humanity, 
How often your Re-volution has proven 
but E-volution 

Roll’d again back on itself in the tides ol 
a CIV ic insanity ' 



THE ROSES OK THE TERRACE~THE OAK. 6ti 


Rose, on this terrace fiftj jears ago, 
^Yhen I was in tny June, jou m jour 

Two words, Ro^e ’ set all j’our fice 
aglow. 

And now that I am white, and you ire 


_ ^gra>. 

That blush of fiftj j ears ago, mj dear, 
Blooms in the Past, but close to me 
to day 

As this red rose, whicn on our terrace here 
Glows m the blue of fifty miles awraj 


Maxy, many welcomes 
Februaij fair-maid, 

El er as of old time, 
Sohtary firstling. 

Coming in the cold time. 
Prophet of the gay time. 
Prophet of the Maj time 
Prophet of the roses, 
Manj, many welcomes 
Februarj fair maid! 


THE THROSTLE 


THE PLAY. 

Act first, this Earth, a stage so gloom’d 
with woe 

^ on all but sicken at the shifting scenes 

And yet be patient Our Plajnvnght 
may show 

In some fifth Act what this wild Drama 
means. 

OK ONE WHO AFFECTED 
AN EFFEMINATE MANNER 

While man and woman still are mcom 
plete, 

* prize that soul w here man and woman 
meet, 

Which t}*pes all Nature’s male and female 

“Ot, fnend, man-woman is not woman j 
man 

TO ONE WHO RAN DOWN 
THE ENGLISH 

1 00 make our faults too gross and thence 
maintam 

Our darker future May your fears be 
vain ! 

At times the small black fly upon the pane , 

May seem the black ox of the distantplain 1 


' Summer is coming, summer is coming 
1 know It, I know it, I know it 
Light again, leaf again, life again, lore 
agam,’ 

Yes, my wild httle Poet. 

Smg the new jear m under the blue 
Last jear jou sang it as gladly 
‘New, new new, new*! Is it then ro 
new 

That J ou should carol so madlj ^ 

‘ Love again, song agam, nest again, j oung 
again,’ 

Never a prophet so crazv ' 

And hardly a dai^ as j et, little fnend, 
See, there is harolj a daisy 

‘Here agam, here, here, here, happj 
vear’’ 

O warble unchidden, unbidden ' 
Summer is coming, is comings mj dear. 
And all the winters are hidden 


THE OAK. 

LrvT toy Life, 
Yeung and old. 
Like yon oat, 
Bngiit in spnng, 
Lmng gold , 
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//V MEMORJAM 


Summer-nch 
Then , and then 
Autumn changed. 
Soberer hued 
Gold again. 


All his Iea\cs 
Fall’n at length, 
Look, he stands, 
Trunk and bough, 
Naked sticngih 


' IN MEMORIAM 

G Ward 

FAREwrii, whose living tike 1 shall 
not iind. 

Whose Faith and Work were bells of 
full accord, 

M) fnend, the most unworldl) of man 
kind, 

Most generous of all Ultramontanes, 
\\ ard, 

How subtle at tierce and quart of mind 
with mind, 

I llow lojal in the following of thy 

» T S * 


THE DEATH OF CENONE 

AND OTHER POEMS 


JUNX BRACKEN AND 
HE \THER 

To E T. 


n 


DjERC on the lop of the down, 

Tae mid htathur rcond rne and o\ct me 
Tune'<; high hue, 

I look’d i: the bncken so bnght 
''no the heather b'oi'Ti, 

I thought to niy^Jf I nould olitr tnis 

hooktojo'J, I.. 

Tr e, and my lote together, vl/ 

To }oa that are sc. tntj settn 

a laith as denr as tfie heights of 
the June blue heiten, 

And •’ fanQ as siimmer-nen 
As the green of the bneken amid the 
gloom of the hirthcr 


TO THE MASTER OF 
BALLIOL 


Bear Master m our classic tow n, 
You, loved b> all the jojngcr gown 
There at Balbol, 

) our Plato for one minute down, 

II 

And read a Grecian tale re told, 
much, cast m Ja*er Grecian mould, 
Quintus Cabber 
Somewhat lazil} handled of old , 

III 

And on tins white midwinter daj — 
Tor ha\c the far-off h)’mns of May, 
All her melodics. 

All her harmonics echo’d away? — 


To daj, before >ou turn again 
To thoughts that lift the soul of men, 
Hear mj cataract’s 

Dotvn\Tard thunder in hollow and glen, 


Till, led bj dream and vague desire, 
The woman, glidmg toward the pjre, 
Find her warrior 
Stark and dark m his funeral fire 


r T HE, DEAT H QF, GE^'ONE 

CE .ONE sat wnhm the case from out 

Whose ivj ro-’tted mouth she used to gaze 

Do^nt at the Troad , but the goodly view 
as now one blank and all the serpent 
nnes 

Winch on the touch of hcarenl} feet had 
risen, 

And gliding thro’ the branches over- 
bow er’d 

The naked Three, were mther’d long 

And thro’ the sunless winter morning 
mist 

In silence wept upon the flowerless earth 
And while she stared at those dead 
cords that ran 

Dark thro’ the mist, and linking tree to 

But once were gayer than a 

With manj a pendent bell and fragrant 

star, 


Her P«t became her Present, and she 

Hun, dimbmg toward her with the 
golden fruit, , j 

Him, happy to be chosen Judge of Gods, 
Her husband m the flush of youth and 
dawm, 

Fans, himself as beauteous as a God 
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THE DEATH QF (ENONE 


Anon from out the long raMPe below. 
She heard a wailing cry, that seem’d at 
first 

Thin as the batlike shnllings of the Dead 
When dnien to Hades, but, in coming 
near. 

Across the downward thunder of the 
brook 

Sounded ‘ CEnone ’ , and on a sudden he. 
Pans, no longer beauteous as a God, 
Struck by a poison’d arrow in the fight. 
Lame, crooked, rcehng, liMd, thro’ the 


But, ere the mountain rolls into the plain,' 
Fell headlong dead , and of the shepherds' 
one 

Their oldest, and the same who first had' 
found 

Pans, a naked babe, among the woods 
Of Ida, folloiving lighted on him there. 
And shouted, and the shepherds heard' 
and came 

One raised the Pnnce, one sleek’d the 
squalid hair, 

One kiss’d his hand, another closed his 


mist 

Rose, like the w raith of his dead self, 
and moan’d 

'CEnone, »y CEnone, while we dwelt 
Together in this salle> — happy then — 
Too happy had I died ivithin thine 
armS] 

Before the feud of Gods had marr’d our 
peace. 

And sunder’d each from each 1 am 
dying now 

Pierced by a poison’d dart Save me. 
Thou knowest, 

Taught by some God, whatever herb or 
balm 

May clear the blood from poison, and 
thy fame 

Is blown thro’ all the Troad, and to thee 
The shepherd brings Ins adder -bitten 
lamb. 

The v/ounded warrior climbs from Troy 
to thee 

My life and death are m thy hand The 
Gods 

Avenge on stony hearts a fruitless prajer 
For pitj Let me ow e my life to thee 
I wrought thee bitter wrong, but thou 
forgive, 

Fo^et It. Man is but the slave of Fate 
CEnone, by thy love which once was 
mine. 

Help, heal me I am poison’d to the 
heart.’ 

‘ And I to mine ’ she said ‘ Adulterer, 

Go back to thine adulteress and die !’ 

He groan’ll, he turn’d, and in the nust 
at once 

Became a shadow, sank and disappear’d. 


eyes. 

And then, remembering the gay playmate 
rear’d 

Among them, and foigetfid of the man. 

Whose crime had half unpeopled Ihon, . 
these 

All that dav long labour d, hewing the 
pines. 

And built their shepherd-pnnce a funeral 
pile. 

And, while the star of eve was drawmg 
hght 

From the dead sun, kmdled the p}’re, 
and all 

Stood round it, hush’d, or calling on his 
name 

But when the white fog vamsh’d like 
a ghost 

Before the day, and every topmost pine 

Spired into bluest heaven, still m her 
cave. 

Amazed, and ever seeming stared upon 

By ghastlier than the Goigon head, a 
face, — 

Hts face deform’d by lund blotch and 
blain — 


There, like a creature frozen to the heart 
Beyond all hope of warmth, CEnone sat 
Kot monng, till m front of that ravme 
Which drowsed in gloom, sclf-darken’d 
from the west. 

The sunset blazed along the wall of Troy 
Then her head sank, she slept, and 
thro’ her dream 


A ghostly murmur floated, * Come to me, 
CEnone ' I can wrong thee now no 


more. 


CEnone, my CEnone,' and the dream 


ST rr.LRMACHVS. 
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M .1 ,r. i -I.' '. 

Il»(jn yet I r 

Whst liqht vas ll.t e? She roic nnd flamed 

sIoaIj down, 11 1 On one hucc slope be}ond, where m his 

Ij the lent: toircnlV cv cr-deepen’d roar. I On one nnge 1 

Tecti, followirg, "-s m tnncu the silent ^ had built 

She Tvaled a bird o*’ ptc) tint scrc-md ! ^ ho'^'^c% er changed a word with 

Shetcuic^l asinU tint bi«iiv’ wnticd . „ ,jjnjip„yd,Tclcmacbus the Saint 

avraj t . r\ e after c\ e that haggard anchorite 

k pan'l er sprang across her path, ® haunt the desolated fane, an 

hc^nl I there , 

rne«hnek of some lost lift "inonS ■ jhe ruin, often mutter low 

pmes, In i ‘ Vicisti Galilme ’ , louder again. 

Bat when she gain’d the broader talc, , ^ ^ shatter’d fragment of the 

and saw . . God, 

rrenngof faces redden’d b) «bc flames . h„,_«he^ow ^ 

EnfoUhrg that dark liodj wlucli j bathed in that lund crimson 


EnfoUurg that dnrk \yoay wmeu 
Of old in h-r embrace, p-ustd— and then 
asV d n, 

FaltenngK, ’’Who lies on jonder p}rc? 
Bet cvcrii man was mule for , 

Then moving quick!) forward till 
Stno'e on her brow, she lifted up n ' 1 
Of slinll command, ‘ ^Vho tiums upo 

ihepvrc’’ , ,„,,incf 

VThereon their o’dcst ^nd their b 

‘He, whom thou woi’ldst not heal ' and 
all at once 

Tlie morning light of happ) wiar g 

Thro’ allOie'cloudcd ) cars of ^dowhood 
And muflhng up her comely hea , 

‘nnsba??!’‘’shc leapt upon the funeral 

And mixt herself w ith hf» 
flic 


ST telemachus 

Had the fierce ashes of some fie^ Knut 
Been hurl'd so high they ranged aooui 

«»y » 


« Vicisli G'iIh'CC * oMi j 

Bia»lWlundcnmso„-«l.a 

w,o.t.Sl;»wi?' »ai,».a»«»« 

Th» a,rftoto»«.i“g“‘,;v“' 

of — 

ThcanC«aoo«,i.o>-»ah..>h«p= 

A„a 

dowm , jj,s face 

Thro- that ‘I'f 3 ® fnd^town of alien 
By waste and neia 

‘“"^"hundred sunsets, and the 
Following a nu 

* a, nrv 


Following a ““ 

sphere and every 

orw»tk.a"k“»'«’'*"’ 

'f'"''*,. h.e own diaaow on to 

Struck from him his own 

Rome 


eve. 
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ST TELEMACHVS 


Foot-sore, t^ay-worn, at length he 
touch’d his goal, 

The Christian citj All her splendour 
fail’d 

To lure those eyes that only yearn’d to 
see, 

Fleeting behvixt her column’d palace- 
walls. 

The shape with wngs Anon there past 
a crowd 

With shameless laughter, Pagan oath, 
and jest, 

Hard Romans brawling of their mon 
strous games , 

He, all bat deaf thro* age and weari- 
ness. 

And muttenng to himself 'The call of 
God’ 

And home along by that full stream of 
men, 

Like some old u reck on some indrawing 
sea. 

Gain’d their huge Colosseum The caged 
beast 

Yell’d, as he yell’d of jore for Christian 
blood 

Three sla\es were trailing a dead lion 
away. 

One, a dead man He stumbled in, and 
sat 

Blinded, but when the momentary gloom, 

Made bj the noonday blaze without, had 
left 

His aged eyes, he raised them, and 
beheld 

A blood red awning waver overhead, 

The dust send up a steam of human 
blood. 

The gladiators moving toward their fight, 

And eighty thousand Christian faces 
watch 

Man murder man A sudden strength 
from heaven. 

As some great shock may wake a palsied 
limb. 

Turn’d him again to boy, for up he 
sprang. 

And glided lightly down the stairs, and 
o’er 


The barrier that dii ided beast from man 
Slipt, and ran on, and flung himself 
between 

The gladiatorial swords, and call’d ‘ For 
bear 

In the great name of Him who died for" 
men, >* 

Christ Jesus I’ For one moment after- 
ward 

A silence follow’d as of death, and then 
A hiss as from a wilderness of snal es, 

1 hen one deep roar as of a breaking sea. 
And then a shower of stones that stoned 
him dead. 

And then once more a silence as of death 
Ills dream became a deed that woke 
the world. 

For while the frantic rabble in half-amaze 
Stared at him dead, thro’ all the nobler 
hearts 

In that lost Oval ran a shudder of shame 
The Baths, the Forum gabbled of his 
death, 

And preachers linger’d o’er his dying 
words, 

^^'hlch would not die, but echo’d on to 
reach 

Hononus, till he heard them, and de 
creed 

That Rome no more should wallow in 
this old lust 

Of Paganism, and make her festal hour 
Dark with the blood of man who mur- 
der’d man 

[For Hononus, who succeeded to the sover 
eignt) over Europe, supprest the gladiatorial 
combats practised of old in Rome, on occasion 
of the following event There was one Tele 
machus, embracing the ascetic mode of life, who 
setting out from the East and anaving at Rome 
for this serj purpose, while that accutsed spec 
tacle was heing performed, entered himself the 
circus, and descending into the arena, attempted 
to hold back those who svielded deadly weapons 
against each other The spectators of the mur 
derous fraj, possest with the drunken glee of 
the demon who delights in sucli bloodshed, stoned 
to deatli the preacher of peace. The admuwble 
Emperor learning this put a stop to that evil ex 
hibition — Theodoret's Ecclestaittcal History 3 
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AKUARS 1)K1:AM 


« 

Thso’ dommionflliichasnord, 

) T,'”i onl) conquers men to conquer 

A^ Is^rnirnc*’. t\ Ar.'t in joi , ,, , 

<_Tt.w .V (I.W, I "" “> 

n roMe friend, mj r'lithful counsellor, 

0 {??■;> ,'s: c,-*rr rr*’ j ■f I *•- jv' * i st *'»!>} niy side While ihou nrt one 

5^ I’-'.r, j'-d t»> <r^r~ 5 -ei Tfi- 1 h'c* vritii me, 

<rv-l " fe'o'*’ ri I o.tm no longer like a lonelj man 

Ktfjl «•, tn r.r>t{ IsU^t fit - 1 ’ - In the 1 mp’s c-rden, githenng here and 

b'c’ r-1 coa .ir-, 'I ’sv a'S t /'• n • i there 

f 1 rom c rch fair plant the blossom choicest- 
Jf • 1.. a 1 1' -r n* i'- . 

K7Z VVt c - V « 0 svto;tl,c a croun not onlj for the 

' r 1*; i {«ri| T ^ '•i j'sw* 1 ^ t 

,* 77 y ' ' i Hut in dtlS ’lime for e\cr> Mussulman, 

fv i* ^ tK'u SI* cm 1 f'oM , Bfihmin. -nd Buddhist, Chnstian, and 

tr-c-1’ ‘ rarscc, 

tb- - .‘rt • Av^ . n c tl " Tliro’ all the warnng world of Hindustan 

er rr ’ c y spnkelli} brother m nis hjmn to 

Sy ‘'-<3 Tirr^ of tM •••*0 hcixcn 

to th'* b"Tr* \ , 10 i r-.i, '-n lo •' Thy glor) InlHcs wisdom All the 
!f '■ oa.yv'ns tr'chs 

^ 1‘' s i'.* o'" tl <* re » tv ul y 'onrs to . of science making toward Th} Perfect 

t 4 l-nrt ef tt«: {v'»fu''t '■> • ness 

, i Are blinding desert sand , we scarce can 

At ' at; tfft- Am I a-l ' re /re /-'/r r j ,pcll 

la' t,tfch*>,r. tT' rv, '/ I jiie Alif of Tlime alphabet of Love 

■^C*tT of the na.ons’ a^k’d hiv | He knows IIimself,men nor themselves 

CliToniCicr i 7 m rnrimn of a sect 

OIA.W .h.= ,0 1 

ttai, after one quicL glanct upon the I All else i' to perdition 

' cr} to the lotus »No flower thou ” ? the 

r'oti In die cv press “ I alone am fair ? 
m malgotpum the melon at his foot ? 

Look how the living pulse “f Alla b^ts 

Thro’ all His world If ever} single star 

Sdshnekitsclaim'Tonlyamin 

^\’h} that were such sphere music as the 

Had barfly drearo’d of There is light 

And light, more or less of shade, 
in all 


S'-ilv, 

onl timing jlowlj jovard him, Akbir 
'aid 

|The shadovv of a dream — an idle one 

‘ tas} bs C{jjl I i-ibed niy heart to 
heaven, 

t pray'a against the dream To P^^>> 
to 00 — 

To pray, to do according to the prayer, 

Aftv hotli, to worship Alla, but the 
Pt^iijerE, 

Hiat have no successor in deed, are faint 
pale in Alla’s eyes, Air mothers 
they 

^yrtg m childbirth of dead sons I vow d 

^Miatt’er my dreams, I still would do 
the right 
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AKBAR'S DREAM 


■Man-xnodes of worship , but our Ulatna, 
Who “sitting on green sofas contem- 
plate 

The torment of the damn’d” already, 
these 

Are like wild brutes new-caged — the 
narrower 

The cs^e, the more their ftity Me they 
front 

With sullen brows What wonder' I 
decreed 

That even the dog was clean, that men ! 

may taste { 

Swme-flesh, dnnk wine , they know too ! 
that whene’er 

In our free Hall, where each philosophy 
And mood of faith maj' hold its own, 
they blurt 

Their furious formalisms, I but hear 
The clash of tides that meet in narrow' 
seas — 

Not the Great Voice not the true Deep 

To dme 

A people from their anaent fold of Faith, 
And wall them up perforce in mine — 
unwise, 

Unkinglike, — and the morning of my 
reign 

Was redden’d by that cloud of shame 
when I 

I hate the rancour of their castes and 
creeds, 

I let men worship as they will, I reap 
No revenue from the field of unbelief 
I cull from every faith and race the best 
And bravest soul for counsellor and 
fnend. 

I loathe the very name of infidel 
I stagger at the Koran and the sword 
I shudder at the Christian and the stake. 
Yet “Alla,” says their sacred book, “is 
Love,” 

And when the Goan Padre quoting Him, 
Issa Ben Manam, his own prophet, cried 
“Love one another httle ones” and 
“ bless ” 

Vk'hom? even “your persecutors"! there 
meth ought 

The doud was nfted by a purer gleam 
Than glances from the sun of our IsHm 


And thou rememberest what a fury- 
shook 

Those pillars of a moulder’d faith, when 
he, ' 

’That other, prophet of their fall, pro-: 
claimed 

His Master as “ the Sun of Righteous-, 
ness,” 

Yea, Alla here on earth, who caught, 
and held 

His people by the bridle-rein of Truth 
What art thou sa 3 nng? “And was 
not Alla call’d 

In old Iran the Sun of Love? and Love 
The net of truth ? ” 

A voice from old Iran ' 
Nay, but I know it — kts, the hoaiy Sheik, 
On whom the women shneking “Atheist” 
flung 

Filth from the roof, the mystic melodist 
Who all but lost himself in Alla, him 
-\bil Said 

— a sun but dimly seen 
Here, till the mortal morning mists of 
earth 

Fade in the noon of heaven, when creed 
and race 

Shall bear false witness each of each, no 
more. 

But find their limits 1^ that laiger light, 
And overstep them, moving easily 
Thro’ after-ages in the love of Truth, 
The truth of Love 

The sun, the sun ' they rail 
At me the Zoroastnan Let the Sun, 
Who heats our earth to yield us grain 
and fruit. 

And laughs upon thy field as well as 
mine, 

And warms the blood of Shiah and 
Sunnee, 

Symbol the Eternal ! Yea and may not 
kings 

Express Him also by their warmth of 
love 

For all they rule — by equal law for all? 
By deeds a light to men ? 

But no such light 
Glanced from our Presence on the face 
of one. 


if 


whcji Oil, fo** never, — 

Tf-t 

■^s > ’iri'C’* pl’cc— 

^•lievn ^ hciven in iinn 

Thsi t, ■k’^"' bhroniii" « l'o«tr 

^ *****^’ ^'^'' ” ' ') — 
'^®'' " rinfli«t, 
5”^'^ ^'«''»"'>p1i)e-. wmiW foil, to 

'■ *^0 ft from ^vallowri; in the muc 
ai 

‘oe Jiiort, -when thc^c behold 
M Lord, 

* 1 the fonir, olic\ them, ond 

ntoiself 

binl Jn«w^^^ay lue the 
i»iC 

nhtft* ^’*^*<^110, and serve tint Infinite i 

"s» as Without, that All-in-all, I 


Ard our nil the never clrngmg One 
, cu r changing Ah„y, 

»' ham 

^ . Tlic Chri-,tnu bell, the crj from off the 

irotqiic, 

‘ 'Oil V 'p er voices of Polj theism 

*= .1’"' music, harmonising 

^ riiete lusin ird — under ^on slow 
follmr star, 

The Christians oun a Sjiirmnl Head , 

; \ii 1 following ihv true counsel, by thine 
aui, 

I Mv'- If a.n such in our IslSm, for no 
! Minge of glor), but for power to fuse 
I '!v mjTiids into union under one , 

To hii It the tiger of oppression out 
’ torn ofire , and to spread the Divine 
; rmh 

Ltle calming oil on all their stormy 
creeds 

. And fill the hollows between wave and 
I wave, 

To nurse ni) children on the milk of 
* I Truth, 

f \no alchemise old hates into the gold 
1 Of Love, and make a current , and beat 
I back 

I I he menacing jioison of intoler'nt priests, 

I Thosecobrascvcrseitmg up their hoods — 

I One \lla ' one Kahfa ' 

I Still — at times 

I A doubt, a fear, — and yester afternoon 
I dream'd, — thou knowest how deep a 
well of love 

M} heiil IS for my son, Saleem, mine 
heir, — 

And jet so wild and vvajward that m> 
dream — 

He glares askance at thee as one of those 
A\ho mix the wines of heresy in the cup 

Of counsel — so — I praj thee 

Well, I dream’d 
That stone by stone I rear’d a sacred 
fane, 

A temple, neither Pagod, Jlosquc, nor 
Church, 

But loftier, simpler, always open door’d 
To ever} breath from heaven, and Truth 
and Peace 
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AJiTBAH'S DREAM 


And Love and Justice came and dwelt 
therein , 

But while we stood rejoicing, I and thou, 
I heard a mocking laugh “the new 
Koran ' ” 

And on the sudden, and nnth a cxy 
“ Saleem ” 

Thou, thou — I saw thee fall before me, 
and then 

Me too the black wing’d Azrael over- 
came. 

But Death had ears and ejes , I watch’d 
my son, 

And those that follow’d, loosen, stone 
from stone, 

All my fair work, and from the ruin 
arose 

The shriek and curse of trampled millions, 
e\en 

As in the time before , but while I 
groan’d. 

From out the sunset pour’d an alien race. 
Who fitted stone to stone agam, and 
Truth, 

Peace, Lo\e and Justice came and dwelt 
therein, 

Nor in the field without were seen or 
heard 

Fires of SAttce, nor wail of baby-wife. 

Or Indian widow , and in sleep I said 
“ All praise to Alla by whatever hands 
My mission be accomplish’d I ” but we 
hear 

Music our palace is awake, and mom 
Has lifted the dark eyelash of the Night 
From off the rosy cheek of waking Day 
Our hymn to the sun They sing it 
Let us go ’ 

Hymn 

I 

Once agam thou flamest heavenward, 
once again we see thee rise 
Everj morning is thy birthday gladdening 
human hearts and eyes. 

Every morning here we greet it, 
bowing lowly down before thee. 
Thee the Godlike, thee the changeless in 
thine ever cliangmg skies 


II 

j 

Shadow-maker, shadow-slayer, arrowing 
light from clime to clime, 

Hear thy mynnad laureates hail the = 
monarch in theirvv oodland rhyme - 
Warble bird, and open flower, and • 
men, below the dome of azure' 
Kneel adoring Him the Timeless in th£_ 
flame that measures Time* ' 

NOTES TO AKBAR’S DREAM 

The great Mogul Emperor Akbar was bom 
October 14, 154a, and died 1605. At 13 he sue , 
ceeded his father Humayun , at 18 he himself 
assumed the sole charge of government. He 
subdued and ruled over fifteen large provinces , . 
his empire included all India north of the Vindhya _ 
Mountains — in the south of India he was not so" 
successful His tolerance of religions and his 
abhorrence of religious persecution put our Tudots 
to shame. He invented a new eclectic religion ~ 
by which he hoped to unite all creeds, castes and ' 
peoples and his legislation was remarkable for | 
vigour, justice and humanity 

' glory bttJjHes wisdom ’ The Emperor 
quotes from a hymn to the Deity by Fain, brother ' 
of Abul Fazl, Char's chief fnend and mmister, ’ 
who wrote the Am t AKiart (Annals of Akbar) ' 
His influence on his age was immense. It may 
be that he and his brother Fam led Akbar's 
mmd away from IsKm and the Prophet — this 
charge is brought against him by every Muham ' 
madan writer , but Abul Fazl also led his sover 
eign to a true appreciation of his duties, and 
from the moment that he entered Court, the 
problem of successfully ruling over mixed races, 
which Isl'fm in few other countries had to solve, 
was carefully considered, and the policy of toler 
ation was the result (Blochmann xxix.) 

Ahttl Fazl thus gives an account of himself 
•The advice of my Father with difliculty kept me 
back from acts of folly , my mind had no rest and 
my heart felt itself drawn to the sages of Mongolia 
or to the hermits on Lebanon I longed for 
interviews with the Llaniis of Tibet or wath the 
padres of Portugal and I would gladly sit with 
the priests of the Parsis and the learned of the 
Zendavesta. I was sick of the learned of my own 
land’ 

He became the intimate fnend and adviser of 
Akbar, and helped him in his tolerant sy stem of 
government. Professor Blochmann writes *Im 
pressed with a favourable idea of the value of his 
Hindu subjects, he (Akbar) had resolved when 
pensively sitting in the evenings on the sohtaiy 
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huslnml i fur'rM p)~<, Ivr I'l ( o fr'e ard ^ 

uiJntmcJ 

r 

f-ip »-t Jf lie fnrbai! marmre b^'ore I'le a„c , 
of ’ 


*^ir, T tt 'I's r*ncc ■t riCc I h*"*! oni' brief 
"t.tnn^r b! '>« 

liut Ibe Ila itbi b'li woo’u mf" in v^tn, 
ini'l he etnWji’i* ir j Victo v ilh this 


Imitxn - :r ‘ ( Al>bax o'll'iP't! lhal n- 
Biarmet win l*«ful 

Music 'VIoil " uttrb ts'-f'**' I'ajlreat. 
1)^ Abut t n I t pfiii ajat 
in the pnliee Mm M jui) f I * ’j a t>~ »■ 
!^Ire of ilip sisti" of nu tc n fai-«l in »tci*t . 
ilo rn I’fji ’ 

' Trt Pt s-ePat I'bt Dm r I n 
nil lal oviaa mi'-r ibe mn' lutr « tea eC 
Atnar AiiiJ'i of 'bit the Uiviiie laitbua 
in-j he rtt' oreii fro”i ihc lOfnji i in n ibe Jiej'I 
of the iwm The |t|vum"it refrft»'' *n. At ill 
I«.l'i>«M'n rht aboil rtce'i-ti» tc u! \(l)lb" 
Court becaire a fall r»ii j a*e of th» '.ape' 
leartH o' a1' ere'-*'', the col drvintm of i" 
relifiJ It ayM'irt were re o?ni ej a"iJ thnr tj- 
feci v,e^ not aliovirt to o'ltcctc lti»ir p<v»t 
f atoree (a) peffect lol'ntim or { 'oos iMtn *11 
«aa e'labti'hnS, and (3) the Fowf'e an t «i I 
ini*dcd Here co'ttrd mth 'hanr ca »eeiac tte 
diimtemted irotivet of Hit Mm-'ta niU lb'*' 
a ooj in the i ille*a of ditf race Da o'! Jaep em 

be' iS7i^Uagab jS? (Blochatorn atv ) 


IHK BANDIT’S DEATH 


he lit j’t; d T.ic up there to hw cave 
j ft the t'lotn'a t , ord ihcte one 

I 

I He had left his dapi’cr Ir aind h'r' I 
\ fti in'* il 1 hi'* It "uaj 

I or he icckM *)lh lb b.cr'l of I’lcto; 

Ills hic-cs ttetc re-1 tt.'h ht enme. 
At d I cried to ih. Mm" to aacnpe me 
Hicj heard, tlit/ bided thtirtime. 

In 3 «hlt I bare bim n 'm, ami he 
hltrd to d* 1 lie Jlir child, 

' Viid that wa' .a li*i/ h^liapen un but 1 
^ — to lie rceoti'.-li.'l ’ — 

I N<3, the Modi''' of Ool, tho I fhttil. 
I 1 1 atrd liim Ic", 

j And— vi!l, if I film’d I'-t ni.dit, I will 
! find the I’tit*;! "ivi confc a 

j Liften • \ c three were tilorc m the dell 
I at il £. tloae of the 11 aj 

j 1 w la libinf; a eo'ij» to the l>alic, and 1 * 
j lat gii’d Id e a dtwn ui Maj 


TO SIR WALTER bCOTT « 

0 ri KAT AAD CALLAI T *icOTr, 

Tri r CRSTtr^ as, itrAi r, ptmo At o no r, 

1 wouLii IT iiAii III I aia I OT 

To HAvr «r?*i Tin r, a hi iirARD Tiirr, am> 

A'ltiWt 

Sir, do jou see this dagrer? naj whj 
do aou start aside’ 

I was not going to smb jot*, tho’ I ctn 
the Bandit’s bnde 


^ oil haac set a price on bis head I niaj 

claim tt aaithoui a he 
What have I here m the cloth? I anil 
show it you b} and b> 


1 I have adopted Sir Walter Scott s a-eraioa o 
the folIonmB story aa gnen m hta Km journa 
(Death of 11 B«aiTO>-liut 1 baa e tal en the Iibcrtt 
of matang some slight atteraticos 


I Then on a sudden aae raw your RoWicrs 
crossing Ibo rulgi. 

And he caught raj little oie from me 
wc dipt down iii’dcr tl c budge 

Hj the great dead pint. — jou Inow jt — 
and haartl icaac crouch'd tieloaa, 

The clatter of arms, and an ees, and men 
pavsing to and fro 

Bl-'ck wa.s tin, ntght aahen wt crept nwaj 
— not a s‘ar in the ^hj — 

Hush’d as the heart of the graae, till the 
little one utter'd a cij 

I whisper d ‘ giac it to me ’ but he would 
not answer me — then 

He gnpt It so hard b) the throat that 
‘be boj neaer cried again 
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We return’d to Ins ca\e — the link was 
broken — ^lie sobb'd and he wept, 

And cursed himself, then he jawm’d, for 
the wretch could sleep, and lie 

slept 

Ay, till daivn stole into the ca\e, md -i 
ray red as blood 

Glanced on the strangled face— I could 
make Sleep Death, if I would- 

Glared on at the murder d son, and the 
murderous father at rest, 

I drove the blade that had slam my hus- 
band thrice thro’ his breast 

He was lo\ed at least bj his dog it was 
chain’d, but Its horrible yell 
‘She has kill’d him, has killd him. l^- 
kill’d him* rang out all down 

thro’ the dell, 

Till I felt I could end mjseU too ^th the 
dagger-so deafen’d and dwed- 
Take It, and save me from it 
I was all but crazed 

With the gnef that 

and the weight that dragg 

But thaSs to the Blessed Sainte that I 
came on none of his band , 

And the band will be scatter’d now their 
gallant captain is dead. 

For I ^th this dagger of his— > 

doubt me? Here IS his head! 
THE CHURCH -WARDEN 

AND THE CURATE 

Tha. « written ,n the 
rent m mj youth at Spdsby and m the 

ahont It. 

Eh? good daayl good 
^bean’t not mooch 

Nasty, casselty^ weather 

down wi’ my haay 

1 ‘Cas<«:lty,* casualtj, grass 

* ‘Haafe down wa TO 
ts only half mown 


II 

How be the farm gittin on? noawajs 
Gitun on I’deead ' 

Why, tonups was haafe on em fingers 
an’ toas,i the mare brokken 

kneead, „ , , . 

An’ pigs didn’t sell at fall.^ an wa lost 
wer Haldeny cow, 

An’ It beats ma to knaw wot she died on, 
but wool’s looking oop ony bow 

III 

An’ soa they’ve maade tha a parson, an’ 
thou’ll git along, niver fear, ^ 

Fur I bean chuch-warden mysen 1 the 
parish fur fifteen year 

Well-sin ther bea chuch-wardens, ther 
jnun be parsons an all, 

An’ if t’one suck alongside tmher the 
chuch weant happen a fall 

TV 

Fur I wur a Baptis wonst, an’ agean the 
toitlic ftn* tlic rsAtCi > 

Till I fun^ that >t 

waaj to the narra Gaate 

I can’t abear ’era, I cant, fur a lot 

Av an’ ya seed the Bishop They says 

‘ ”d haafe wot tai 

’ an^SS o’ the^ishop’s throan 

j a disease in tunnps- 
1 • Fingers and toes, a 

s ' Fall,’ autumn ,«„,t,er ‘ if the one 

holdhytheothcr 0“' ’5%a5,„,st,’ nearest 

4 « Fun,’ found 7‘I>Wwy 

6 ‘la year,’ this year 


An' 
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VI 

Now I’ll gie tha a bit o’ my mind an’ 
tha wcant be taakin’ offence, 

Fur thou be a big scholard now wi’ a 
hoonderd haacrc o’ sense — 

But sich an obstropulous ^ lad — naay, 
naay — fur 1 minds tha sa well, 
Tha’d m^ernot hopple - thj tongue, an’ 
the tongue’s sit afire o’ Hell, 

As I says to mj missis to-daay, w hen she 
hurl’d a plaate at the cat 
An’ anoother ngean my noase Ya was 
nivcr sa bad as that 

VII 


IX. 

An Parson ’c ’ears on it all, an’ then 
tankes kindly to me. 

An' then 1 wur chose Chuch-warden an’ 
coom’d to the top o’ the tree. 

Fur Quolotj’s hall my friends, an’ they 
maakes ma a help to the poor, 
When I gits the plaate fuller o’ Soondays 
nor ony chuch-warden afoor, 

Fur if iver thy fey iher ’ed riled me I kep' 
mysen mccak as a lamb. 

An* saw by the Graace o’ the Lord, Mr 
Harry, I ham wot I ham 


But I minds when i’ Howlaby beck won 
d-iay ya was ticklin’ o’ trout. 

An’ keeaper ’e seed y a an roon’d, an’ ’e 
heal’d ® to ya ‘ Lad coom hout * 
An’ ya stood oop naakt i’ the beck, an’ 
ya tell’d ’im to knaw his awn 
plaace 

All’ ya call’d ’im a clown, ya did, an’ ya 
thraw’d the fish i’ ’is faace, 

An’ ’e tom’d* as red as a stag tuckey’’s® 
wattles, but tbeer an’ then 
I coamb’d ’ira down, fur I promised ya’d 
ni\er not do it agean 


VIII 

An’ I cotch’d tha wonst i’ my garden, 
when thou avas a height-year- 
howd,® 

An’ I fun thy pockets as full o’ my pip 
pins as laer they’d ’owd,^ 

An’ thou was as pearky ® as owt, an’ tha 
maade me as mad as mad, 

But I Say’S to tha ‘ keeap ’em, an’ wel- 
come ’ fur thou was the Parson’s 
lad 


1 ‘Obstropulous, obstreperous — ^bere the Car 
ate makes a sign of deprecation 

2 ‘Hopple’ or ‘hobble, to tie the legs of J 
sluttish cow when she is being milked. 

s ‘Beald, bellowed 

« In such wordsas ‘tomed’ (turned), ‘hurled, 
uie T )s hArd]}r audible 

» ‘Stag tuckey, turkey cod:. 

2 Owd,‘hold * ‘Pekrky.'pert 


X 

But Parson ’e tw// speak out, saw, now 
’e be sixty seven. 

He’ll niver swap Owlby an* Scratby fur 
owt but the Kingdom o’ Heaven, 
An’ tbou’ll be ’is Curate ’ere, but, if ivei 
tha means to git 'ighcr, 

Tha mun tackle the sms o’ the Wo’ld,* 
m* not the faults o’ the Squire 
An’ 1 reckons Iha’ll light of a livin’ some- 
wheers i’ the Wowd^ or the Fen, 
If tha cottons down to thy betters, an’ 
kceaps thysen to thy sen 
But niver not speak plaain out, if tha 
wants to git forrards a bit, 

But creeap along the hedge bottoms, an’ 
tbou’ll be a Bishop yit 


XI 

Naay, but tha mun speak hout to the 
Baptises here i’ the town, 

Fur moast on ’em talks agean tithe, an’ 
I’d like tha to preach ’em down, 
Fur /key\e bin a-preachin’ mea down, 
they heve, an’ I haates ’em now, 
Fur they leaved their nasty sms i’ my 
pond, an’ it poison’d the cow 

I •Wo’ld,* the world Short o 
- *Wowd,’ wold 


CHARITY. 
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CHARITY 

* 


Moan to myself ‘ one plunge — ^then quiet 
for evermore ’ 


I 

What nm I doing, you oiy to me, 
‘u'U’iting the sweet summer hours’? 
Haven’t you eyes? I am dressing the 
grave of a woman vvatli flowers 

II 


ix 

Would the man have a touch of remorse 
when he heard what an end was 
mine? 

Or brag to his fellow rakes of his conquest 
over their wane? 


For a woman ruin’d the world, as God’s 
own senptures tell. 

And a man min’d mine, but a woman, 
God bless her, kept me from Hell 

in 

Love me^ O yes, no doubt — how long 
— till 3 ou threw me aside ' 

Dresses and laces and jewels and never 
a ring for the bnde 

IV 

All very well just now to be calling me 
darling and sweet. 

And after a while would it matter so 
much if 1 came on the street ? 

a 

You when I met you first — when ht 
brought you ' — I turn'd away 

And the hard blue eyes have it still, that 
stare of a beast of prey. 

VI 

You wrere his fnend — ^you — you — when 
he promised to make me his bnde, 

And 3 ou knew that he meant to betray 
me — you knew — ^you knew that 
he lied 

VII 

He mamed an heiress, an orphan with 
half a shire of estate, — 

I sent him a desolate wail and a curse, 
when I learn’d my fate 

VIII 

For I used to plaj’ with the knife, creep 
down to the nver shore. 


V. 

Money — my hire — his money — I sent 
him back what he gave,— 

Will 30U move a little that way ? your 
shadow falls on the grave 

VI 

Two trams clash’d then and there he 
was crush’d in a moment and 

But the new -wedded wife was unharm d, 
tho’ sitting close at his side 


MI 

She found my letter upon him, my wail 
of reproadi and scorn > 

I had cursed the woman he married, and 
him, and the day I was bom 


XIII 

,ey put him aside for ever, and after a 
w eek — no more 

stranger as welcome as Satan— a w idow 
came to my door 

\iv 

I turn’d my face to the wall, I was 
mad, I was ravang-wild, 

on to' 


XV 


^ou that can flatter your vactims, and 
^ mmle, and he and cajole, 

[an, cin you even guess at the love of 
a soul for a soul ? 


T 
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hAPJOLANJ 




K\riOI.ANl. 


I hid cur'-i.d her is worn in ind wifc, 
and in vift. ind v omin I found 

The tendercst Christ-hht crciitire Ihit 
c\er stcpt on the ground 

wii 

She watch’d me, she nursed me, she fed 
me, she sit diy ind night b) inj 
bed, 

Till the joskss birlhdi) came of a boj 
born hippilj deid 

\tnt 

And her nime? what wisit? I asVil 
her She said w ith a sudden glow 

On her patient fice ‘ My de-’r, I will 
tell )ou licforc I go ’ 


knjnolin i p-<3l ch 'fame*' who b ed 
in the s idwt.h IsUeas it ll * I-^iiiupk o'" this 
cemary She t oi tJ <• nide of C’lrln anitj 
oj'PiI> titr>ini; th* priei’i ot llit te-rdde ^.oUdesi 
rc<-ti. In tpiip o''th ir thr‘-3'< of v«nj,cinee «he 
eniliit t’ <• \otcino M'liiia l.oi,tl '•n ct'tn'iefd 
dnvin 01 tr i Ul ih o' ufi’-rR -ton fee* lush o t*"* 
fjrcit 'lie of frefni-e miles riur lO'^kilif-S— 
the home end ha in o' tl e nodJc's B~d flun; 
nto the hoihnj; !i'i the «<?neorited htnes 
which It \ ■"« sacnieje 'o' 1 wotnai to hartlle 

i 

Witrs from the terrors of Nature r 
people hisc fishionM ind ssorship 
1 bp’Tlt of Liil, 

Blest be tl^e Voice of the Tcicher wro 
calls to them 
‘Set jourseUes free ’’ 


\i\ 

And I when I Icimt it it list, I shriek’d, 
I sprang from mj scat, 

I wept, and 1 1 iss’d her hinds, I flung 
myself down it her fed. 


And we pra) d together for hr/:, for /iw 
who hid gi\en her the nime 

She his left me enough to live on 1 
need no wages of shime 

\xi 

She died of a fe\et caught when a nurse 
in a hospital ward 

She is high in the Hcnen of Heivcns, 
she is face to face with her Lord, 

\\n 

And He sees not her like anywlicre in 
this pitiless world of outs 1 

I hai e told you my tale Get you gone 
I am dressing her gme with 
flowers 


It 

Noble the Sixon vho huxl'd at his Idol 
a xitlotous weapon in olden 
Englano ' 

Greit mu grcitcr, and greatest of w omen, 
island heroine, K tpiolani 
Cloinbthemountiin, and flungthc berries, 
and dired the Gotldcss, ind freed 
the people 
Of llawi i ec ' 

in 

A people bebci ing that Pcclfc die Goddess 
would willow in flcr> not and 
rcicl 
On KihuCh, 

Dance in a fount im of flame witli bet 
dcMis, or shake with her ihundeis 
and shatter her island. 

Rolling her anger 

Thro’ blasted aillcy and flinng forest 
m blood -red cataracts down to 
the sea 1 

IV 

Long IS the liva-hght 
Glares from the lava lake 
Daang the sUrlishl, 
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TI/E D4i’,\V—THE MAKING OF MAN 


iM'ig jss the «ilvcn xnpour in dij light 
Orer the inounta ii 


Floats, ine of JC-*piohni be 
wngleti «i‘h either on Ham i-cc 

V 

V ."lit sa'u her PriLSihood ? 

*\\oe to thp Wand if e\cr - ncman 
si o aid h’tndlc o' gather the lierncs 
of Pedt ’ 

Accarsdd were she ' 

And woe to tins island if c\cr a wonan 
should dimb to the dudhng of 
Pcctc the Goduciis • 

-'Zeroised wertshe ’’ 

vr 

One from the Sunrise 
Dawn'd cn His people, and slov I 3 before i 
him 

^ aOisli'd shadow hkc 
Dods and Goddesses, 

*oae bat the terrible Pecli remaining as 
Kapiolani ascended her mountain, 
Bafned her priesthood, 

^roke the Taboo, 

Dipt to the crater. 

Call’d on the Pov er adored by the 
ChnsUan, and crying * I dare her, 
let Peele avenge herself' I 
Into the flame-tnllov dash’d the hemes, 
and drove the demon from Hassa- 
i-ce 


THE DAWN 

“ You are but children " 

Egjftan Prtesi to Selen 

r 

Rfd of the Davm ' 

Screams of a babe in the red-hot palms 
of a Tiloloch of TyTC, 

Man wath his brotherless dinnc' on 
man in the tropical wood, 

Pnests m the name of the Lord passing 
souls tnro’ fire to the fire, 
Ilcad-hunters and boats of Dahomey 
that float upon human blood ' 


II 

Red of the Daw n • 

Godless furj of peoples, and Chnstless 
frolic of kings. 

And the bolt of war dashing down 
upon cities ana blazing farms, 

For Bab) Ion was a child new-born, 
and Rome was a babe m arms, 
And London and Pans and all the rest 
are as yet but m leading-strings 

III 

Dawai not Day, 

While scandal is mouthing a bloodless 
name at her cannibal feast, 

^d rake-rum’d bodies and souls go 
down m a common w reck, 

And the press of a thousand cities is 
prized for it smells of the beast, 

Or easily violates virgin Truth for a 
com or a cheque 

IV 

Dawn not Day ' 

Is it Shame, so few should have climb’d 
from the dens in the lesel below, 
Men, svith a heart and a soul, no 
slaves of a four-footed will? 

But if twenty million of summeis are 
stored m the sunlight still, 

We are far from the noon of man, there 
is time for the race to grow 

, V 

Red of the Dawai ' 

Is It turning a fainter red ? so be it, but 
when shall we lay 

The Ghost of the Brute that is svalking 
and haunting us yet, and be free? 

In a hundred, a tliousand wanters? 
Ah, what will ottr diildren be, 

I The men of a hundred thousand, a 
! milbon summers away ? 

THE MAKING OF MAN 

Where is one that, bom of woman, 
altogether can escape 
From the lower world within him, moods 
of tiger, or of ape ? 
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THE DREAMER— MECHANOPHILUS, 


Man as jet is being made, and ere the 
cromiing Age of ages, 

Shall not reon after Kon pass and touch 
him into shape? 

All about him shadow still, but, while 
the races flower and fade. 

Prophet eyes may catch a glory slowly 
gaining on the shade. 

Till the peoples all are one,, and all 
*' " *^the{r voices blend in chonc 
gallelujah to the Maker ‘J^t is„finish’d 
Man is made ’ 

THE DREAMER 

Ok a midnight in midwinter when all 
but the wands were dead, 

* The meek shall inherit the earth ’ was 
a Scripture that rang thro’ his 
head, ' 

Till he dream’d that a Voice of the Earth 
went wailinglj past him and said 

‘ I am losing the light of my Youth 
And the Vision that led me of old. 

And I clash with an iron Truth, 

When I make for an Age of gold. 

And I would that my race were run. 
For teeming with liars, and madmen, 
and knaves, 

And weaned of Autocrats, Anarchs, 
and Slaves, 

And darken’d with doubts of a Faith 
that saves, 

And cnmson with battles, and hollow 
with graves. 

To the wail of my winds, and the 
moan of my waves 
I whirl, and I follow the Sun ’ 

Was It only the wind of the Night shnll 
ing out Desolation and wrong 
Thro’ a dream of the dark? Yet he 
thought that he answer’d her wail 
with a song — 

Moaning jour losses, O Earth, 
Heart-weary and overdone ’ 

But all’s well that ends well. 

Whirl, and follow the Sun ! 


He IS racing from heaven to heaven 
And less will be lost than won. 

For all’s well that ends well. 

Whirl, and follow the Sun I 

The Reign of the Meek upon earth, 
O weary one, has it begun ? 

But all’s well that ends well, 

Whirl, and follow the Sun ' 

For moans will have growai sphere 
music 

Or ever your race be run ’ 

And all’s well that ends well, 

WTiirl, and follow the Sun ' 


MECHANOPHILUS 

(In the time of the first tailnaq s ) 

Now first we stand and understand, 

And sunder false from true. 

And handle boldlj wath the hand. 

And see and shape and do 

Dash back that ocean with a pier, 

Strow yonder mountain flat, 

A railway there, a tunnel here. 

Mix me this Zone with that ' 

Bnngmemyhorse — ^my horse? my wings 
That I maj soar the skj. 

For Thought into the outward spnngs, 

I find her with the eye 

0 will she, moonhke, sway tlie main. 
And bring or chase the storm. 

Who was a shadow in the brain. 

And IS a living form ? 

Far as the Future vaults her skies. 

From this my vantage ground 
To those still- working energies 
I spy nor term nor bound 

I As we surpass our fathers’ skill, ' 

Our sons will shame our own , 

A thousand things are hidden still 
And not a hundred known 
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THh lOURNEY 


UiKLEMKN rORM ’ 

Tiir*-} .» A f'vun-’ <1.* srun'lcr r 
S'erts" 'r t! " I'tiivi 1 1*5 i’ lii'* sH' 'Sic (I1J ' 

<»i S'l’ile ‘i r »f ""'f ’ 

^Vc^S tf n 'Vi ro* U' K 'ir i ') 

*Jtc^ 1, b'OTm tn Vt-n ' 

iVid^, lie Si'C ’ 

Ri"snt i, llj*S'Tt<en Ki's'r.n fcmn I 

Ife 1*11 «r-f to tnc 'o ’ll > ’S vrr«, 

Be not {■ iHM \>i « ac-f 1 < fSci ' , 

\rc oI Uii- let’ or fj' tSiorns? 
Ilovr ern n dc*tiot f.cl ''J'S< tSic 1 
toTOT, Form, lli’lcn cn To - » ' 

Rcitlj, 1*4 tc'!d> Ui u 'ct til" ‘tonn ' 

RiS'.'i cn, Riilc riCT, Isiiicr^en fo'i^ 1 

Lc* )-ojr rcfom’!> for n nionicni. }'® * 

I-oi/,- to jour 1 -Its -n '» i"’ 

Belter - riia!.n l>orou"li o' ‘■o ^ 

rinn a rotten fleet anil ■’ citj m flimcs 
Sto'n, btorn*, Uiiltim o f>irin 1 ^ 

Kfilj, be rtau} atpin'>t tbc ‘•torm 
Rificinen, Riflcintn, Kifliiocii form 


llAtVit would fight m Ediths sight, 

I or Ralph was Editli’s loaer, 

Ralph wtol down like a fire to the fight 
'iltuck to the left 'nd ctnick to the right 
Rolld them o\cr and oicr 
‘Gall-nt Sir Ralph,’ said the king 

0'*i|uc>wcrccrack’dandhaiibcrl shack d 

I La ices snapt in sunder, 

Rang the stroke, and sprang the blood, 
K^i^hts were thwack’d and men, and 
hew'd 

Like broad oaks with thunder 

• O what an -mi,’ said the king 

Edith Slow d her stalelj head, 

Saw them he confounded, 

Edith Montfort bow’d her head, 
Crown’d her knight’s and flush a as rcil 
As poppiCS when she crown d it 

• 1 akc her bir Ralph,’ said the 1 mg 


» ' - » 

’omi, be ready to do or die ’ 

‘omi mFrcedoin’sname "nd the Queen s 
'rue we have got — rvc/* a faithful nllj 


omi mFrcedoin'sname "no me v”'-'— •' 
'rue we have got — rvc/* a faithful nli> 
liat only the Devil can tell "hat he 
means 

'orm. Form, Riflemen Form * 
tcady, be ready to meet the stonn 
lifl'.mLn, Riflemen Riflemen form 

1 I have tiecn ashed to rcpejihjh ‘h ' Hllw 
hsd» was firs published in Tli<- ' , ' _ 

, »259, before the Volunteer movement lie^an 


THE WANDERER 

Tup gleam of household sunshine ends. 

And here no longer can I rest. 

Farewell 1— You wall not speak, mj 
friends, 

Unfriendly of your parted guest 

0 well foi" 1**® finds a fnend, 

Or makes a friend where cr he come, 
4nd loies the world from end to end, 
And wanders on from home to home 

n hnoDV he, und fit to live, 

gp Sm u happy ho*",** 

To make him trust his life, and give 
His fealty to the halQon hour 

1 count you kind, I hold you trae, 

But what may follow who can tell? 

Qv e me a hiid-and you-ano you^ 
And deem me grateful, ana farewell 



630 


POETS AND CRITICS — THE SILENT VOICES 


POETS AND CRITICS 

This thing, that thing is the rage, 
Helter-skelter runs the age , 

Minds on this round earth of ours 
Vary like the leaves and flowers. 
Fashion’d after certain laws , 

Sing thou low or loud or sm ect. 

All at all points thou canst not meet. 
Some will pass and some Mill pause 

What IS true at last vnll tell 
Few at first u ill place thee well , 

Some too low would have thee shine, 
Some too high — no fault of thine — 

Hold thine own, and vork thy will ' 
Year will graze the heel of year. 

But seldom comes the poet here. 

And the Critic’s rarer still 

A VOICE SPAKE OUT OF 
THE SKIES 

A Voice spake out of the skies 
To a just man and a wise — 

‘The world and all Mithm it 
Will only last a minute ’ ’ 

And a beggar began to cry 
‘ Food, food or I die ’ ' 

Is It worth his while to eat. 

Or mine to give him meat. 

If the world and all within it 
Were nothing the next minute ? 

DOUBT AND PRAYER 

Tho’ Sin too oft, when smitten by Thy 
rod. 

Rail at ‘ Blind Fate ’ i\ ith many a vain 

From sin thro’ sorrow into Thee we pass 
By that same path our true forefathers 
trod , 

^d let not Reason fail me, nor the sod 
Draw from my death Thy living flower 
and grass. 

Before I learn that Love, which is, and 


My Father, and my Brother, and my 
God ' 

Steel me with patience ’ soften me with 
grief * 

Let blow the trumpet strongly while I 
pray. 

Till this embattled wall of unbelief 

My prison, not my fortress, fall an ay ' 

Then, if Thou wiliest, let my day be 
brief. 

So Thou wilt stnke Thy glory thro’ the 
day 

FAITH 

I 

Doubt no longer that the Highest is the 
wisest and the best. 

Let not all that saddens Nature blight 
thy hope or break thy rest. 

Quail not at the flciy mountain, at the 
shipwreck, or the rolling 

Thunder, or the rending earthquake, or 
the famine, or the pest 1 

It 

Neither mourn if human creeds be lower 
than the heart’s desire ' 

Thro’ the gates that bar the distance 
comes a gleam of what is higher 
Wait till Death has flung them open, 
when the man wall make the Maker 

Dark no more with human hatreds in the 
glare of deathless fire ' 


THE SILENT VOICES 

When the dumb Hour, clothed m black. 
Brings the Dreams about my bed, 

Call me not so often back. 

Silent Voices of the dead. 

Toward the lowland ways behind me. 
And the sunlight that is gone ' 

Call me rather, silent voices. 

Forward to the starry track 
Glimmering up the heights beyond me. 
On, and alwajs on ' 
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I 

Thai ' ^>OIl^^-^vlde Empre 
• - "J-: \uJi JOJ 

I TIrt -!i c n ’•c-.cs -re clouded bj 
Vi r lo’^s 

'■Vc'C ’:’c- ’sr 'olncc Yel be comfotlea , 
U I .$ ti.rs call'* be ruled '«v Perfect 
! Lo\e 

1 Ths.! afier n'> 'ric' rani,c of blameless 

I «’'Vs, 

T-c 'ol' of fuUer-l n ar \nqel ear 
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{ na^e Iv.ll 

r-' ' T."e r-ce o' Death ts toward the Sun 
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» iai*o\ darkens car n his truer 


0*' Life 
iai‘o\ 
-'r e 
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DA!.Ei 


I \'>tt march of tb-t Eternal Harmonr 
! V. rcrcio he n odds beat time, tho’ faintla 

T'JK I'tiA'': {’..li'* ’ *ar v-<'ntlc''tr. ' Ertil the iffcat Ilsreafte- Moa-n in 
Vfi ihjl'n «<*■ a r n, tha* oVr hi.r hope’ 
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SONGS FROM THE PLAYS 


From ‘Queen Mary’ 

Shame upon you, Robin, 

Shame upon you now ' 

Kiss me would )ou? with mj hands 
Milking tlie cow ? 

Busies grow again. 

Kingcups blow ‘igain. 

And ) oil came and kiss’d me milking the 
cow 

Robin came behind me, 
liiss’d me w'ell I >ow , 

Cuff him could I ? witli my hands 
Milking the cow ? 

Swallows flj again. 

Cuckoos cry again. 

And >ou came and kiss’d me milking the 
cow 

Come, Robin, Robin, 

Come and kiss me now , 

Hoip It can I? with mj hands 
Milking the cow ? 

Ringdoves coo again. 

All things woo again 
Come behind and kiss me millcing the 
cow ' 


Hapless doom of woman happy m be- 
trothing 1 

Beauty passes like a breath and lo^e is 
lost m loathing 

Low, my lute , speak low, my lute, but 
say the world is nothing — 

Low, lute, low 1 

Love wall hoier round the flowers when 
they first awaken , 


Lo\ e w ill fly the fallen leaf, and not be 
overtaken , 

Low, my lute • oh low, my lute ' we 
fade and are forsaken — 

Low, dear lute, low I 


From ‘Harold 

Two young lo\ ers in winter weather, 
None to guide them. 

Walk’d at night on the roist\ heather ; 
Night, as black as a raaen’s feather , 
Both were lost and found together, 

None beside them 

Lost, lost, the light of day, 

‘ I am beside thee ’ 

Lost, lost, we ha\e lost the way 
‘ Love, I wall guide thee ’ 
Whither, O whither? into the rner. 
Where we two may be lost together. 

And lost for ever? ‘Oh’ neier, oh’ 
ne\er, 

Tho’ we be lost and be found together ’ 


From ‘Becket’ 

Over ’ the sweet summer closes. 
The reign of the roses is done , 
0\er and gone with the roses. 

And over and gone with the sun 

Over I the sweet summer closes. 
And never a flower at the close , 
Over and gone with the roses, 

And winter again and the snows 



SOA’GS FJJOlf THE PLAVi 
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Di J T. 

1 Is Wind of tl>c dwn ill'll I heir 

in ibe pine overhoiiJ ? 

2 Xo , but the \ oict of the deep v it 

hoHaws tlie chfTs of the hnd 

1 Is there a \oice coming up with the 

soice of the deep from me stnnd, 
One coming up with a song in the 
flush of tlie glimmering red ? 

2 Lo\e that js bom of llie deep coming 

up svith the sun from the 'ca. 

1 I-ove that can shape or can shatter a 

life till the life shall haae fled ? 

2 Nay, let us welcome him, Lose tliat 

can lift up a life from the dead 

1 Keep him away from the lone little 

isle. Let us be, let us be 

2 Xaj, let him make it his own, let him 

reign in it — he, it is he, 

I<ove that is bom of the deep coming 
up watli the sun from the sea 


B/vBBLi: in bower 
Under the rose * 

Bee mustn’t buzz, 

^Mioop — but he knows 

Kiss me, little one, 
Kobodj near ' 
Grasshopper, grasshopper, 
TOioop — 30U can hear 

Kiss in the bow er, 

Tit on the tree J 
Bird mustn t tell. 

Whoop — ^he can see. 


Raivbow, stay. 
Gleam upon gloom, 
Bnght as my dream, 
Rainbow, staj ' 

But It passes away, 
Gloom upon gleam. 
Dark as m> doom — 
O rainbow stay 


From ‘The Cup’ 

Moon on the held and the foam, 

Moon on the waste and the wold, 
Moon bring lum home, bring him home 
Safe from the dark and the cold, 
Home, sweet moon, bnng him home, 
Home wath the flock to the fold — 
Safe from the wolf to the fold 


ARTnatlS, Artemis, hear us, 0 Jlother, 
hear us, and bless u ’ 

Artemis, thou that art life to the wand, to 
the wa\e, to the glebe, to the fire ' 
Hearth} people who praise thee ' O help 
us from all that oppress us > 

Hear thy pnestesses h} mn thv glor}' * O 
}aeld them all their desire ' 


From ‘The Falcon’ 

‘ Dead mountam flowers, dead mountain 
meadow flowers. 

Dearer than when }ou made }Our moun- 
tain ga}, 

Sweeter than am laolet of to da}, 

Richer than all the ande world-wealth of 
Ma}, 

To me, tho’ all }our bloom has died 
awB}, 

You bloom again, dead mountain meadow 
flowers 

0 mountain flowers ! 

Dead flowers !’ 


From ‘The Promise of Ma\ ’ 

THE town la} still m the low sun light, 
The hen duckt late by the white farm 
gate, 

The maid to her dairy came m from the 

The stock-doic coo'd at the fall of night, 
The blossom had open’d on c\ei} Imugh , 
O joy for the promise of Ma} , of May, 
O joy for the promise of Ma} 
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SONGS FROM THE PLA\S 


But a red fire woke m the heart of the 
town, 

And a foie from the glen lar awaj with 
the hen. 

And a cat to the cream, and a rat to the 
cneese , 

And the stock- dor e coo’d, till a kite 
dropt dow n. 

And a salt wind burnt the blossoming 
trees , 

O gnef for the promise of May, of Maj , 
O gnef for the promise of May 


What did je do, and what did ye saaj, | 

Wi’ the wild white rose, an’ the wood- i 
bine sa giaj , \ 

An’ the midders all mow d, an’ the sky 
sa blue — , 

What did ye saay, and what did ye do. 

When ye thowt there were nawbody 
watchin’ o’ you. 

And you an’ your Sally was forkin’ the 
haay. 

At the end of the daay. 

For the last load hoam 7 

What did we do, and what did we saay, 

Wi’ the bnar sa green, an’ the wnller sa 
graay. 

An’ the midders all mow’d, an' the sky 
sa blue — 

Do ye think I be gawm’ to tell it to you. 

What we mowt saay, and what we mowt 
do. 

When me an’ my Sally was forkin’ the 
haay. 

At the end of the daar , 

For the last load hiam’ 

But what did ye saay, and what did ye 
do, 

M i’ the butterflies out, and the swallers 
at plaay. 

An’ the middcis all mow’d, an’ the sky 
sa blue 7 

Why, coom then, owd feller. I’ll teU it 
to you , 

For me an’ my Sally we sweai’d to be 
true. 


To be true to each other, let ’appen what 
mi-’y. 

Till the end of the da-iy 
And the last load hoam 


Gee oop * whoa ’ Gee oop ' whoa ' 
Scizzars m’ Fumpy was good uns to goa 
Thruf slush an’ squad 
When roads was bad, 

But hallus ud stop at the Vine an’-the 
Hop, 

Fur boath on ’em knawed as well as 
my sen 

That beer lie as good fur 'erses as men 
Gee oop ' whoa • Gee oop ' whoa ' 
Scizzars an' Pumpy was good uns to goa 


" O MAN, forgive thy mortal foe. 

Nor ever strike him blow for blow , 
For all the souls on earth tliat live 
To be forgiven must forgive 
Forgive him seventy times and seven , 
For all the blessed souls m Heaven 
Arc both forgivers and fo^ven 


O HAPPY lark, that vvarblest high 
Above thy lowly nest, 

O brook, that biawlest memly by 
Thro’ fields that once w ere blest, 
O tower spinng to the sky, 

O graves in daisies drest, 

O Love and Life, how vveaiy am I, 
And how I long for rest. 


From ‘The Foresters’ 

The vvamor Earl of Allendale, 
He loved the Lady' Anne , 

The lady loved tlie master well, 
The maid she loved the man 

All m the castle garden. 

Or ever the day began. 

The lady gave a rose to the Earl, 
The maid a rose to the man 
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‘ I go to fight in Scotland 
With many a savage clan , ’ 

The lady gave her hand to the Earl, 
The maid her hand to the man 

‘Farewell, farewell, my warrior Earl '* 
And ever a tear down ran 
She gave a weeping kiss to the Earl, 
And the maid a kiss to the man 


Love flew in at the window 
As Wealth walk’d in at the door 

‘You have come for you saw Wealth 
coming,* said I 

But he flutter’d his -wings with a sweet 
httle cry, 

I’ll cleave to you nch or poor 

Wealth dropt out of the window, 
jPoverty crept thro’ the door 

* Well now you would fain follow Wealth,’ 
said I, 

But he flutter’d his wings as he gave me 
the lie, 

I cling to you all the more 


Drinking Song 


To sleep ' to sleep ' The long bnght 
day IS done. 

And darkness rises from the fallen sun 


To sleep * to sleep • 

AVhate’er thy joys, they vanish with the 
daj , 

Whate’er thy gnefs, m sleep they fade 


avny 

To sleep ' to sleep ' 

Sleep, mournful heart, and let tlic past 
be past ' 

Sleep, happy soul ' all life will sleep -it 
last 

To sleep' to sleep' 


Therf is no land like England 
Where’er the light of day be , 

There are no hearts like English hearts 
Such hearts of oak as they be 
There is no land like England 
Where’er the light of day be , 

There are no men like Englishmen 
So tall and bold as they be 

Full Chorus 

And these wall strike for England 
And man and maid be free 
To foil and spoil the tyrant 
Beneath the greenwood tree 


Long live Richard, 
Robin and Richard ' 
Long live Richard ' 
Down with John ' 
Dnnk to the Lion-heart 
Every one ' 

Pledge the Plantagenet, 
Him that is gone 
Who knows whither ? 

God’s good Angel 
Help him back hither, 
And down with John ' 
Long live Robin, 

Robin and Richard ' 
Long h\e Robin, 

And down with John ' 


re IS no land like England 
iTierc’cr the light of dat bi. , 
re arc no wl^cs like Englidi wives 
3 fair and chaste as they be 
re IS no land like England 
Where’er the light of day be , 
re are no maids like 1 ngbsh niaie^ 
0 beautiful as they be 


Full Cions 

And these «liall w«l wath freemen 
And all thur sonc ucc, 

To sing the song- of 1 

Bcntath Uic greenwoid t ce 
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Ur ^\lth you, out of the forest and over 
the hills and awvj, 

And over this Robin Hood’s bay ' 

Up thro’ the light of the seas b} tlie 
moon’s long-silvenng raj ' 

To a land where the faj, 

Kot an eye to survey, 

In the night, in the day. 

Can hav e frohe and play 
Up with you, 'll! of you, out of it 1 hear 
and obey 

Man, lying here alone, 

Moody creature, 

Of a nature 

Stronger, sadder than my own. 

Were I human, were I human, 

I could love you hi c a woman 
Man, man, 

You shall wed your Manan 
She IS true, and you are true. 

And you love her and she loves you , 
Both be happy, and adieu for ever and 
for evermore — adieu 


By all the deer that spnng 
Thro’ wood and lawn and ling, 

When all the leav cs are green , 

By arrow and gray goosewing, 

When horn and echo nng. 

We care so much for a lOng , 

We care not much for a Queen — 

For a Queen, for a Queen o’ the 
woods 


By all the leaves of spring. 

And all the birds that sing 

When all the leaves are green , 

By arrow and by bowstnng, 

W e care so much for a King 

That we would die for a Queen — 

For a Queen, for a Queen o the 
w oods 


The bee bu^’d up in the heat 
‘I am faint' for your honey, my sweet ’ 
The flower said ‘ Taht. it, my dear. 

For now is the spnng of the year 
So come, come ’ ’ 

‘ Hum I ’ 

And the bee buzz’d down from the heat 

And tlie bee buzz’d up in tlie cold 
When the flower was wither’d and old 
‘ Have you still any honey, my dear?’ 
She said ‘ It s the fall of Uie year. 

But come, come 1 ’ 

' Hum I ’ 

And the bee buzz’d off in the cold 


Now the King is home again, and nev er- 
morc to roam again. 

Now the ICing is home again, the King 
will have his owoi again. 

Home again, home again, and each wall 
hav c lus own again. 

All the birds m merry Sherwood sing 
and sing him home again 


CROSSING 

Su^SET and evening star. 

And one clear call for me ' 

And may there be no moamng of the bar, 
tVhen 1 put out to sea, 

But such a tide as moving seems asleep. 
Too full for sound and foam. 

When that which drew from out the 
boundless deep 
Turns agam home 


THE BAR. 

Twilight and evenmg bell. 

And after that the dark ' 

And may' there be no sadness of farewell. 
When I embark , 

For tho’ from out our bourne of Time 
and Place 

The flood may bear me far, 

I hope to see my Pilot face to fece 
When I have crost the bar 



INDEX TO POEMS 


* 

i?*!**"*"** Trench, 536 

Wrae, n 

Chit's Oreim (iij 
Alexander, as 

A Welcome to, aas 
'^th,nffs»andie,3 
Aaphioa, toS 
Aacieot Sage, The. 547 

Ans«.-er, The. 346 

*^*«lleelione of the, 0 

^» 3 l, The. 106 
At the W'indow, 344 
Aedtep Coart. 79 
Aj-l 846 

Ajhnets Field, 140 

Bawb and Bnlan, 369 
BalhdofOnaaa, The. 17 
0 «th, The, 6ii 
attle of Bninanburh, 534 
Baauuful Cuy, 6,0 
Beg^Maid, rhe,«9 
Blachbird, The, 6t 

B«afc. break, break, «4 

Bnfeniaid, The, 07 

Brook. The, 139. 

Brookfield, To the Rci W H , «33 
Baon-ipnrte, sj ’ 

By an Evolutionist, 609 

CArrAiv,The,i,s. 

P "‘®retz, la the Valley of, 235 

^toa. Epitaph on, S73 

^»«eter.A,t3 

orge of the Heavj Brigade at Balaclava, 
orge of the Light Brigade, 222 
^nty.&s 

J^ndreas Hospital, la the, 517 
Chonc Song. 54 

Jj'turch warden and the Curate, The, 623 
Wreumstance, r8 


Cobham, Lord (rrr Sir John Oldcastle) 
Columbus, 525 

* Come not when I am dead, 119 
Coimng of Arthur, The, 309 
Crossing the Bar, 636. 

Dais\, The, 233. 

Dante, To, 537 
Dawn, The, 627 
Da> Dream, The— 

Prologue, icu 

Moral, 1 Envoi, and Epilogue, 107, 108 
Dead Prophet, The, 571 
Death of the Duke of Clarence and Avondale, 63J 
Death offEnone, The, 613 
Death of the Old Year, The, 62 
Dedication, A, 240 

Dedication to the Id}U3 of the King, 308 
Deoicatory Poem to the Princess Alice, 318 
Defence of Lucknow, The, 519 
Demetcr and Persephone, 581 
Departure, The, 107 
De Frofundis— 

The Two Greetings, 532 
The Human Cij, 533 
Deserted House, The, 15 
Despair, 544 
Virge, A, 16 
Dora, 77 

Doubt and Pra>er, 630 
Dream of Fair AYomen, A, 56 
Dreamer, The, 628 

I Duchess of Edinburgh, A Welcome to the, 224 
Duffenn and Ava, To the hfarquis of, S 79 
DukeofAtgylkTothe, S 7 S 
Duke of Wellington, Ode on the Death of, 218 
Dying Swan, The, 16 

Eagle, The, 119 

Early Spring, 573 

Edward Gray, m 

Edwin Moms (or, The Lake), 83 

Eleanore, 22 

England and Amenca in 1782, 06 



638 


INDEX TO POEMS 


Enoch Arden, 125 

Entail, 1 he (j« Village Wife, The) 

Epic, The, 67 

Epilogue, 5^9 

Epitaph on Caxton, 575 

Epitaph on General Gordon, S74 

Epitaph on Lord Stntford de Reddiffe, 574 

Evol jrionist, B} an, 609 

E^penmenis in Quaniitj — 

On Iranslations of Homer, 243 
hlilton, 243 

Specimen of a Translation of the Iliad, 243 

Faith, 630 
Far— fir — awaj 610 
Farewell, A, 119 
Fauma, 39 

Febnarj 1852, The Third of, aai 
Titst Quarrel, The, 459 
Fitzgerald, E , To, 537 
Fleet, The, S77 
Flight, The, 552 
Floner, The, 235 

‘ Flower in the crannied wall, 240 
Forloni, 596 

FranUin, Sir John, 537 j 

Frater Ate atque Vale, S74 
Freedom, S75 

Gardcnek's Daughter, The, 72 

Gareth and Lynette, 317 

Geraint and Enid, 334 

God and the Unitetse, 631 

Godiva, 103 

Golden Year, The, 94 

Gone 245 

Goose, The, 66 

Gordon, General, Epitaph on, 574 
Grandmother, The, 225 
Guinevere, 456 

Hamixv, General, Prologue to, 568 
Hands all Round, 575 
Happy, S97 
Helen s Tower, 574 
Higher Pantheism, The, 239 
Holy Ginil, The, 418 
Homer, On Translations of, 243 
Human Cty, The, 533 

Idylls of the King (Dedication), 308 
Iliad, Specimen of a Translation of the, 243 
Indian and Colonial ExhihiUon Openine of. 

In Memonam, A H H , 247 
In Memonam, William George Ward, 612 
International Exhibition, Ode Sung at the 
Opening of, 223 
In the Children’s Hospital, 517 
In the Garden atSuainston, 235 


In the Valley ofCauteretz, 235 
Isabel, 6 
Islet, The, 236 

Jebb, To Professor, 581 

Jubilee of Queen Victoria, On the, 580. 

June Brachen and Heather, 613 

Kai iola* I, 626 
Kraben, The, 6 

Lady Clara Verb de Verf, 49 

I.4idy Clare, 114 

Lady of Shaloil, The 27 

Lake, The (Edwii Moms), 83 

Lancelot and Elaine, 395 

Last loumameat, Ihe, 443 

Launcelot, Sir, and Queen Guinei ere, 116 

Leonine Elegiacs, 3 

Letter, The, 244 

I.£tters, The, 220 

Lih in, 6 

Litcri-y Squabbles, 237 
Ixicksley Hall, 98 

I.4>cLslcy Hall Sixty Years After, 560 

1 ord of Burleigh, The, si6 

Lord Sttntford de RedchlTe, Epitaph on, 574 

Lo us Eaten, The, 54 

Love and Death, >7 

'Lose thou thy land, 64 

Love and Duty, 93 

Loser’s Tale, The, 476 

Lucknow, The Defence of, 519 

Lucrepus, >6z 

Macpsadv, W C , To, 578 
Madeline, 8 

Maeldnne, The Voyage of, 529 
Making of Man, The, 637 
Margaret, 2i 
Manana, 7 

Manana in the South, 29 
Marriage Morning, 246 
Mamage of Geraint, The, 341 
Slary Boyle, To, 6or 
Master of Balhol, Fo the, 613 
Maud a Monodrama, sS 6 
Maurice, To the Ret P D , 234 
May Queen, The, 50 
Mcchanophilus, 628 
Memory, Ode to, ir 
Merlin and the Gleam, 604 
Merlin and Vivien, 380 
Mermaid, The, 19 
Merman, The 19 
Miller s Daughter, The, 36. 

Milton (Expenments in Quantity), 243. 
Minnie and Winnie, 237 
Montenegro, 533 


v’.'.'x TO roB'.rs 


639 


«f» »•> n 


’ ‘v!'<- >}c.Jl''V- , i 

N'v ‘ \t t 

V k ** -* 

‘V-f o T, t T -i ''-*' 

V-l V “f-r- 

rT.'il') p t , 

Ii»*, ->-^ } » , Ov' V 

Ipf-*-* - •>«.»* ?Jt 

\e * "u S 

Oiy 1‘- ^lt 
Oi--'i!'- 

O'p « * f.'- iW (-, <<■•»*• , {r rs* -\' 

US-' y-. 

» 'Jp-n -p u 

<X- - « ■ 

'.*■ '•* f <n 

O^’v'i Mt I r-tl —IP 0*'* •■< '4 

> 4 Jc'- 1^ JC ”V >1 i 

I'p-jjS f 

0!>*;i ft 

’0" >' «» tA“ t I, To 'u 

O- O't; w* 1, e^ptit » iii'p f,, 

« 3 1 >- nfr . 

J^, 

' tS" 12 f* tSp If ‘tin » )i C< ,'ial J thP.Uiol 
t> !’'*• Of <»a «J7 
On«j, TJ - llAi'si cf, •* 

0*4 ltd, 4?* 

0«,, TSr^ 

Sv- 5 .^ 

'=■^•'4 $«it, , 

A.». rr-, 44 

t^S*' 1 t«"i, t' r llisht! S3 ) 

Pa(r»t<»n, fpvj 

>2 of A•t^l.f, T1 f, 4i; 

P>«SIf4, l-Si^ n> <■ n-vnif 4 1 1 B*!*"' ■•» 

PJ'y.Tif- („ 

1 * 1 ' , rt' jj, 

Pwria 8r<J Ctiiir* ij- 

I ofl» ird the r litliSiijgrsjv' r », <78 

1^0- i Mind, l-’jf, 14 

Pcs » ^ca2> Tl r, —4 

PoJaid, sfl 

Pslil cs, dio 

Prsfato"3 Pcf*a to tti> Pio’Vff a Sonneti, 573 
P ifa'sr} ®j*nfit/>(hf*Niip4eenlljCenl«rjt 513 
P*jrf« 1 The a ^Jrdle}, ifj, 

P*i*jce*s A' ce, Thf, Pet'iwior' Poem to, 5>8 
Prmct<» peab-icf. To tlif 
Pmcets Fretltnci of Hana^c, To the, 537 
’’rosrfpt of ^pnne, T5if , 

I'rotojn* 10 Genewt IlimleVi 5®® 

PfCOLt,rc''iov'- of th" Arilmn "Nirliti, 9 


Kr,»ii\c!i* s t 

J,fif 7" 1 fir \ Pallid of tlie J lett, <107 
^ 1 f\ » 'll, I t't 166, 

) Uf’-np \ fi' n' C~i 
, Ui' TJif, I'C 

! « 3 t 

j Y’ Dir) 4 Krmot<e 606 

{ tvnali II, -J 

Tosicn Sc Temct, TJie, 61J 
Ko> 'il Ta'i'c Tlie, 31; 

J ‘•Ml 01 Po) Tlie.-i'i 

I S, -I Abhci 1 4*, «c> 

j - Sifc n^t)llt4, S5 
J S >i lr'-micl«i», 6 js 
“I ci HDIflt, 14^ 

Panes The 15 
iSilri Vo err Phe, 63a 
■c G'lal sd, t o. 

*'i'- Jolin Pr'illin, S37 
irir jo'm OMca'tle, Lctl Cobhim, s*t 
c • Kiuf^lo! aril Queen Gutnerere, 118 
Si eri, n e, 44 

Si< t Tlie O''"'’) " ■'"‘J n'l'll’). S09 

••I'rii 1C I'cnnt), 105 

I'eep ns Pihe*, The, 104 

Siouil 0,', Tie Oil a 

verr— TTie o-iiils nr at th-ir hour of birth, 6 

Sonr— Tlie Onl, 9 

<5ecDn<!SoiC— The *''<"*> 9 
5„«j._A rpmt haumr (he yeirs list hours, 13 
»2«ftc"i the Pla)5, 6^ 

Soups of the Wrens ( ff Tbc Windou), e 44 
So*inct«““ 

To "5 

ToJ M K,as ^ ^ 

• Ml le be (be strength of spirit, ai; 

Alemiider, r6 

r.iiomparie, 

Poltnd, s6 

' Carers d or chidden s6 

•n e form, (be form alone is eloquent, 07 

'\i in Sculptor, steepest thou, 37^ 

* If I svere loved, as I desire to be, 27 

riiE Bndesmiid, a? , ^ 

Prcfitnr) to the ' Nineteenth Centor), 533 
To the Res M' H BrooUield, 533 
Montenegro, 533 

To Victor Hugo, 534 , , . 

Specimen of a Translation of the Ilnd, 243 
Spinster's Sis eel Vrts, The, 557 
Spiteful Letter, The, 237 

iSp^Jed Confessions of n Second rate Sensitise 

Mind, 3 _ . , 

Swiinston, In the Girden at, 235 

TAt-Kti’t* Oih, The, 88 

ITiiid of February 1852, The, 22: 

Throstle, The, 611 


640 


INDEX TO POEMS 


Tiresjxs, 533 
H bonus, 96 
To the Queen, i 
To the Queen, 474 
To \irrcd Tenn>son, mj Grandson, 499 
To Dante s37 
To E ritrgcnid, S37 
To F L., on bis 1 r\\ els in Greece, tS4 
To II R H Princess ISeatrice, 

To J S , ‘The wind, that bens the moi'nlsn,'®* 
To Mar> Poyle, tot 
To one stbo nn doim the Eni;h<h, 6it 
To Professo" Jebb, 581 
To the Duke of Art;} II, S7S 
To the Marttms orDiifTerin "nd Ass, S79 
To the Master of IIsIIidI, 613 
To tVie Princess FicAenca of ffanosieT on Vici 
MarrtaCe, 537 

To the Rev F D Maurice, 034 

To the Res W H Rrookfield, 533 

To Ulysses 600 

To Victor llugo 531 

To ' trgil, 570 

FoW C Macreadj 37S 

To , efter resdtngH Lift and 1 etters, 103 

To , ‘Clear headed friend, svhosc jojftl 

scorn, B 

1 o * I send >ou here a sort of allegorj 44 

Tomorrow, 555- 
Tourney, "Ilie. 6*9 
Two Greetings The, 535 
Tsvt) Voices, The, 30 


( Ut-s sens, 93 
I Ulys'ts, To, 600. 


^AST css 587 
Victim, Tlic, 233. 

Victor Hugo To, 534 
\ illage M ife, 1 ne , or The 1 mail 514 
Xlrgil, To, 370. 

^ I'lon of Sin, The i"o 
Voice and the Peak, Tlie, 240 
Voice spake out of the Skies \, 630 
Voyage, The tty 
Voyage cfMaeliune, Tli'-, 529 


Wrc'TS.aj'y 
tValking to the Mail, St 
\\ anderer, The, 6*9. 

Welcome to Alexandr-, A, 223 
Welcome to Mane Alexandrosaia, Duchc'S of 
Edinbi rgb, A, 224 
MTien, 24f' 

"Ml, 235 

M illiam Ceorge Ward— In Memonam, dte 
Mill kVaterprooFs Evriral Mono’osnc, 

M indow, The, 244 
Winter, 245 
Wreck, The, S4t 


‘You ask me why , tho ill at ease,' 64 


INDEX TO THE FIRST LINES 


A ciTV clerk, but gently bom and bred, 156 
Act first, this Carth, a stage so gloom’d with 
ivoe, 6ti 

Ah God 1 the petty fools of rhyme, 237 
Airj , fairj Lilian, 6 

All tilong the vallc}, stream that flashes white, 
=35 

Altho’ 1 be the basest of mankind, 85 
Vnd Willy, mj eldest bom, is gone, yon say, 
little Anae? 225 

A plague upon the people fell, 238. 

Are you sleeping’ haie jou forgotten? do not 
sleep, my sister dear ' 35= 

A spirit haunts the year's last hours, 13 
A still small \aice spake unto me, 30. 

A storm was coming, but the w in^ were still, 3B0. 
\s w hen with downcast eyes w e muse and brood, 

35 

At Flores in the Azores Sir Richard Grenville 
lay. 307 

At Francis Allen's on the Christmas eve, 67 
Athelstan King, 534. 

A thousand summers ere the time of Christ, 347 
At times our Bntain cannot rest, 379 
A 'Voice spake out of the skies, 630 

Banner of England, not for a season, O banner 
of Bntain, bast thou, 519 
‘ Beat, little heart — I give jou this and this,' 606 
Beautiful titj , the centre and crater, 6to 
Below the thunders of the upper deep, 6 
Freak, break, break, 124 

Brooks, for they call d you so that knew you 
best, 533 

Bury the Great Cuke, ai8 

Caress’d or chidden by the slender hand, 26 
Cbams, my good lord in your raised brows I 
read, 325 

Clear headed fnend, whose jojful scorn, 8 
Clearly the blue nver chimes in its flowing, 3 
Come not, when I am dead, 119 
Come, when no graver cares employ, 234 


Comrades, leas e me here a little, nhile as y et tis 
early mom, 98 

‘Courage I’ he said, and pointed toward the 
land, 34 

Dagonet, the fool, whom Gawain in his mood, 
443 

Dainty little maiden, whither would you wander? 

237 

Dead ' 571 

Dead Pnneess, In mg Power, if that, which Used, 
S18 

Dear Master m our classic town, 613 
Dear, near and true— no traer Time hunself, 240 
Deep on the convent roof the snows, 109 
Dosn t thou ear my 'erse s legs, as they canters 
awaay ’ 231 

Doubt no longer that the Highest is the wisest 
and the best, 63a 

Dust are our frames , and, gilded dust, our pnde, 
142 

Eh? good daSy ' good daay 1 thaw it bean t not 
mooch of a daSy, 623 
Elaine the fair, Elaine the lot cable, 395 
Eyes not down dropt nor over bright, but fed, 6 

Faint as a climate changing bird that flies, 581 
Fair IS her cottage in its place, 236 
Fair things are slow to fade away, 581 
Farewell, Macready, since to night we part, 378 
Farewell, \ hose living like 1 shall not find, 612 
Fifty times the rose has flow er d and faded, 380. 
Fust pledge our Queen this solemn night, 575 
Flow down, cold nvulet, to the sea, 119 
Flower in the crannied wall, 240 
From noiseful arms, and acts of prowe«j done, 418 
Full knee deep lies the winter snow, 62 

Giory of wamor, glory of orator, glory of song, 
=39 

Golden haird Ally whose nrme is one with mine. 



642 


INDEX TO THE FIRST LINES 


Had the fierce ashes of some fierj peak, 615 
Half a league, half a league, 222 
Hallowed be Thj name — Halleluiah ' 533 
He clasps the crag with crooVed hands, 119 
‘He IS fled — I wish him dead — , 596. 

Helens Tower, here I s,and, 374 
Hex arms across her breast she laid, 119 
Her, that yer Honour was spalin to’ 'Whin, 
jer Honour? last year, 53s 
Here, by this brooh, we parted , I to the East, 
ta?- 

Here far away, seen from the topmost elm, 476 
Here, it is here, the close of the year, 237 
He rose at dawn and, fired wiih hope 236 
He that only rules by terror, 115. 

He thought to quell the stub^m hearts of oah, 26 
Hide me. Mother' my Fathers belong d to the 
chu'ch of old, 341 

How long, O God, shall men be ndden down, 26 

I BUILT my soul a lordly pleasure house, 44 
If I were loved, as I desire to be, 27 
I had a iision when the night was late, leo 
1 hate the dreadful hallow behind the little wood, 
2E6 

I hnew an old wife lean and poor, 66 
I know her by her angry air, 24 
Illyrian woodlands, echoing falls, 124 
1 m glad I w alU d How {nsh the meadow s look, 

81 

In her ear he whispers gaily, 116 
I read, before my eyelids dropt their shade, 36 
I see the wealthy miller yet, 36 
I send you here a sort of -vUegory, 44 
Is It you, that preach d in the chapel there look 
mg over the sand’ 344 
It little profits that an idle king, 93 
It was the time when lilies blow, 114 
I waited for the train at Coventry, 103 
I was the ch ef of the race — he bad stricken my 
father dead, 529. 

I wash I w ere as la the a ears of old, 33S 

King Arthur made new knights to fill the gap, 
433 

Kmg, that hast reign d sue hundred years, and 
grown, 337 

Ladv Clara "Vere de Vere, 49 
lAte, my grandson' half the morning have I 
paced these sandv tracts, 360 
Leodogran, the King of Cameliard, 309 
Life and thought have gone away, 13 
' Light of the nations * ask d bis Chronicler, 617 
Like souls that balance joy and pain, 118 
Live thy Life, 611 

Long lines of cliff breaking hav e left a chasm. 123 
Love thou thy land, wuth love far brought, 64 


Low flowing breezes are roaming the broad 
valley dimm'd in the gloaming, 3 
Lucilia, wedded to Lucretius, found, 161 

Maw a hearth upon our dark globe sighs after 
many a vanish d face, 387 
Many, many welcomes, 611 
Mellow moon of heaven, 388 
Midnight— in no midsummer tunc, 373 
Milk for my sweet-arts, Bess ' fur it mun be the 
time about non, 337 

Mine be the strength of spirit, full and free, 23 
Mmme and \\ mnie, 237 
Move eastward, happy earth, and leave, 119 
My father left a park to me, 108 
My fnend should meet me somewhere hereabout, 
5*1 

My good blade carves the casques of men, no. 
My heart is wasted with my woe, 17 
My hope and heart is with thee — thou wilt be, 23 
My life IS full of weary davs, 24 
My Lords, we heard you speak you told os all, 
ear 

My Rosalind, my Rosalind, 2a 
Mystery of my stenes, eo 

NaXv, noa mander o* use to be callin' 'im Ro3, 
RoS, Ro3, 5S4 

Nature, so far os m her lies, 63 
Nightingales warbled without, 235 
Not here t the white North has thy bones , and 
fkou, 337 

Not this way will you set y our name, 369- 
Now first we stand and understand, 628 
Now 15 done thy long day s work, 16. 

O BLACRDIRD I Sing me something well, 61 
O bridesmaid, ere the happy knot was tied, 27 
CEnone sat within the cave from out, 613 
Of love that never found his earthly close, 92 
Of old sat Freedom on the heights, 64 
O God ' my God ' have mercy now, 3 
O Lady Flora, let me speak, 104 
Old Fitz, who from your suburb grange, 337 
I Old poets foster’d under frienoher skies, 537 
O Love, I ovc. Love ' O withering might I 39, 

O love, what hours were thine and mine, 233 
O loyal to the royal in thy self, 474 
O me, my pleasant rambles by the lake, 83 
O mighty mouth d inventor of harmonies, 243 
On a midnight in midvrmier when *U1 but the 
winds were dead, 628 
Once in a golden hour, 233 
Once more the gate behind me falls, 88 
Once more the Heavenly Power, 373 
On either side the river he, 27 
O Patriot Statesman, be thou wise to know, 57s 
O plump head waiter at The Cock, iii 
O purblind race of miserable men, 334. 
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O Sftttt jtt’e j5aTr<rc , 

O •Ho-’-a f m *i'~i’ncr< pen*, 574 
O tho J, th t »*rrfe‘* 0-1. tl e man, f. 

Out t r*S-«. jc’'owjni:, anu f'on each, s'S 
Or* i?a«o* hnj erlltl in *nc her, I n4\er hnd 
sc*n 5 "i b-f re 5 7 

ket,"* ' " i xhn tin lat. , fur Xcvi Squire 
ctV'niiiln* mpr , $u 

Oa' iV titep mj t’ iW, of the deep, S3~ 

O «i n for f ir* I h""* tiill le !.<ronr; ’ 133 
O y,.,i cro"ui of «*dc ent tevieuers, 543 
O \ r jn* Man-er, 654 

O 3 on iHa’ i\ t*e eyre cad bpht to tlie King til) hs 
ri.ttd-i\ ->,s:7 

Tcj VAM the Kmc, Mho he'd ard lost Mnth Lo , 

Qircs Gt-t rvErr hao fed tl e court, and «nt, 

43i. 

Kaumi mojU fight in Ediths sight, 629 
R*d of the Dai -n ' 627 
Iterc**d, lie .led— O JOJ thn ho'd i 
Komin \ i'„i', tl ou that s "gest, 570 
Rose, on this temee f fiv Jen's ngo fin 
Kom u o*t fron De^naaco, to jou- Sirmione 
ron * 574 


Sea Ki c^* dnughter from oitr the sea, *23 
St*, do you s*e this oaeger? nnj, nhj do you 
*tart aside* fiea 

Sir Waller Mnan all n sumr-er s daj , 165 
Slow «atled the M-cnry manners ard snu, jy 
So all dai long thetioje of battle roUd, CS 
So Hector spS e , the Trojans root'd applause. 

So savuig, light foot I*ts ra« J > Sj® 

* Spniig flo« e-s ’ ’ 1% hile j on «*ill dclny to take, 

fiot 

S*iU on the tone* stood the nnne, isa 
Strong Son of God, itnmo-tnl I/«e, s47 
‘ Summer is coming, su-nme- is conn ig. fin 
Sunset nnd eiermg sinr, 63® 

Svieet rmron Momland o* yonder to«-n, nr 

That s oty uluch the hold Sir Bediiure, 467 
The htaic Gemtnt, a kniglil of Arthurs court, 

Thelmdal parlard falls upon the hicr, 631 
■ The Bull, l’ e Fleece arc cramm d, and not n 

The^Aaie^ uf the gallant three hundred, the 
Henvy Engade '568 
The form, the fonn nlonc is eloquent 1 37 
The gleam o* household sunshine ends, 629 
The groondflatre of the crocus breaks the mould, 
$02 

The Inst tall son of I ol and Bclhcent, 317 


The lights nnd shadovis fly ’ 244 
The Lard let the house of a brute to the soul of a 
man, fioj 

Tire plntn u-as grassy, wild and bare, 16 
The poet tn a golden clime uas bom, 13 
rhe ram bnd fnllen, the Poet arose, 124. 

There is n sound of thunder nfor, fieq. 

Th»rc lies n sale m Ida, lovelier, 40. 
riiere on the top of the down, fiiy 
These lame herameters the strong vnng d music 
of Homer' 243 

Ihese to His ^^emo^J —since he held them dear, 
SeS 

rhe Son of him with whom we strove for poirer, 

The sun, the moon, the stars, the seas, the hills 
and the plain', 239 
The Voice and the Peat , 240 
The Kinds, as at their hour of birth, 6, 

The wind, that beats the mountain, b'ons, 62 
The Ko-ds decay, the woods decay and fall, 96 
They hav e left the doors njar , and by their clash 

They rose to where the r sovran eagle snils, 533 
This mominr is the rooming of thedny, 72 
This thing, tint thing is the rage, 63a 
Those that of late hnd fleeted far and fnst, S33 
Tho Sin too oft, when smitten by Thy rod, 630. 
Thou ntt not steep d in golden languors, 8 
Thou third g*eat Canning, stnrd among out best, 

S74 

Thou who stealest fire, ii 
Thy darl eyes open'd not, 22 
Ihy prayer was ‘Light— more Light— while 
Time shall last 1 573- 
Thy tutthits nre lull d, I wot, 9. 

1 w o children in tw o nughbour villages, 18 
Two Suns of Love make day of human life, 576 


Uivsscs, much-expenenced man, 600. 
Uplift a thousand voices full and sweet, 223 


Vex not thou the poet s mind, 14 
Victor in Drama, T iclorm Romance, 534 


WaAit uU out Sally cooms in, fur thou mun a 
sights to tell, 504 . , , j j 

W ailing, wailing, wailing, the wind ov er land and 

sea, 501 , ,, 

‘Wait a little, you say, you are sure it 11 all 

come right,' 499 

\y m Sculptor, wcepest thou to take the csBt, 27 
Wamor of God, man’s fnend, and tyrants foe, 


Wamor of God, whose strong right arm debased. 


sfi 


We left behind the pamted buoy, 117 
Welcome, welcome, with one voice I 377 
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Well, iou shall have that song \\hicli Leonard 
■BTote, 94 

We move, the wheel must alwajs move, 610 
We were two daughters of one race, 44 
What am I doing, jou saj to me, ‘wasting the 
sweet summer hours’’ 6ss 
What he those crown’d forms high o\ er the sacred 
fountain? 609 

What sight so lured him thro’ the fields he knew, 
610. 

What time the mighty moon was gathering light, 
17 

Wheer asta hean saw long and mca hggtn* 'ere 
aloan’ esS 

When cats run home and light is come, 0 
When from the terrors of Nature a people have 
fashion d and worship a Spirit of Bvil, 626 
When the hreere of a joj ful dawai hlew free, 9 
When the dumb Hour, clothed m hlack, 630 
When will the stream he awearj of flowing, a 
WTiere Clanbel low licth a 
Where IS one that, born of woman, altogether can 
escape, 637 


While about the shore of Mona those Nerenian 
legionaries, 241 

While man and woman still are incomplete, 611 
‘Whither, O whither, love, shall we go,’ 236 
Who would he, 19 
Who would he, 19 

Why wail 30U, pretty plover? and what is it that 
30U fear? $97 

Will my tinj spark of being whollj vanish ir 
your deeps and heights? 631 
With a half glance upon the sky, 13 
With blackest moss the flower pots, 7 
AVith farmer Allan at the farm abode, 77 
With one black shadow at its feet, 30. 


Vou ask me, why% tho' ill at case, 64 
You make our faults too gross and thence main 
tain, fin 

Von might have won the Poet’s name, 123 
You must wake and call me early, call me early, 
mother dear, 30. 

You, you, r/’y on shall fail to understand, S77 
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\r \i\ -si did v^e ^^e^^c Ixxviii 

\ hjpji} !o\«' who h-is cone \m 

\'kI al' ts « cll, iho fi.{h and form crxvn 

And tt n the t'n ef nn dcli{;ht xxu 

As io nettmes n 1 dead tren s fiee Ixsn 

Pt oear me when ny Ii>,ht IS Ion I 

B, fight we Iiryerd on the lawn xc\ 

Cat-^t ts the tnoni without a sou'd xi 

Contefir'aie nil this worh of Time cxviii 

Coaid I hn\e salt* while he was here Ixxvi 
Cb'ild we fon;ci Uie widow’d hour nl 

T)\*r Inu'", lij which once more I stand v« 
Dear Trend, far oST, mj lost desire cuiie 

Dip do A n upon the no'them sho'-e Ixxxiii 

Dots, wh-rc mj heart was used to beat cxix 
Dost tho4 looh hnck on whnt hnth been Ixiv 
Do w e indeed desire tl e dead It 

IVin 'hip, tlial from the Iialinn shore ix 

Trom art, Irom nature, from the schools xlix 

J Irai ••• API LULNCr m duscurn e talk cix 

He past , n soul of nohler tone lx 

He tnsted lose with half Ins mind xc 

Her c} es nrc lioines of silent pmj cr xxxii 

High wisdom holds my wisdom less cxii 

How fares it with the Iinppj dead t alia 

How main a father hase I seen hu 

How pure at heart and sound in head xav 

I CAt WOT lose thee as I ought lu 

I cannot see the features right 
I climb the bill from end to end c 

I dream’d there w ould be Spnng no more Ixix 

I env> not in nn> moods xxsit 

If anj vague desire should nss I'xv 

Ifanj sision should res eal *cn 

If, m tli> second state sublime Jxi 

If one should bring me tins report mv 

If Sleep and Death he trulj one xhii 

If these brief Ia> s, of Sorrow born xl\ iii 

I hear the noise about thy keel x 

I held It truth, with him who smgs 1 


I know that this was Life — the trad x\v 

1 lca\ c thj praises unexpress d Lxxv 

In those sad words I took farewell Kiu 

1 past beside the rcaerend walls Ixxxvii 

Is It, then, regret for buned time cxvi 

1 shall not see thee. Dare I say xcm 

1 sing to him that rests below xvi 

I sometimes hold it half a sin v 

It is the da} when he was born cvii 

1 trust I have not wasted breath exx 

I sex m} heart with fancies dim xln 

I w age not any feud w ith Death Jxxxii 

I will not shut me from m} kind cviit 

Lo, as a dove when up she springs xii 

Love IS and was m} Ixird and Kmg cxxvi 

' Stone than m} btotlicrs arc to me ' Ixxix 

My lov e has talk d w iih rocks and trees xcvii 
M} own dim life should teach me this xxxiv 

Now fades the last long streak of snow cxv 

Now , sometimes in my sorrow shut xxiii 

O DAYS and hours, }Our work is this cxvii 

Oh, wast thou with me, dearest, then cxxii 
Oh } ct we trust that somehow good liv 

Old warder of these buned bones xxxix 

Old Yew, which graspest at the stones 11 

O bvmg w >11 tliat sbalt endure cxxxi 

One WTitcs, that * Other fnends remain va 

On that last night before we went cm 

O Sorrow, cruel fellow ship 111 

O Sorrow, wait thou h\e with me lix 

O thou that after toil and storm xxxiit 

PiiAcc , come awa} the song of woe Ivii 

Riag out, wild bells, to the wild sky cvi 

Risest thou thus, dim dawn, again Ixxii 

Risest thou thus, dim dawn, again xcix 

Sad Hesper o'er the buned sun cxxi 

Steep, kinsman thou to death and trance Ixxi 
• So careful of the type ? * hut no Ivi 

So many worlds, so much to do Ixxm 
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Still ontrard winds the drearj « ay xrvi 

Sneet after showeis, ambrosial air Ixxwi 

Sneet son], do with me as thou wiU Ixv 

Take w mgs of fanc}, and ascend Ixxvi 

Tears of the widower, when he sees xni 

That each, who seems a separate whole xl\u 
That which we dare involve to hless cxaiv 

The hahy new to earth and si y xW 

The churl in spint, up or down 0.1 

The Danube to the Severn gave xix 

The lesser griefs that may he said xx 

The lov e that rose on stronger wangs caxviu 
The path b> v/hich we twain did go wu 

There rolls the deep where grew the tree cxxiu 
The time draws near the birth of Chris xxvait 
The time draws near the birth of Christ civ 
The wish, that of the living whole Iv 

This truth came borne w ith bier and pall Ixxxv 
Thou comest, much wept for such a 

breere xvai 

Tho* if an eye that s downward cast Ixii 

Tho truths in manhood darl ly join xxxva 

Thy com eise dre v us with delight cx 

Thy spnt ere our fatal loss xli 

Thy voice is on the rolling air cxxx 

'Tis held that sorrow makes us wise cx 11 

Hswell, tissometbing wemaystand xiau 
To night the w mds hegm to nse xv 


To night ungather'd let us leave cv 

To Sleep I give mj powers away iv 

Umvatcho, the garden bough shall 

sway Cl 

Urania speaks with darken’d brow xxxvii 

We leave the well beloved place cii 

We lang-ng dow n this low er track xlvi 

Whatever I have said or sung exxv 

What hope is here for modem rhj me Ixxvii 
V/hat words arc these have falln from 

me* xvi 

\^'hen I contemplate all alone Ixxxiv 

When in the down 1 sink my head Ixviii 

'll hen Lazaras left his charnel cave xxxi 

When on my bed the moonlight falls Ixvii 

When rosy plumelets tuft the larch xci 

Who loves not Knov ledge? Who shall 

rail cxiv 

Wild bird, whose w arhle, liquid sw eet Ixxxvin 
Witch elms that counterchange the floor Ixxxix 
With such compelling cause to gnev e xxax 
With trembling fingers did we weave xxx 

With weary steps 1 loiter on xxxviii 

Vet if some voice that man could trust xxxr 
Vet pity for a horse o’er-dnven Ixui 

You leav e us y ou will see the Rhine xcviu 
Von say, but with no touch of scorn xcvi 

Yoj thought my beatv too for diseased Ixvi 
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I.r-; live RicI-'rO, 633. 

I>3ie Pe-v in at t"* winJoi, 63s 
Ixi e that 'nth ut in the net, 59 

Mji.t,f>v noon of heaven, sS3 
Mocn on the fi*W and tne foam, 633 


j Nov. vleeps the enmson petal, now the white, 

I * 

I ^ Now the Kmc ts home again, 636. 

O Div III n \ir, 509 
O diviner t gh>, 50J 
O h-; py lark, tha v -atbles* high, 634 
O naa, fo-give thj "lortal foe, 634 
O Tij»* e* Ida, runj fountain d Ida, 40 
Once agaia thou Tamest hearenw aril, 6so. 

I O 'aua’lo V, Swallow, ftjmg, fi}mg Soath, 1B7 

i Our enemies hats falln, hate falln the <eed, 
S 04 

^ Over' thess-ee summer closes, 63* 

Raivboi, staj, 633 

SiiAMC upon vou, Robin, 633 

S'eep, E"eii Auhrej , s'eep, and dream of me, 80 

Sweet and low, iScv 

Sweet 15 true love tho given m vain, in vain, 41a 

’TnARS, idle tears, I Vnow no* what lhe5 mean, 
tS5 

The bee buzzd up in the beat, 636 
There is no land lihe Englai d, 63^ 

The splendour fills on castle walls, iS5 
The town laj 5 HI in the low sua light, C33 
The wamo' Earl of Allei dale, 63, 

Th> voice IS heard thro rolling drums, 105. 

To sleep I to sleep' The long bng'it das is 
done, 633 

lurn. Fortune, turn ihs wheel and lower the 
proud, 346 

Tw o > oung lovers in winter weather, 633 
1 Up wath sou, out of the forest, 636 

I Wc sleep and wahe and sleep, hut all things 
move, 94 

What did s o do, and w hat did s e saas , 634 
What does little birdie sas, ifio 
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